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PREFACE.

This Edition of Shakspeare has been carefully prepared firim

the earliest and more modern Editions. Where Commentators

have differed as to the sense of obscure or doubtful passages,

we have selected those readings which we believed to be most

Shakspearian and best suited to a popular Edition,
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MEMOIR OF SHAKSPEARE.

I

LIFE of peace and prosperity furnishes but little matter for a chronicle.

Such, doubtless, with but a brief inter\-al, was that of England's greatest

poet, for the record of it is brief and jejune in the extreme ;
only to be

traced in registers and occasional notices. Unhappily for us, Sliaks-

peare did not find, amongst the manifold characters which surrounded him, a

Boswell, to note down the witty utterances with which his contemporaries were

charmed; we have no authentic anecdotes of the "myriad-minded man," as

Coleridge terms him, only imperfect and apocryphal traditions. But everything

that is known of him is of value in the eyes of Englishmen ; we subjoin, therefore,

a short notice of his life, from the few records that remain.

William Shakspeare was born at Stratford-on-Avon, on St. George's Day, April

23, 1564. He was the eldest son of John Shakspeare and his wife, Mary Arden.

His family were "gentle" upon both sides. His paternal ancestor is believed

to have fought at Bosworth Field on the side of Richmond, for he received from

Plenry Vn., in reward for "valiant and faithful" services, tenements and lands

in Warwickshire, on which his descendants dwelt till the birth of him who was

destined to immortalize their name. Shakspeare's mother was the daughter and

heiress of Robert Arden, of Wylmcote, (or WeUingcote,) in Warwickshire, a gen-

tleman of ancient and honourable family, deriving its name probably from the

forest land on which its possessions stood.

The year of Shakspeare's birth was marked by the outbreak of the plague in Strat-

ford ; but the spotted curse passed harmlessly by the cradle of the glorious infant

;

whilst his then well-to-do father contributed of his means to the reUef of the poor

who had suffered by its ravages. The boyhood of Shakspeare, till he was ten years

old, was spent, probably, in a manner well adapted to foster his genius. On his

mother's heritage of Asbyes—in his father's nearer meadows—the young poet must

have revelled in the greenwood shades, and amid the daisied meads of which he

afterwards painted such sweet sylvan pictures. The forest of Arden, the sheep-

shearing of Perdita, the fairy-haunted woods, &c., were doubtless memories of his

boyhood.

From about the time Shakspeare completed his eleventh year, the prosperity of

his family waned ; the shadow of evil days gathered over the hitherto prosperous

j'eoman. In 1578, John Shakspeare was unable to pay poor-rates ; and—happy

and considerate must the age have been !—he "was left untaxed." During these

eleven years his gifted eldest son was receiving his early education at the free
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grammar school of Stratford ; tlie masters being at that time Waker Roche, Thomas
Hunt, and Thomas Jenkins. Of the where or how that education was completed we
hiave no record. That his days of youthful study ended early, we may, however,

conjecture, as he married at the age of eighteen Anne Hathaway, the daughter of

Richard Hathaway, of Shottery, a substantial yeoman. The bride was eight years

older than her husband. Before Shakspeare was twenty-one, he was the father of

three children, a daughter,—Susanna, the darling of his after life,—and a twin

son and daughter, Hamnet (or Hamlet) and Judith.

It is probable that tliis rapid increase of family and his father's decaying circum-

stances, led to the resolve of the poet to seek a fortune in London. He had in the

great city—which was an El Dorado to the imaginations of country folks in those

days—a relative and townsman named Thomas Green, a celebrated comedian, who,

in company with the actors Burbage, Slye, Hemynge, arid Tooley, had very re-

cently performed at Stratford—/.c, in 1584. Without giving much credence to the

traditionary scandal of Shakspeare stealing deer from Sir Thomas Lucy's grounds

at Charleeote, we may believe he had by some wild boyish freak given annoyance to

the "Justice," and thus added another motive to those which already disposed him

to leave his fair Warwickshire home. Doubtless but little inducement was, however,

required to lure him into the world of famous men whose renown then filled the

length and breadth of the land ; and whose grand memories surround his own,

lighting the age of Elizabeth with a galaxy of statesmen and heroes. He himself

;arly declared that

—

" Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits."

And with his consciousness of mental power, he would naturally seek tlie wldesl

field for its exercise.

He VTent to London in 1586, and, as it is supposed, became an actor and adapter

of plays for the Blackfriars' Theatre. In 1589 he was able to purchase a share in

it, and from that time his fame and good fortune grew rapidly. His dramas

became known and appreciated, and in the following year he was honoured by tlie

generous praise of Spenser, in the "Tears of the Muses."

In 1593 appeared his first poem, " Venus and Adonis," wi'itten probably during

the suspension of theatrical performances in London, caused by the plague of 1592.

It was published by himself ; the printer being a Stratford man (probably an old

acqu;untance) named Richard Field. That it was successful we cannot doubt, as

the next year his " Tarquin and Lucrece " issued from the same press. Another

poetical laurel was bestowed on him by Spenser; and common tradition ascribes

to this period a gift made to him by Lord Southampton (the friend of Esse.x), of a

thousand pounds, in order that he might complete a meditated purchase.

The full tide of prosperity, which he had indeed " taken at the flood," now bore

the great dramatist of all ages swiftly on its waters. The Queen—wliose grand

character he could so well appreciate,—smiled on him, and deigned to direct and

call forth his genius ; while England's most chivalrous nobles were his friends.

"Probably," says Lord Lytton, in his delightful "Caxtoniana," " his (Shakspeare 's)

personal intimacies assisted to the perfection of his delineations of the manners and
mind of tfee being we call gentleman—of a Bassanio, a Gratiano, a Benedick, an

Orlando, a Mercutio, &c., not to speak of the incomparable art with wliich he
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reuiiiis to Falstatf, in despite of all the fat knight's rogueries, the chaKicter of the

wit who has equality with princes."

The date at which Shakspeare's first drama appeared is uncertain. That he was

a. renowned dramatist in 1591, Spenser's praise of him, published in that year,

proves. Rowe was not able to discover any character in which he was remembered,

as an actor, except that of the Ghost in "Hamlet ;" nevertheless, the instructions to

the players in that tragedy show, how perfect was his knowledge of the histrionic

art, and how perfect the taste which would have guided his own performance-^

probably too good for such rude spectators as those who assembled at the Globe,

and who had hitherto been used to tragedies in King Cambyses' vein—all rant,

murder, and horrors. In 1596 a great sorrow fell upon the poet ; his only .son

Hamnet died, at the age of eleven years ;—a bitter grief must it have been to one

whose tenderness and warmth of affection appear from the concurrent testimony

cf his age to have been equal to his genius. Shakspeare was a good son, as well

as a genial and generous friend. His parents shared his prosperity. He helped

tliem with his influence and his purse ; redeemed his mother's mortgaged property

in " Green Arden, " and—purchasing a large and pleasant dwelling in his native

place—brought his parents home to dwell there.

He did not yet, liowever, retire from the stage. He had a house in Southwark,

which was his London home ; his visits to Stratford were periods of rest and recrea-

tion, probably also of quiet literary labour. He continued purchasing property near

his country home ; manifesting prudence and common sense in affairs of the world
;

and a sound discretion in all things.

It is supposed that Shakspeare quitted the stage finally in 1604, as his name does

not appear on the list of players after the production of Ben Jonson's '

' Sejanus, " in

1603. He had made a comfortable fortune, estimated by Gildon (in his Letters and

Essays) at 300/. a year, equal to rather more than a thousand a year at the present

day, and had then only attained the age of forty years

.

And now, happy in cherishing the age of his parents, in seeing his daughter

Susanna a happy wife and mother, and in entertaining his friends, Shakspeare

passed twelve years of well-earned repose ; the darling alike of Nature and of

Fortune.

He cultivated his land, planted the famous mulberry tree, and at this time

published his exquisite Sonnets, which had, probably, been written in his j'^outh.

Such, at least, was the opinion of Coleridge, who says :

—"These extraordinary

sonnets form, in fact, a poem of fourteen lines each ; and, like the passion which

insjiired them, the sonnets are always the same, with a variety of expression

—

continuous if you regard the lover's soul,— distinct, if you listen to them, as he

heaves them sigh after sigh. These sonnets, like the 'Venus and Adonis,' and

the ' Rape of Lucrecc, ' are characterised by boundless fertility and laboured

condensation of thought, with perfection of sweetness in rhythm and metre.

These are the essentials in the budding of a great poet. Afterwards habit and

consciousness of power teach more case." He returned occasionally, however,

to London, and was never forgotten by the noble friends his genius had secured.

I^rd Southampton—great from his personal qualities—styles him in a letter " my
especial friend." (^uoen Elizabeth had honoured him with personal notice and

favour
; James- I. "was pleased with his own hand to write an amicable ktler tu
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Master Shakspeare, " and the te.stiiiio*iiy of his fellow actors,—of his rivals,—and of

the poets of the age, all tell how worthy Shakspeare was of love as well as of

renown.

He who was "for all Time " did not fail, as we have seen, of winning the golden

opinions of his own ; and at the distance of nearly three hundred years from that

grand period of our national story, we can still find no better words to eulogize

him than his own :

—

" Hi5 life was gentle ; and the elements

So mix'd in him, that Nature might stand up,

And say to all the world—This was a man 1"

There is a tradition that Shakspeare's death was hastened by the hospitable

entertainment he bestowed on Ben Jonson and Drayton, who visited him shortly

before his last illness ; but it seems probable that he had been ill for some short tima

previously, as in the January of the year in which he "rested from his labours " his

will was prepared ; it was signed by him in the March preceding his death. He
expired on his birth-day, April 23rd, 1616, aged 52, having secured, during his

comparatively short life, an eternity of fame.

" He was," says Aubrey, who lived only twenty-si.x years after his death,

"a handsome, well-shaped man, verie good company, and of a verie ready,

pleasant, and smooth wit."

Shakspeare was buried with his ancestors on the north side of the chancel in

the great Church of Stratford, and a monument was erected to his memory bearing

the following Latin distich :

—

" Judicio Pyliuni, genio Socratem, arte Maronem,
Terra tegit, populus mceret, Olympus habct."

On the gravestone in the pavement is the well-known inscription which appears

(in conjunction with certain modern notions of making a show of all belonging to

the poet) to have been a prophetic injunction,

—

"Good friend, for Jesus' sake forbc;.*

To dig the dust inclosed here :

Blest bo the man tliat spares tli2SC CLones,

And curst be he that moves my bones."

In the year 1741 another monument was erected to his memory in W'estminstci

Abbey (near the south door in Poets' Corner), under the direction of Pope, Lord

Burlington, Dr. Mead, and Mr. Martyn. It was the work of Scheemaker after a

design of Kent's.

The actors at each of the London theatres gave a benefit to help defray the ex-

penses of it, (which were paid by the public,) and the Dean and Chapter of West-

minster gave the ground.

" Anne Hathaway" survived her Imsband eight years. His favourite daughter,

Susanna, married a physician. Dr. Hall, and left an only child, Elizabeth, who was

married first to Mr. Nashe, and afterwards to Sir John Barnard, of Abingdon,

Northamptonshire ; she died childless. His younger daughter, Judith, married a

Mr. Quincy, and liad three children, all of whom died before they had reached the

age of twenty. Consequently, witli Lady Barnard expired the last descendant of

Shakspeare.

To his countri' has descended the rich inheritance of his fame ; we sjiould
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rather sny, to the world ; for wherever the tongue of England shall hereafter

be spoken, the works of him who enriched and preserved it will descend, a fount of

wisdom, wit, and poetry, of teaching and of pleasure for all ages.

No writer ever so perfectly represented the entire genius of his country ; hence

probably he is so especially the idol of the people ; so completely identified with

their modes of thought and feeling. He is an authority in all circumstances and

events of life ; and they are fond of believing that things old and new, from the

discoveries of his own day to those of the present, were dreamed of in the " philo-

sophy" of Shakspeare. The national pride in its great dramatist is well expressed

in the sonorous and not inelegant compliment of Dr. Johnson :

—

* When Learning's triumph o'er his barb'rous foes,

First rear'd the sta^e, immortal Shakspeare rose ;

Each change of many-colour'd hfe he drew.

Exhausted worlds, and then imagin'd new :

Existence saw him spurn her bounded reifjn,

And pantine Time toil'd after him in vain."



SHAKSPEARE'S WILL,

FKOM THE ORIGINAL IN THE OFFICE OF THE PREROGATIVE COURT OF
CANTERBURY.

Vicesivioquiiito dieMartii, Asmo Rcgni DLWiini nostrijacobi, nunc Regis AvglicB,

Sfi'., decimo guarto, it Scoticz quadragcsimo nono. Anno Domini 1616.

In the name of God, Amen. I, William Shakspeare, of Stratford-upon-Avon in

the county of Warwick, Gent., in perfect health and memory, (God be praised,)

do make and ordain this my last will and testament, in manner and form following
;

—that is to say :

First, I commend my soul into the hands of God my Creator, hoping, and

assuredly believing, through the only merits of Jesus Christ my Saviour, to be made
partaker of life everlasting ; and my body to the eai'th, whereof it is made.

Item, 1 give and bequeath unto my daughter Judith one hundred and fifty pounds

of lawful English money, to be paid unto her in manner and form following : that

is to say, one hundred pounds in discharge of her marriage portion, within one year

after my decease, with consideration after the rate of two shillings in the pound for

so long time as the same shall be unpaid to her after my deeease ; and the fifty

pounds residue thereof, upon her surrendering of, or giving of such sufficient secu-

rity as the overseers of this my will shall like of, to surrender or grant all her estate

and right that shall descend or come unto her after my decease, or that she now
hath of, in, or to, one copyhold tenement, with the appurtenances, lying and being

in Stratford-upon-Avon aforesaid, in the said county of Warwick, being parcel or

holden of the manor of Rowington, unto my daughter Susannah Hall, and hei

heirs for ever.

Item, I give and bequeath unto my said daughter Judith one hundred and fifty

pounds more, if she, or any issue of her body, be living at the end of three years

next ensuing the day of the date of this my will, during which time my executors to

pay her consideration from my decease according to the rate aforesaid : and, if she

die within the said term, without issue of her body, then my will is, and I do give

and bequeath one hundred pounds thereof to my niece, Elizabeth Hall ; and the

fifty pounds to be set forth by my executors during the life of my sister, Joan Hart,

and the use and profit thereof coming, shall be paid to my said sister Joan, and after

her decease the said fifty pounds shall remain amongst the children of my said sister,

equally to be divided amongst them ; but if my said daughter Judith be living at the

end of the said three years, or any issue of her body, then my will is, and so I devise

and Iwqueath the said hundred and fifty pounds to be set out by my executors and
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overseers for the best benefit of her and her issue, and the stock not to be paid unto

her so long as she shall be married and covert baron ; but my will is, tliat she shall

have the consideration yearly paid unto her during her life; and after her decease the

said stock and consideration to be paid to her children, if she have any, and if not,

to her executors or assigns, she living the said term after my decease
; provided that

if such husband as she shall at the end of the said three years be married unto, or

at any [time] after, do sufficiently assure unto her, and the issue of her body, lands

answerable to the portion by this my will given unto her, and to be adjudged 30 by

my executors and overseers, then my will is, that the said hundred and fifty pounds

shall be paid to such husband as shall make such assurance, to his own use.

Item, I give and bequeath unto my said sister Joan twenty pounds, and all my
Wearing apparel, to be paid and delivered within one year after my decease; and I do

will and devise unto her the house, with the appurtenances, in Stratford, wherein she

dwelleth, for her natural life, under the yearly rent of twelve pence.

Item, I give and bequeath unto her three sons, William Hart, —— Hart, and

Michael Hart, five pounds a-piece, to be paid within one year after my decease.

Item, I give and bequeath unto the said Elizabeth Hall, all my plate tliat I now
have (except my broad silver and gilt bowl), at the date of this my will

Item, I give and bequeath unto the poor of Stratford, aforesaid, ten pounds ; to

Mr. Thotnas Combe, my .sword ; to Thomas Russell, Esq., five pounds ; and to

Francis Collins, of the borough of Warwick, in the county of Warwick, Gent.,

thirteen pounds six shillings and eightpence, to be paid within one year after my
decease.

Item, I give and bequeath to Hamlet \Hamiiet'\ Sadler twenty-six shillings eight-

pence, to buy him a ring; to William Reynolds, Gent., twenty-six shillings eight-

pence, to buy him a ring ; to my godson William Walker, twenty shillings in gold ;

to Anthony Nash, Gent., twenty-six shillings eightpence; and to Mr. John Nash,

twentj'-six shillings eightpence ; and to my fellows, John Hemynge, Richard Bur-

bage, and Henry Cundell, twenty-six shillings eightpence a-piece, to buy them

rings.

Ilc7n, I give, will, bequeath, and devise unto my daughter Susanna Hall, for tlie

better enabling her to perform this my will, and towards the performance thereof,

all tliat capital messuage or tenement, with the appurtenances, in Stratford afore-

said, called the New Place, wherein I now dwell, and two messuages or tenements

with the appurtenances, situate, lying, and being in Henley Street, within the

borough of Stratford aforesaid ; and all my barns, stables, orchards, gardens, lands,

tenements, and hereditaments whatsoever, situate, lying, and being, or to be had,

received, perceived, or taken within the towns, hamlets, villages, fields, and grounds

of Stratford-upon-Avon, Old Stratford, Bishopton, and Welcome, or in any of

them, in the said county of Warwick ; and also all that messuage or tenement, with

the appurtenances, wherein one John Robinson dwelleth, situate, lying, and being

in the Blackfriars in London, near the Wardrobe ; and all other my lands, tene-

ments, and hereditaments whatsoever ; to have and to hold all and singular the said

premises, witli their appurtenances, unto the said Susanna Hall, for and during the

term of her natural life ; and, after her decease, to the first son of her body lawfully

issuing ; and to the heirs males of the body of the said first son lawfully issuing ;
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and for default ol such issue, to the second son of her body lawfully issuing, and to the

heirs males of the body of the said second son lawfully issuing ; and for default of

such heirs, to the third son of the body of the said Susanna lawfully issuing ; and

to the heirs males of the body of the said third son lawfully issuing ; and for default

of such issue, the same to be and remain to the fourth, fifth, sixth, and seventh sons

of her body, lawfully issuing one after another, and to the heirs males of the bodies

of the said fourth, fifth, sixth, and seventh sons lawfully issuing, in such manner as

it is before limited to be, and remain to the first, second, and third sons of her body,

and to their heirs males ; and for default of such issue, the said premises to be and

remain to my said niece Hall, and the heirs males of her body lawfully issuing : and

for default of such issue, to my daughter Judith, and the heirs males of her body

lawfully issuing ; and for default of such issue, to the right heirs of me the said

William Shakspeare for ever.

Item, I give unto my wife my second-best bed, w ith the furniture.

Item, I give and bequeath to my said daughter Judith, my broad silver-gilt bowl.

All the rest of my goods, chattels, leases, plates, jewels, and household stuff what-

soever, after my debts and legacies paid, and my funeral expenses discharged, I

give, devise, and bequeath to my son-in-law, John Hall, Gent., and my daughter

Susanna, his wife, whom I ordain and make executors of this my last will and testa-

ment. And I do entreat and appoint the said Thomas Russell, Esq., and Francis

Collins, Gent. , to be overseers hereof. And do revoke all former wills, and pub-

lish this to be my last will and testament. In witness whereof, I have hereunto put

my hand, the day and year first above written.

By me,

WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE.

Witness to the publishing hereof.

Fra. Collyns,

Julius Shaw,

John Robinson,

Hamnet Sadlek,

Robert Wh.'Vttcott.

Probatum fuit tcstamcntum Suprascriotum apud London, Coram Magistro

William Byrde, Legum Doctore, &c., vicesimo secundo die mensis Junii, Anno
Domini 1616

;
juramento fohannis Hail, unius ex cui, &c., de bene, &c., jurat,
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SCENE,

—

The Sea, loith a Ship ; afterwards an uninhabited Island.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Oh a Ship at Sea.—A Storm luith

Thunder and Lightning,
Enter a Shipmaster and a Boatswain.

Mast. Boatswain

!

/n^ats. Here, master: what cheer?
.Mast. Good, speak to the mariners : fall to 't yarely,

or we run ourselves aground : bestir, bestir. [Exit.
Enter Mariners.

Eoats. Heijjh. my hearts ! cheerly, cheerly, my
he.frts ! yare, yare : take in the topsail ; tend to the
!na^tcr's whistle.—Blow, till thou burst thy wind, if

loom enough !

Enter Alonso. Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdinand,
Gonzalo, a^id others.

A'.on. Good boatswain, have care. Where's the mas-
ter t Play the men.
Boats. I pray now, keep below.
Ant. Where is the master, boatswain?
Boats. Do you not hear him? Vou mar ourlabour:

keep your cabins : you do assist the stonn.
GoH. Nay. Eood, be patient.
Beats. W hen the se.i is. Hence! What rare these

roarers for the name of king? To cabin: silence!
trouble us not.
Con. Good ; yet rememberwhom thou hast aboard.
Boats. None that I more love than myself. You are

a counsellor; if ycu can command these elements to
silence, and work the peace of the present, we will not
hand a rope more ; use your authority : if you cannot,
give thanks you have lived so long, and make yourself
ready in your cabin for the mischance of the hour, if

it so hap.—Cheerly, good hearts I—Out of our way, I

say. {Exit.

(ion. u have great comfort from this fellow : methinks
he hath no drowning mark upon him ; his complexion
is perfect gallows. Stand fast, pood fate, to his hang-
ing! make the rope of hisdestmyour cable, for our
own doth little advantage ! If he be not boni to be
Itanged, our cise is ntiser.iblc. \Exeunt.

Re-enter Boatswain.
Boats. Down with the topmast : yare ; lower, lower

!

Bring her to try w-ith main-course. [A cry 7oithin. ] A
plague upon this howling ! they arc louder than the
weather, or our office.

—

^r-<*"//*r Sebastian, Antonio, and G<mz;\\o.
Yet again? what do you here? Shall wc give o'er,

and drown ? Hare you a mind to sink t

Seb. A poxo' your throat, youbawling, blasphemous.
Boats. Work you. then. [incharitable dog

!

AJtt. Hang, cur, hang! you whoreson, insolent noise-
maker, we are less afraid to be drowned than thou art.

Go?i. rU waiTant him from drowning ; though the
ship were no stronger than a nutshell, and as leaky as
an unstanched wench.

Boats. Layher a-hold. a-hold! Set her two courses;
off to sea again ; lay her off.

Enter M.ariners, 7vet.

Mar. AU lost 1 to prayers, to prayers ! all lost

!

[Exeunt.
Boats. What, must our mouths be cold ? tthcm
Con. The king and prince at prayers.' let us assist

For our case is as tlicirs.

.'ieh. I ,am out of patience. [drunkards.

—

.'Int. We are merely cheated cf our lives by
This wide-chopp'd rascal,—would, thou might'st lie

The washing of ten tides I [tlrowning,
Con. He'll be hanged yet.

Though everj' drop of water swear agains*: it.

And gajje at wid'st to glut hint. [A confused noise
toithin,—" Mercy on ns I*'— [children I"—

" We split, we split
!"—" Farewell, my wife and

"Farewell, brother!"—"We split, wu split, we
split!"—

I

Ant. Let's all sink with the king. \Exit.
Seb. Let's take leave of him. \Exit.
Con. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea

for .an acre ofbarren ground ; long heath, brown furze,
any thing. The wills above be done 1 but 1 would fain

die a dry death. [Exit.

SCENE n.—TJu Island : ie/ore the Cell o/Tro%i>Qxo.
Enter Prospero and Miranda.

Mira. If by your art, my dearest lather, you have
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them.
The sky. it seems, would pour down stinking pitch,
Hut that the sea, mounting to the welkin's check.
Hashes the fire out. (), I have suffer'd
\N'itli those that I saw suffer! a brave vessel.
Who hail, no doubt, some noble creatures in her,
Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they pcrijh'd.
Had I been any god of j)ower, I v.'ould

Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e'er
It should the good ship so have swallow'd, and
The freighting souls within her.

i'ro. Be collected

;
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No more amazement. Tell your piteous heart,
There's no harm done.
Mira. O, woe the day !

P''0- No harm.
I have done nothing but in care of thee,
(Of thee, my dear one ! thee, my daughter!) who
Art ignorant of what thou art. naught knowing
Of whence I am : nor that I am more better
Than Prospero. master of a full poor cell,

And thy no greater father.
Mira. More to know

Did never meddle ivith ray thoughts.
Pro. 'Tis time

I should inform, thee further. Lend thy hand.
And pluck my magic garment from me.—So :

[Lays dtrzuit kis robe.
Lie there, my art.—Wipe thou thine eyes ; have

comfort.
The direful spectacle of the v.reck, which touch'd
The very virtue of compassion in thee,
I have with such provision ir. mine art
So safely order'd, that there is no soul— .

No, not so much perdition as an hair,
Betid to any creature in the vessel [Sit down

;

Which thou heard'stjcry, which thou saw'st sink.
For thou must now know further.
Mira. You have often

Begun to fell me what I am ; but stopp'd.
And left me to a bootless inquisition,
Concluding, " Stay, not yet."
Pro. The hour's now come

;

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear

:

Obey, and be attentive. Canst thou remember
A time before we came unto this cell?
I do not think thou canst, for then thou wast not
Out three years old.
Mira. Certainly, sir, I can.
Pro. By what ? by any other house, or person !

Of anything the image tell me, that
Hath kept with thy reinembr.ance.
Mira. 'Tis far off;

And rather like a dream, than an assuiance
That my femcnibrance warrants. Had 1 not
I'our or five women once, that tended me ? [is it.

Pro. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda. But how
That this lives in thy mind? What seest thou else
In the dark backward and abysm of time?
If thou remember'st aught, ere thou cam'st here.
How thou cam'st here, thou may'st.
Mira. But that I do not.
Pro. Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve year since

Thy father was the duke of Milan, and
A prince of power.
Mira. Sir, are not you my father ?
Pro. Thy mother was a piece of Mrtiie, and

She said thou wast my daughter ; and thy father
W.ns duke of Milan ; and his only heir
Anil princess,—no worse issued.
Mira. O, the heavens !

What foul play had we, that we came from thence ?
Or blessed was 't we did t

Pro. Both, both, my girl:
By foul plaj', as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence ;

But blessedly holp hither.
Mira. O ; my heart bleeds

To think o" the teen that I have turn'd you to.
Which is from my remembrance. Please j'ou fm-lher.
Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, called Antonio,—

I iiray thee, mark me.—that a brother should
Be so perfidious !—he whom, next thyself.
Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put
The manage of my state; .as, at t]iat time,
Through all the signiories it was the first.

And Prospero the prime duke ; being so reputed
In dignity, and for the liberal arts.
Without a parallel : those being all my study.
The government I cast upon nly brother.
And to my state grew stranger, being transported.
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle-
Dost thou attend me 1

Mira. Sir, most hcedfully.
Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits.

How to deny them ; whom t' advance^and w lioin
To trash for over-topping; now crcatcil
The creatures that wcrc'mine, I say. or chang'd them,
( )r else new fomi'd them : Having both the key
Of ofiicerand office, set all hearts i" the state
To what tunc plcas'd his ear ; that now he was

The iv)'. which had hid my princely trunk, [not
Andsuck'd my verdure out on 't.—Thou attend'st
Mira. O, good sir, I do.
Pro. 1 pray thee, mark me.

I, thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated
To closeness, and the bettering of my mmd
With that, which, but by being so retir'd,
O'erpriz'd all popular rate, in my false brother
Awak'd an evil nature ; and my trust.
Like a good parent, did beget of hiiu
A falsehood, in its contrary as great
.\s my trust was ; which had. indeed, no limit.
-V confidence sans bound. He being thus lurdcil.
Not only with what my revenue yielded.
But what my power might else exact,—like one,
\Vho having, unto truth, by telling of it.

Made such.a sinner of his memory.
To credit his own lie,—he did believe
He wa-T indeed the duke ; out o'the substitution.
And executing th outward face of royalty.
With all prerogative :—Hence his ambition growing.
Dost thou hear?
Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness.
Pro. To have no screen between this part he

And him he play'd it for, he needs will be [play'd,
Absolute Milan. Me, poor man .'—my librar)-
Was dukedom large enough : of temporal royalties
He thinks me npw incapable; confederates
(So dry he was for sway) with the king of Naples
To give him annual tribute, do him homage

;

Subject his coronet to Ins crown, and bend
The dukedom, yet imbow'd, (alas, poor Milan I)

To most ignoble stooping.
Mira. O the heavens !

Pro. Mark his condition, and the event ; then
If this might be a brother. (tell ms
Mira. \ should sin

To think but nobly of my grandmother:
Good wombs have borne bad sons.
P''o. Now the condition.

This king of Naples, being an enemy
To ine iiiveterate, hearkens my brother's suit

;

Which was, that he, in lieu o' the premises,

—

Of homage, and I know not how much tribute,

—

Should presently extirpate me and mine
Out of the dukedom, and confer fair Milan,
With all the honours, on my brother : whereon,
A treacherous army levied, one midnight
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open
The gates of Milan ; and, i' the dead of darkness.
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence
Me. and thy crying self.

Mira. Alack, for pity !

I, not rememb'ring how I cried out then.
Will cry it o'er again : it is a hint.
That wrings mine ej-es to't.
Pro. Hear a little further.

And then I'll bring thee to the present business
Which now 's upon us ; without the which, this story
Were most impertinent.
Mira. AVhcrefore did they not

That hour destroy us ?

Pro. Well demanded, wench : [not.—
My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durj
So dear the love my people bore me.—nor set
.A. mark so bloody on the business; but
With colours fairer painted their foul ends.
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark.
Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prcpar'd
fV rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg'd,
Mor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats
instinctively had quit it : there they hoist ns,
To cry to the sea that roar'd to us ; to sigh
To the winds, whose pity, sighing back .again,
Oid us but loving wrong.
Mira.

"

" Alack, what trotible
\\ as I then to you !

Pro. 1 a cherubin
Thou wast, that did preserve me ! Thou didst sinilc,
Infused with a fortitude from heaven.
When I h.ive deck'd the sea with drops full salt,
I'ndcr my burden groan'd ; which rais'd in me
.\n undergoing stomach, to bear up
-Against wTiat should ensue.
.Mira. How came we ashore t
Pro. By Prdvidcncc divine.

Some food wc had, and some fresh water, that
.\ noble Neapolitan, Gonz.alo,



Sccue 2. THE TEMPKST.

Out of his charity, (who being then appointed
Master of this desifHi.) did a'^'e "s ; witli

Ricli garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries,
^Vhic^. since have steaded much ; so, of his j^entle

Knowinit I lov'd my books, lie fiirnish'd me, (ness.

From mine o«ii library, with volumes that
I prize above my dukedom.
Mira. Would I might

But ever see that man

!

Pro, Now I arise :

—

\PHts on his roac a^ain.
Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow.
Here in this island we arriv'd ; and here
Have I, thy school master, made thee more prof.!

Than other princesses can, that have more time
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful.

Mira. Heavens thank you for 't ! And no%v, I pray
you, sir,

—

(For still lis beating in my mind), your
i"or raising this sea-storm?
Pro. Know thus far forth.

—

Ky accident most strange, bountiful fortune,
Now my dear lady hatli mine enemies
Brought to this shore ; and hy my prescience
I find my zenith doth depend upon
A most auspicious star ; whose influence
If now I court not, but omit, mj' fortunes
Will ever after droop —Here cease more questions

;

Thou art inclined to sleep ; 'tis a good dulness.
And give it way ;—I know thou canst not choose.

—

[Miranda sleeps.

Come away, servant, come ! I'm ready now

:

Approach, my Ariel ; come '.

B}iter Ariel.
Ari. All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I comt

To answer thy best pleasure ; be 't to fly.

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride
On the curl'd clouds : to thj' strong bidding, task
Ariel, and all liis qualitj-.

Pro. Hast thou, spirit,

3*erform"d to point the tempest that I bade thee 't

Ari. Tc) every article.

I boarded the king's ship ; now on the beak.
Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,
1 flam'd amazement : sometime I'd divide.
And bum in many places ; on the topmast.
The yards, and bowsprit, woifld I flame distinctly.

Then meet, and join: Jove's lightnings, the precursors
O' the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary
And.sight outrunning "were not : the fire, and cracks
Of suljmurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune
Seem to besiege, and make his boid waves tremble.
Yea. his dread trident shake.

Pro. My brave spirit 1

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil

Would not infect his reason ?

Ari. Not a soul
But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd
Some tricks of desperation. All, but mariners.
Plunged in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel.

Then all a-fire with me : the king's son, Ferciinand,
With hair up staring (then like reeds, not hair.)
AVas the first man that leap'd ; cried, '* HeU is etnpty,
And all the devils are here.'*

Pro. Why, that's my spirit

!

But was not this nigh shore ?

Ari. Close by, my master.
Pro. But are they, Ariei, safe

!

Ari. Not a hair perish'd ;

On their sustaining garments not .i blemish,
Uut fresher than before : .'ind. as thou bad'st me,
In troops I have dispers'd them 'bout the isle.

The king's son have I Landed by himself;
Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs
In an odd angle ofthc isle, and sitting.

His arms in this sad knot.
Pro. Of the king's ship

The mariners, say how thou hast dispos'd.
And all the rest o' the fleet.

Ari. Safely in harbour
Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once
Thou cill dst me up at initlnight to fetch dew
From the still-vex'a Eennoothes, there she's hid :

The manners all under hatches stow'tl

;

Whom, with .-i chann join'd to their suffer'd labour,
I have left asleep : ami for the rest o' the fle<;t,

Which I dispers d, they all have met ai^aiUi
And are upon the Meditctraucan flotc.

Bound sadly home for Naples

;

Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd,
And his great person perish.
Pro. Ariel, thy charge

E.xactly is perform'd : but there's more work

:

What is the time o' the day V

Ari. Past the mid season.
Pro. At least two glasses ; the time 'twixt six and now

Must by us both be spent most preciously. (paitti
Ari. Is there more toil? Since thou dost give m&

Let me remember thee what thou hast promis'd,
"Which is not yet perform'd me.

Pro. How now! moody

t

What is 't thou canst demand ? .

Ari. My liberty.

Pro. Before the time be out? no more I

Ari. I pray thee
Remember, I have done thee worthy service ;

Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv'd
Without or grudge or grumblings : thou didst promise
To bate me a full year.
Pro. Dost.thou forget

From what a torment I did free thee ?

Ari. No.
Pro. Thou dost ; and think'st it much to trcatl \.\\i

Of the salt deep,— Ino--.-,

To run upon the sharp wind of the north.
To do me business in the veins o' th' earth.
When it is b,ak*d with frost.

Ari. I do not, sir.

Pro. Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast thou forgot
The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age and envy.
Was gro^vn into a hoop ? hast thou forgot her ?

Ari. No, sir. fnic.

Pro. Thou hast. Where was she born ? speak ; teH
Ari. Sir, in Argier.
Pro. O, w as she so ? I must.

Once in a month, recount what thou hast been.
Which thou forget'st. This damn'd witch. Sycorax.
For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible

To enter human hearing, from Argier.
Thou know'st, was banish'd : for one thing she did.

They would not take her life. Is not this true ?

Ari. Ay, sir. [child.

Pro. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought with
And here was left by the sailors. Thou, my slave,

As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant

:

.\\\<\. for thou wast a spirit too delidate
To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands.
Refusing her grand bests, she did confine thee.

By help of her more potent ministers.

And in her most unmitigable rage,
Int-o a cloven pine ; within which rift

Imprison'd, thou didst painfully remain
.\ dozen years: within which space she died.

And left thee there : where thou didst vent thy groans
.\s fast as mill-wlicels itrike. Then was this island

(Save for the son that ihe did litter here,
A freckled whelp, hag-bom) not honour'd with
A human shape.
Ari. Yes ; Caliban her son.

Pro. Dull thing, I say so ; he, that Calib.an,

Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know'.st

What torment I did find thee in ; thy groans
Did make wolves howl, and iienetrate the breasts
Of ever-angry bears : it w.as a torment
To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax
CouUl not again undo ; it was mine art,

When I arriv'd and heard thee, that made gape
The pine, and let thee out.

An. I thank thee, master.
Pro. If thou more murmur'st. I will rend an o.ik.

And ijeg thee in his knotty entrails, till

Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters.
Ari. Pardon, master

;

I will be correspondent to command,
And do my spiriting gently.
Pro. Do so ; and after two days

I will discharge thee.
Ari. That's my noble master I

What shall I do? say what? what shall I do?
Pro. (io make thyself like a nymph of the sea: bo

To no sight but thine and mine ; invisible [subject
To every eye-ball else. Go. t.ake this shape.
And hither come in t : go, hence with diligence.

\p:xit AricL
Aw.ike, dear heart, awake 1 thou hast slept well

;

Awoke I
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Miyci. \WakiK!;.\ The strangeness ofyour stoiy put
Heaviness in me.
Pro. Shake it off. Come on ;

We'll visit Cahban, my slave, who never
Yields us kind answer.
Uira. . "Tis a vilkiin, sir,

1 do not love to look on.
Pro. But, as 'tis.

We cannot miss liim : he does make our fire,

Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices

That profit us.—What ho! slave! Caliban!
Thou earth, thou ! speak.

Cal. [IFilkii:. | There's wood enough within.

Pro. Come forth, I say ; there's other business for

Come, thou tortoise ! wlien? fthee :

Ke-eiUt'r Ariel, like a ivater-iiyinph.
Fine apparition ! My quaint Ariel,
liark in thine ear.
An. My lord, it shall be done. [Exit.

Pro. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth !

Enter Caliban.
Cal. As wicked dew as e'er my mother brush'd

With raven's feather from unwholesome feu.

Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye.
And blister you all o'er

!

[cramps,
Pro. For this, be sure, to-nisrht thou shalt have

Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins
Shall, for that vast of nio^ht that they may work.
All exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch'd
As thick as honey-comb, each pinch more stinging
Than bees that made them.

Cal. I must eat my dinner.
This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother.
Which thou tak'st from me. Wlien tliou earnest first.

Thou strok'dst me, and niad'st much of me ; would'st
W.-iter with berries in 't ; and teach me liow fgive me
To name the bigger light, and how the less.

That burn by day .and night : and then I lov'd tliee.

And show'd thee all the qualities o'th'isle.
The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place, and fer-

Cursed be I that did so !—All the charms [tile :

Of Sycor.ax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you!
For I am all the subjects tliat you have.
Which first was mine own king ; and here you sty me
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from nie
The rest o' th' island.
Pro. Thou most lying slave, fthee,

AVhom stripes may move, not kindness : I have us'd
l''ilth as thou art, with hu.Tian care ; and lodg'd thee
In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate
The honour of my child.

Cal. O ho. O ho !—would it had been done

!

Thou didst prevent me ; I had peopled else
This isle with Calibans.

Pyo. Abhorred slave.
Which any print of goodness will not take,
Ueingcapjibleof allill! 1 pitied thee, (hour
Took pams to make thee speak, taught thee each
One thing or other : when thou didst not, savage,
Know thme own meaning, but would'st gabble' like
A thing most brutish, I endow'd thy purposes
With words that niacle them known : but thy vile race.
Though thou didst learn, hadth.at in "t which good na-
Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou [Hires
Deservedly contin'd into this rock,
"Who harlst deserv'd more than a prison.

Cal. 'i'ou taught nie language ; and my profit on 't

Is. I know how to curse : the red plague rid you,
For learning me your language !

Pi'o. Hag-seed, hence !

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best.
To answer other business. Shrug'st thou, malice ?
If thou neglect'st, or dost unwillingly
What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps,
I'ill all tliy bones with aches ; make thee roar.
That beasts shall tremble at thy din.

Cal. No, pray thee !

—

\Aiide.\ I must obey : his art is of such power,
It would control my dam's god, Setebos,
And make a vassal of him.
Pro. So, slave ; hence ! (£'.«'/ Caliban.

Re-enter Ariel Invisible, playing: and singing

;

Ferdinandy<>//OTf«H;^ liim.

ARIEL'S SONG.
Cone unto tlteseyello^o sands^
And then take hands :

CourtsiediohenyOH have, and kiss'd,

( The wild 7vaz'es Tuhist,)

Foot it/eatly here and there ;

And. sweet sprites, the burden bear.
Hark, hark I

Burden. Bowg-h, wowgh. [Dispersedly,
The watch-dogs bark :

Burden. £ow^h, wo7vgh. \Dispersedly.
Hark, hark 1 1 hear

The strain ofstrutting chanticleer.
Cry, Cock-a-doodle-doo.

Per. Where should this music be? i'th'air, or th'

It sounds no more ;—and sure, it waits upon [earth?
Some god o' th" island. Sitting on a bank.
Weeping again the king my father's wreck.
This miisic crept by ine upon the waters.
Allaying both their fury, and my passion.

With its sweet air : thence I have foUow'd it.

Or it hath drawn me rather :—but 'tis gone.
No, it begins again.

Ariel sings.
Fullfathomfive thyfather lies ;

0/his Oones are coral made .-

Those are pearls that were his eyes ;

jVathing ofhim that dothfade.
But doth sujfer a sea-change
Into something rich and strange.
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell ;

Hark ! now I hear them,—ding-dong, bell.

[Burden: ding-dong.
Fcr. The ditty does remember my drown'd father.

This is no mortal business, nor no sound
That the earth owes:— I hear it now above me.
Pro. The fringed curtains of thine eye advance.

And say, what thou seest yond".

Mira. ^V'hat is 't ? a spirit ?

Lord, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir.

It carries a brave form :—but 'tis a spirit. [senses
Pro. No, wench ; it cats and sleeps, and hath such

As we have, such ; this gallant, which thou see'st,

Was in the wreck ; and, but he's something stain'd

With grief, that's beauty's canker, thou might'st call

A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows, [him
And strays about to find them.
Mir.i. I might call liim

A thing <livine ; for nothing natural
1 ever saw so noble.
Pro. [Aside.] It goes on. I see,

Asmy soul proinptsiL—Spirit, fine spirit! I'll free thee
\V'ithin two days for this.

Fcr. Most sure, the goddess
On whom these airs attend 1—\'oiichsafe. my prayer
May know if you remain upon this island

:

And that you will some good instruction give.
How I may bear me here : my prime request.
Which I do last pronounce, is.-O you wonder I

—

If you be maid, or no?
Mira. No wonder, sir ;

But certainly a maid.
Fer. My language ! heavens !

—

I am the best of them that speak this speech.
Were I but where 'tis spoken.
Pro. How! the best?

What wert thou, if the king of Naples heard thee!
Fer. A single thing, as 1 am iio\v, that wonders

To hear thee speak of Naples. He does hear me

;

And, that he does, I weep : myselfam Naples ;

Who with mine eyes, ne'er since at ebb, beheUl
The king, my father, wreckd.
Mira. Alack, for mercy !

Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords ; the duke of Milan,
.\nd his brave son, being twain.
Pro.\Aside.\

'

The duke of Milan,
And his more braver daughter, could control thee.
If now 'twere fit to do 't.—At the first sight [Aside.
They have changd eyes :—delicate Ariel,
I'll set thee freeforthis !— ( To Fer.) A word, good sir;
I fear you liave done yourself some wrong : a word.
Mira. Why speaks my father so ungeritly V This

Is the third man that e'er I saw ; the first

Ihat e'er I sighe<l for : pity move my father
To be inclin'd my way !

Fer. O! if a virgin.
And your affection not gone forth, I'll make you
riie queen of Naples.
Pro. Sofl, sir : one word more

—

[Aside.X They arc both in either's powers: but this
swift business
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I must uneasy make, lest too light winnin?

""'^'d,L^,i,ifth'fe':-^''''^""j
''""- "•°^'' "--

Tiiat thou attend me. Thou dost here usurp

lJ„o,!'?h,-,- I

"''."•"'*' "°'
=
""'l '>=»^' P"' thyselfUpon this island, as a spy, to win ithrom me, the lord on 't.

iXv^ Ti • u- . ^°- •''5 I am a man.

If thcTm ,T !?/?,'
"°''''"f^''' "^i'"

^'''='' '" ^""^h a temple
II lilt in spirit have so fair a house,
Oootl things will strive to dwell with 't.

/>>-(>. [To Fer.J Follow me.H 7\y Mira.tbpeak not you for him ; lies a traitor.-/ Tc FerI il manacle thy neck and feet to-cther: ^ [Come
The f^«hh''''H

"•""
t'""^ ;

thy food shall be ' "•

1 he fresh.brook muscles, -witherVl roots, and husksIV herein the acorn cradled. Follow.
'^ ""^'-s

I will resist such entertainment, till
'

Mine enemy has more power. (f/, ^raws.
\r'.i-a .,„

.

, . .
O <'"5ar father 1.Make not too rash a trial of him, for"« ^ ffentle, anil not fearful.

My foot my tutor?-Put thy swoTd^'up ^u^^^,

.

I sn
'.".^'^'•'

? f'^-^V
t""' '^^''' "ot ^tHk4, thy conscienceJs so possess d wall guilt : come from thy wardFor I can here disarm thee with this stickAnd make thy weapon drop.

'

ivrkence
1 hang not on my ga'^^en'Js."'

'^'""^'

'

1 11 bThis surety.
^"'- '^'''"'^ P'^V =

•OiaM";,.-,! ,
.Silence ! one word more

A I id ^^ ."V'
*='"''? "'^^' 'f""' ''^'e thee. AVhat

!

An advocate for an impostor ? hush I

Hav,"„l
=^"h'-re are no more such shapes as heHaving seen but him and Caliban : foolish wench '

i"
*e most of men this is a Caliban,And they to him are angels.

TS^r^i!'"""^'^^^'-'^^-J o see a goodlier man.

YhZ^^'"-^'"'-'^ u- Come on; obey:
1 hy nerves are m their infancy a?ain.And have no vigour in them "
/Vr. ' g .

Mv ^f.h'"-- "? '" \^^^^'"- ^rc alfbo'.Ind'up:

Th . wr i" ?"";, ""^ y^akness which I feel.

To wh^';„ T
''" ",'y, f"f"'is, or this man-s threats

M^h^? h.Vl!" ="K'J"<^''- are but light to me,

Be^nlH ,h"'
""-.O".?'' niy prison once a dayiichold this maid : all corners else o' th' earthLetlibertymakeuseof; space enough

"4,'« I m such a prison.
"

Th •.'•''"'^'•) '' «orks.-[r<; Fer.I Come on —
?T.A -fi' /,'"",= ''''" fine Ariel l-[ 7-° Fer ?VolIow

My fatjier-s of a belter nature, sir,
^' "^"""^'

A'lcVn^ot^L'^l^&tiil'i:" '"^ '^ """°'--''='^'

As^^untain winds
; but then^fI^^a^cd'^'l'lo''^

^"^ '"^
All i,o,iits of my command.

J^ra' f TV, P , 1 ^ r „
To the syllable

^'0. [ToFi:r.] Come, foilow.-Speak not for him

ACT II.

SCFN'K r. ^iiolher Part o/the Island.
Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo. Adrian,

iTancisco, and others.
Cm,. Beseech you, sir, be merry : you have cause(..o have we all) ofjoy ; for our escape

Is much beyond our foss. Our hint o*^ woe
Th„ ™ ?" ' ""^"y •'^y' ^°n'° safor-s wife.

Have iurt''^,r°fif°'"^
merchant, and the merchant.Jiavc just our theme of woe ; but for the miracle

teofl^ir,."^ •r'!.';';.f:',^':'>''
'°'"' ''' ^'^'^^

w£''^',:"?T* f^li-f-^ likJclVd'poVr'idgc?-W«/. 1 l,e visitor will not «ivc him ier so?

Sri Look, he's winding up the Walchof hi'! wit ' bv
ic-*." O "c :-tell

'•'"^ ''^ " «'" ^'"ke.

C<Ses t^ ti;?<;S^|;i^^ -^"'--•. 'hat s oflercl.

-S'A A dollar.

tru^ertha'Jilr jirp^sS'''"'
'"^^=^= ^--''-"Poken

fi.'rheitem^lJr'd:!!?^"^^'- "'^ ^ "-"' y-

^^."vi;;;?^^ i^-f
''"'^ - ix^ of >"s toJiii^r'-

^^^He";l!ii/i!;fraV5r='"'^-,t-;,,
-^>'t. -Which oflenr'Al- 'T"'^E^'"= *" "OW ?

^>*. The old cock
^'^"''"- ^"^ ^ trood wager.

^>it. The cockrel.
.St-*. Done. The wager?
-tnf. A laughter.
•Jf*. A match.

:^i7. H.a,°h^'!'liaf
'''^"'' =""'" '° ^« ''""*.-

.S'f*. So you're paid

:firVet-
'"''""'^'''' ^"'^ ^''"°^' inaccessible.

-^rf/-. Yet—

^^^' "''n,usJ''n!l-^'"'^''^ ,
["'^-•te temperance.

^«r T,n,r """'^^ ^'^ °f ™'«'<^' tender, and de
SeT ? '-"'PT"'^'' "'^5 ^ '^'^''"te wench, fhvered,

^dr T^h.'l.f k'' ''t"'^^
''' l"^ '"°=^' learnc-dly do:

fj* 7U if ;f ''[t^"'" "PO" "s here most swe/tly.
j„; Vi ".'''''' '""«=• an^ fo'ten ones.

^
-^«/. Or as twere perfumed by a fen.
t^o,i Here is everything advantageous to life
g'"- yue

; save means to live.
^6. Uf that there's none, or little. rcrreen >

5«/ T,?.'"
'"sh and lusty, the grass look f how?'," The ground, indeed, is tawny.

i Vr"'^"'=5-<:ofgreenin't.
^'it. He misses not much.

Go,', ^nll /"if

do'h but mistake the tnith totally,

beyond S,)!""'^ "' " "' '""'^'^ '^ ''^'^'^'^ ^'"'O^'

Sei>. As many vouch'd rarities are.
Oot; That our garments, being, as thev wprpdrenched in the sea? hold noiwithstanding tlieTr fresh'

whh s"lt 4°4f

'

' "^"'"S "*'^" "'^^^ dyed,*'than^s,ahrd

./«;. Ifbutone ofh,'spocketscou/d"^^e^^^: '"o^JSl'

r ,7. ilY;f?^ T'^ '^^'"'"'y P°'=''" "P '"S report.
Go,!. Methinks, our garments are now as fresh a.!

t iTiiTv Pf"^ "f" ?7 '^7*, '".,A<;^'<^' --It the marriage of

'v ,'"iV •"' 'iaughter Clanbel to the king of Tunis^c*.
1 was a sweet marriage, and we p'rospcr weil

'"
fj'"'^"".-

[paragon to their queen
^ ' Ji ""'? '"^^ "^^" graced before with such aCm. Not since widow Dido's time.

inMvido^Drd'of
^°'' °' "'•"'

'

""'^ ""= "'^' "'<«"'

loS'i.owy1,'j',^£i^!t''.""''
"'''''"" "^""='°°'S^™''

thCf'^'ci,!^'''"''' PJ-''°'
,^''''' y°" y°" '"^''^e me study ofthat

.
slie ^ya5 of Carthage, not of Tunis.

f'J-
This Tunis, sir, was Carthage.

^Jdr. Carthage? ''

Con. 1 assure you, Carthage.

i^^'''>--\Hoh^^^^i^i^:!:^is^^°"^^^^

pocket, and give it his son for an apple
ytnt. .\nd, sowing the kernels of it in' the sea, brin"

.i^jnr. Why, in good time,

n.^n"."'
^^'' "^'""'1 ''''• '*''= "'ere talking, that our gar-

,1 ?. mV""" ""y ''' '^'•'=.* ^'5 "hen wew4re at Tun&at
the- marriage of your daughter, who is now queen
f'." And the rarest that e'er came there?
irfi Kate, I beseech you. widow Dido
^Jnt. (). widow Dido; ay, widow Dido.

r woTe i!? r/nc"n'. iir.-ifrt '
'""^ '"^'' "^ ""= "^'^ "'^^

^"'' Tliat sort was well lish'd for.

yu"n Youc.Z?','iJl f ^'"",' ;'''>'*.''>ter's marriage?

Thtt;:n.:^h;^:Vs:^se:^'^.;i;i'}z^.:^r"'^^^

M^'i^s-i^^t'iiiin/li^^at!?';,;^;^''^-



THE TEMPEST. Act 2.

Who is so far from Italy remov'd,
I ne'er again sliall see lier. O thou, mine hei
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish
Hatli made his meal on thee »

Fran. Sir, he may live

:

I saw him beat tlie surges under him.
And ride upon their baclvs : he trod the water.
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breastetl
The surge most swoln that met him : his bold head
"Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke
To the shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bowd,
As stooping to relieve him. I not doubt.
He came aJive to land.
Alon. No, no ; he's gone.
Seb. Sir. you may thank yourself for this great loss.

That would not bless our Europe with your daughter
But rather lose her to an African ;

'

Where she, at least, is banish'd from your eye,
\Vho hath cause to wet the grief on 't.

^^?"-
, , ,

Pr'ythee, peace.
^et>. You were kneel d to, and importune! other '

I3y all of us, and the fair soul herself
JV'eigh'd between loathness and obedience, at
Wliich end o' the beam should bow. We have lost your
J fear, for ever : Milan and Naples have [son.
More widows in them of this business' making,
"Than we bring men to comfort them : the fault's
Vour own.
Alon. So is the dearest of the loss.

T?"':- .,, , J ,- , ,
'"^'y '°'^'l Sebastian,

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness,
And time to speak it in; you rub the sore.
When you should bring the plaster.
Seb. Very well.
Ant. And most chirurgeonly.
Cait. It is foul weather in us all, good sir,

When you are cloudy,
Seb. Foul weather!
'*«'• 'Very foul.
Gon. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord,—
Ant. He'd sow 't with nettle-seed.
^''*- Or docks, or mallows.
Gon.

_
And were the king on 't, what would I do >.

Seb. 'Scape being drunk, for want of wine.
Con. r the commonwealth I would by contraries

Execute all things ; for no kind of traffic
Would I admit; no name of magistrate

;

Letters should not be known ; riches, poverty.
And use of service, none ; contract, succession.
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none

;

No use of metal, corn, or v.ine, or oil

;

No occupation ; all men idle, all

;

And women too, but innocent and pure

;

No sovereignty,

—

Seb. Yet he would be king on 't.

Anf. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets
the beginning.

Gon. All things in common nature should produce,
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony.
Sword, pike, knife, gun. or need of any engine.
Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth,
Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance,

'

To feed my innocent people.
.^fb. No marrying 'mong his subjects?
Anf. None, man; all idle; whores and kn.-'vcs.
Gon. I would with such perfection govern, sir,

To excel the golden age.
Seb. 'Save his majesty 1

Ant. Long live Gonzalo !

Gon. And,—do you mark me, sir

.

A/on. Pr'ythee, no more : thou dost talk nothing to

Con. I do well believe your highness ; and did it to
minister occasion to these gentlemen, who .are of such
sensible and nimble lungs, titat they always use to laugh
Ant. 'Twas you we laugh'd at. [at nothing.
Gon. Who. in this kind of merry fooling, am nothing

to you ; so you may continue, and laugh at nothing
Anf. What a blow was there given

!

(still.

Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long.
Gon. ITou are gentlemen of brave mettle : you would

Jift the moon out of her sphere, if she would continue
ill it five weeks without changing.

Jin/erAne\, invisible, piaying solemn music.
Seb. Wc would so. and then go a bat-fowling.
Ant. Nay, good my lord, be not angry.
<ion. No, 1 warrant you ; I will not adventure my dis-

cretion so weakly. Will you laugh me asleep, for I
Ant. Go sleep, and hear us. |am very heavy}

\_All sleep but Alon., Seb., and Ant.
Alon. What, all so soon asleep ! I wish mine eyee

'A'ould, with tliemselves, shut up my thoughts : I find
rhey are inclin'd to do so.
Seb. Please you, sir,

Do not omit the heavy offer of it :

It seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth,
ft is a comforter.
Ant. We two, my lord.

Will guard your person, while you take your rest.
And watch your safety.
Alon. Thank you. Wondrous heavy.

[Alonsoi/a-;>i. if.v;/ Ariel.
Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses them

!

Ant. It is the quaUty o' the climate.
Seb. Why

Doth it not, then, our eye-lids sink'i I find not
Myself dispos'd to sleep.
Ant. Nor I : my spirits arc nimble.

They fell together all, as by consent

;

They dropp d as by a thunder-stroke. What might,
W orthy Sebastian/ O : what might?—No more :—
And yet, methinks. I see it in thy face.
What thou should'st be. Th' occasion speaks thee; andMy strong imagination sees a crown
Dropping upon thy head.
Seb. What, art thou w.aking?
Ant. Do you not hear me speak?
?''*• I do ; and surclj",

It is a sleepy language, and thou speak'st
Out of thy sleep. What is it thou didst say?
This is a strange repose, to be asleep
With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving,
.4nd yet so fast asleep.
Ant. Noble Sebastian,

Thou let'st thy fortune sleep,—die, rather ; wink'st
Whiles thou art waking.
Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly

:

There's meaning in thy snores.
Aiit. I am more serious than my custom : you

Must be so too, if heed me ; which to do.
Trebles thee o'er.
Seb. Well ; I am standing water.
Ant. 111 teach you how to flow.
Seb. Do so: to (lib,

Hereditary sloth instructs me.
A7ii. O,

If you but knew, how you the purpose cherish.
Whiles thus you mock it ! how, in stripping it.

You more invest it ! Ebbing men, indeed.
Most often do so near the bottom run
By their own fear, or sloth.

Seb. Pr'ythee, say or :

The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim
A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed.
Which throes thee much to yield.
Ant. Thus, sir:

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this
Who shall be of as little memory,
'V\'hea he is earth'd, hath here .almost persuaded
(For he's a spirit of persuasion, onlv
Professes to persuade) the king, his" son's alive,
'Tis as impossible that he's unarown'd,
.\s lie that sleeps here, swims.
Seb. I have no hope

That he's undrown'd.
Ant. O. out of that no hope.

What great hope have you ! no liope, that way, is

Another way so high a nope, that even
Ambition cannot pierce .a wnk beyond.
But doubts discovery there. Will you grant with mc-,

That Ferdinand is drown'd?
Seb. He's gone.
Ant. Then, tell mo.

Who's the next heir of Naples ?

Seb. Claribel.
Ant. She that is queen of Tunis ; she that dwells

Ten leagues beyond man's life ; she that from Naples
Can have no note, unless the sun were post.
(The man i' the moon's too slow,) till new-born chins
Be rough and razornhle : she that, from whom
We all were sea-swallow'tl, though some cast again

;

And by that destiny to perform an act,
"Whereof what's past is prologue ; what to come.
In yours and my discharge.
Seb, What stufl'isthis!—IIcw say you?



ScC/lC 2.

sv^'t.'c'if'h'^ ""?« ^""i^
daughter's queen of TunisSo IS she heir of Naples ; -tw-ixt which regions

1 here IS some sjiace.
'-.,'"i>b

-liU. A space whose every culi-tSeems to cry out. //ow s/iail that ClaribcT

fl;a^pS--:-^|;-}--fe^cre^^worse

As this Gonjalo ; I myself could makeA chough of as deep chat. O. that you borerhe mind that I do ! what a sleep w-ere this

'S-r"4fhlS-rir' OoyouVierstan^dme.

Tender your own good fomine'T''
'*"" ^"""^ "°"'^'"

''52:'^ ="PP'ant your brother Pro'speS,!™''"''

'^\£^?^.^r,C'"\'^y
garments sit upon meT"

''

Y.uch fedter than before ; my brother's servanf;

^'*. But, for your conscience,—
-/«/. Ay. sir

J where lies that ? if it were a kibe

Th">/i,f^i ^ "-^ l>o^om: twenty consciences.That stand twiNt me and Milan, candied be thev

nC beJfiVthan ^he^e"°,'?^'
= ^^^''^ lies you. brotleV,.^^o ocHtr tnan the earth he lies upon.

II iie w ere that which now he's like, that's dear! •

^V horn I, with this obedient steel, three inche? of itCan lay ,o bed for ever ; whiles yo". do ng thusTo the perpetual wink for aye might put^ '

This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudlnce. who
-hev'n r,f

"P^''^'''' ?"• ""^^'' For all the rest
. ie> take suggestion, as a cat laps milk

ltltt^t%^^°?^ '° ^"y business that '

.
^"^y bents the hour.

SM^bo my precedent : ^aou^^^S^

T"o5hroi5f?-'",^
•'-''• ''-^yo^th^Ji^r''^'--

i o lan It on Gonzalo.
S'Tb. O.butoneword. {Tliey converse aM:Ahisu. Xe^yi/er Ariel, invisible

TIIK TKMPUST.

himBy inch-meal a dis?ise° Hi. cP"/f • ^"^ '"^'^c ••

Out of my way. unless he bid 'em hM
Soni't'S? fil.''A^'-'^

'\y ^« "P"n me?
And aifer.'bi ^ISf.' t'n in°e h?f

^^-''-^^ ^« "•-•
Lie tumbling hi mv bare fnnf,!^

''"-"'!?Sr'i. which

Do hi°srn!e"imo madnesri°
"''* ^'°^-'=" '°".?"'^'

^"«rf?' Trinculo.

r^v-r h'
'"'•'"" "°f -"in-l nie

''•

'

weather at ^i.\"nd anotw's"?"' '^™'' '? ''''^^ "^-''-y
sing i- the wind : ?ond" same hH'.'l''7'"i'- ' ^ "ear it

one. looks like a fr^.Vi £ 1 'f'^'f
eloud. yond' hnt'e

"quor. IfitshouM°thunder''as'it"^dbT'^ ^'j'^''
'"'

not where to hid- nv h."pH ^' f >•
*'efore. I know

choose but fal VpanSs-\vh„/r"'°"'?'=^"""t
nlanoratish? Dead or aliv^i a ^^^^^ '

piece of silver -there wo^^rl^v
"" """ ''°"''' J-'i^e a

et loose niv opinion
; hold it no°on'ier thk Itl fT

boit??^:;?,^;;'j'^kt''^irT^""^"''^^^

o^^^^^^S-^^^^-^-^-d^^
£«fer Stephano. ^,-„^,„^„., „ t^m, ,-„ ,^ ^ ^btc. / jA,r// „o »?.?^f to sm. to :ca

Hfrc shall / dif a-shor'e .—
T/rt-o^hSSl'^-fnl'lTst^^^^^^^^^^^
(For else his project dies) to keep thee IhJfng I

^'" ""'-^'"' ''"^ ^^"^m/,: //.- « . (/'.>-'«*.r.

(Si-i,^s in Gonzalo's cay.If^hiUyot! here do snoriuff lie,
Opeu-ey d conspiracy

His tinu doth take
Vo/ti/cyon keep a care,
^'lafce offslniitlier. andbewai-e-

, . ^^ ,
^'"'<'>!C ! A-wake

!

\"'- Then let us both be sudden
".'«. r.ow, good angels, preserve the king •

I Tliey -tunke.

^^^'^jif^^u^^h^^zi/^^kdiditch.

{Drinks.

J^n't'o. 'twas a din io frighta m'on'"r's"ear'"^-

5?:;';?l;^.rh^?d"i?S^;'-^"-'''-^^^^^^^

^
^"Upon mine honour"siri Jlea^d'-t^hummh!^'

^"hLl?,lVou"3?'^rr "•",'• -h'-^viicl a^^k^me"^'

ortj^t ^},^ ^::-iii^i;^^^i^^

•^^ U. sure, "^i^^.i;^'' """ ''°'" '"^^ ^^'S

c2 -A.-
^P"''' to"nents me : O

!

wl^"haTh got. as7tX"it"-an°'.f',f '"'%T'"^ '"^^ '=i?^'
should he learn our 1 in, f/a?." ?*'";;,n^'''.'"\«''= devil
relief, if it be but for h 1 ?1^^ V

' ^'^' '"'" ^oine
keep him tame, .and V^e^ ;/J,"i|" '"over him, and
present for any emo-ror ?h^^ ''V^^

'"'"• ''^'s a
leather. ^ emp.ror that ever trod on neat's'
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Till'. 1 shomnKnowuML....^>.- --•-,, I j,.,„_ A nnwiins luuto.o. ,..".-••-- -

-is drowned, and these are 'l-^^'^-
^V/dflica e mon- C«/. Ao more dams 111 make/orJiSh .

iV,- Four lc<;5. and two voices ; a most <i='^^'«^ "PV"; , ^ h'orfetch tnjirins

er- His.forward^ce. now. - to ^Pe^,^ ,,,Hes. ^j:j:^:'^;^Her. „or ..ask <iisH :

'Ban, 'Ban, Ca—Caliban.

loitle—Felow irincuio. wc n i.i.." v -- '

,

oii. FJewell, '''•^^'^''^-'-^^"/;:r^^^^^^^^^^^^

'"fl-^mS^i^^^'^^-^^^r^,^:^^ J,,n. A hownnsn>ons,en a drunken monster.

'"'^^L" SteXo
-'^

"o^e 4 Ut;.' other nio^luh

I;, 'Doirthyot";ermouth'callmcV Mercj,Mnerc>M

This is a devil, and no monster : I will leave nmi

,

I have no Ions spoon
Stephano. tour!,

T,-m ^t<:i'l'a"0--'f.
f„™ am Trinculo-.-be not

mc, and speak lo me , lor i am
afeard —thy Eiood friend TrmcuLo.
w. if tlimi heestTrincalo. comeforth. I llpuU thee

thou to be the siege"^ of this moon-calf J Can he % ent

^
7>."'°i'took him to be killed with athunder-stroke

Bvn art" tlK?u not drowned. Stephano! 1 hope now

'"i/J" P.Pvthe"'Vo"St furn me about : ,U stonjach is

Cal. [As,de] These be fine things, an .f they be not

Thafs a b'ra'^Kod. and bears celestial liq

1 will kneel to him.
_ , ^^^^ ^^^.^^ ^^^u

Has 'a new mastcr-Cet anew vian.

Freedon,. hey-day ! hey-day. freedom 1 Ireedon, .
hey-

Stc. O tovJmonSer ! lead the way. \BsaoU.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—5c(fcre Prospero's Cri/.

UnUr Ferdinand, hearing a In;^.

Fer. There be some sports are pamfr.l, and their

Deli<:ht'fn*"m sets ofT: some kinds of baseness

Are nobly undersjone : and most poor matters

Pofn?to r^ch end! This my "^ean task

w^.il,! lie as heavy to me, as odious ,
but

The mistress, whifh I serve, quickens w^ats dead.

And makes my labours 1?>«=='5"''«^ =,P '
.j"';^-,bbed

Tpn times more sjentle than her father s crahDeci.

Indh?s composed of harshness I V^^^^^y^^'^
Some thousands of these logs, mid pile the n i.p,

^^j^ST^r^w^f^d^^^hbaseness
Had never like executor I forget

:

mats a L.ni>^^.""> IV ccij= ""-; ,„,,„, t forget •

'"O^f ni'swear, upon that bottle, to be thy true

wnliif^ri • for the liquor is not earthly.

^/? He?e -swear, then, how thou escapedst.

rr»< Sw4m ashire. man. like a duck : I can swmi

'%^ 1\'e^;^e."is's^the bo"ok. Though thou canst swim

'"'fAfO StepL^n^oriast an^nfo^^^^^ - ^
,S The «^?le butt, man : my cellar is in a rock by

thftas^de. where my wine is hid. How now, moon-

'fi/'jTc.sUhou noVTrrpped from heaven.

% Qui o- the moon. I do assure thee : I was the

"fJ" Itve^enTj^'e inherr^nd 1 doadore thee
;
my

?heruT!i,f;mon°?most pooVc'redulous monster

—Well drawn, monster, in good sooth.
vi„„,i

.

C^i' iirshow thee every fertile mch o the island

,

And 1 will kiss thy foot. I pr-ythee. be my god.

rlL By thishght, amo'st pevfid pus and drunken
J rin. D} '"'=

'.5 ' J., ,t,ieep. lie 11 rob his bottle.

"'I'litnik'fthtfl^on'tsw'^W myself thy subject

'^l-l^TI.S^S^ -'!leS-t rtiis piwy-

lielded inonster. A most scurvy monster • I could find

ill my heart to beat him,—

•^^V,^ -But 'that the poor monster's in drink: .tn

abominaMe monster ! ^^^^ . ,,,,

rUfish fo thee, and get thee wood enough, [berries

;

A plague upor the tyrant tluit T fvej
ru bear him no more sticks, but follow thee.

^'r;',,rA'mor,ridrculous monster, to make a won-

^"cfl 1 ,^r^^llee?S1::ibring thee where crabs grow ;

And i w hi -long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ;

l^'^>kr?i^u^iet;nl'^^'^'=
?s^is^r!!;g^ii;"is.^;;dSLe(im^rng^^^

»i^=-«;;^pro^-----,.
Work not so hard : I would the lightning had

_

He's safe for these three hours.
^^ ^^^^^ ^^^^^ ^^^.^^^^^^^

Tlfe sun will set, before I shall discharge

What 1 must strive to do.
^^ ^^^^,^^ ^.^ ^^^^,^_

'

ni be^r your logs the while. Pray, give me tliat

;

nuan-y it to the pile.
^^^^ ^_^^.^^_^ ^^, ._

I had'rather crack my sinews, break my back.

Than you should such dishonour undergo,

Wl^lelsitlazyby.
j^ ^^.„„,^ ,,,,„„e me

As well as it does you : and I should do it

With much more ease ; for my good will is to it.

^"/JTT;!' '')'^^'""poor worm : thou art infected

;

This visitation shows It.
^,, ,^„k wearily. .,

/.^^ No, noble mistress; 'ti^
<,^«=e "'?TvSu' '

""'

When you are by at night. I do beseech you,-

ChiJfly that I migl't set it m my prayers,-

WhaUs your name!
^,.^^„^., _o „,y f^,„er

!

1 Imve broke your hest to say so.
^^^^.^.^ Mirandal

Indeed, the top of admiration: worth

Brought my too diligent ear : for sev eral v iitucs

H-ive I likd sever.al women ; never any

WUh so full soul, but some defect in her

Did ouarrel with the noblest grace she ow d.

And ptft it to the foil
: '?"' V""- « ^^^Jj

So perfect, and so peerless, arc createu

•^f every creatures best.
^ ^^ ^^^-^^^^^^

One of my sex ; no wom-an's face remember.

Younii scaiin;ls t"

UHU llKinitw«..>-«. »---'-: r*
*. *l.^„ T hni Skll -less 01 ; uui, I'y •J '" ^J . ,



Scene THE TEMPEST.
Any companion in the work! Init you ;

Nor can inuigin.ition form a slia|iL',

Bcsidts yourself, to like of. But 1 prattle
Somethinsj too wildly, and my father's precepts
I therein do forget.

/ff- ... I •>"'• in niy condition,A prmce. Mir.inda ; I do think, a king :

(I would, not sol) and would no more endure
This wooden slavery, than to sulfer
The flesh-fly blow my mouth.—Hear my soul speak •—
The very mstant that I saw you, did
My heart fly to your service ; there resides,
lo make me slave to it ; and for your sake.Am I this patient log-man.
^l'ra. Do you love me ?
J-cr. o heaven; O earth; bear witness to this sound.And crown what 1 profess with kmd event,

'f I speak true : if hollowly, invert
What best is boded me to mischief! I,
iJeyond all limit of what else i' the world.
Do love, prize, honour you.
^J*'"-<'- lam a fool.
I o weep at w hat I am glad of.
Pro. \Aside.\ Fair encounter

Of two most rare aflfcctions! Heavens rain graceOn that which breeds between them

!

\ 5T- . Wherefore weep you
iiru "• ^' '"'"'^ imworthiness. that dare not offerWhat I desire to give ; and much less take
\\ hat I shall die to want. But this is trilling :

And all the more it seeks to hide itself.
The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cunning

'

And prompt me, plain and holy innocence !

1 am your wife, if you will marry me ;

If not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow
Vou may deny me ; but 111 be your servant,
iV hether you will or no.

A^'i'.u . ,,
My mistress, dearest.

And I thus humble ever.

-.Y"""- ., My husband, then

!

j-ii: Ay. with a heart as willing
As Ijondage e'er of freedom : here's my hand,

-r-^^i'"'?;
*?'' '"',"'-'• ^''"> "> I'eart in 't : and now

1 111 nalf-an-hour hence. [farewell,
^''''- A thousand thousand !

Pio. So glad of this as they. I cannot be.
Who are surprised with all ; but my rejoicing
At nothing can be more. I'll to my book ;

°

]-nr yet, ere supper time, must I perform
Much business appertaining. [J^xi!

you prove a mutineer, the next trce-TIic poor mon-
r ,'/ "iy,="'lJ<="' "'"^ "-'.shaU not suffer indignity.
t,!/. 1 thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd

I hearken once ag.iin the suit I made thee?
"

-v.- Marry, will I; kneel, and repeat it: I willstand, and so shall Trinculo.
i.

.

i imu

Enhr Ariel, invisible.
C<il As I told thee before. I am subject to -ityiaiit, a sorcerer, that by his cunnmg hath cheated

nie ot this land.
'^Iri. Thou liest.

Cal Tliouliest. thou jesting monkey, thou: Iwould my valiant master would destroy thee •

I do not he.
jS"/^ Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in his

talc, by this hand, I will supplant some of your teeth'.
/)-!». Whj', I said nothing.
Ste Mum then, and no ir.ore.-( To Caliban.) I'm.
tal. I say by sorcery he got this isle ; (cecdr rom me he got it : if thy greatness will,

Revenge it on him—for, I know, thou dar'st:

SCnXE \\.—Another Part o/the Island.
Enler Caliban, -rilh a Mile, Stephano. and Trinculo
S/e. Tell not me:—when the butt is out, we wili

.1rink water; not a drop before: therefore bear up,and board em.—Servant-monster, drink to me.
Trin. Ser^ant-monster? the folly of this island;They say there s but five upon this isle : we are

Jiree of them
; if the other two be brained like us

the state totters.
Sle. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee : thv

eyes are almost set in thy head.
'

Triu. Where should they be set else? he were a
lir.ive monster indeed, if they were set in his t.aih

i-monster hath <lrowned his tongue in". ' r^ — -..^.^. ....... ^,,u„ii,;t, JUS tuuguc ir
vacK-

: for my part, the sea cannot drown me ; I swam
ere I couhl recover the shore, five-and-thirty leaeiies'
off and on. by this light.—Thou shalt be my lieul
tenant, monster, or my standard,

rr'",,-^.?,"''
''<-'"'enaiit. if you list ; he's no standard.

.)//•. AV e 11 nr.t run. monsieur monster.
Inn. Nor go neither : but you'll lie. like dogs ; and

let -ay nothing neither. (beest a good moonc.ilf.
;/'; M/'f'-calf. speak once in thy life, if thou
Cal. How does thy honour? Let me lick thy shoe.

1 11 not serve nun, he is not valiant.
Trin. Thou liest. most ignorant monster : I am in

case to justic a constable : 'Why, thou dcboshed fish
thou, »-as there ever a man a coward, that hath drunk
so much s.ack as I to-d.-»y? Wilt thou tell a monstrous
lie. l)Cingbut half a fish, and half a monster?

Cal. l.o, how he mocks nie ! wilt thou let himmy lord

!

Trin. Lord, quoth he :—that a monster should be
such a natural

!

C,r/. l.o. lo ag.iin ! bite him to death. I pr'ythee.
i>le. Tnnculo, keep a good tongue in your head : if

But this thing dare not.—
Ste. That's most certain.
Lai. Thou Shalt be lord of it, and I'll serve thee

thf
'."'"'' ""'^ 2''="" ""^ ^'^ compassed? Canstthou bring me to the p.irty?

wft'' K,^""'
y'^'''-,'"y 'O"': Til yield him thee asleep," here thou may st knock a nail into his head.

,-1- ,T/i°"
"^^'

' ."'°" '^^'"s' "Ot'
I
patch !—Cal What a pied ninny's this? Thou scurvy

A
""«ech thy greatness, give him blows.

And take his bottle from him : when that's gone.He shall drink nought but brine ; for I'll not show him
\V here the quick freshes are.
Ste. Trinculo. run into no further danger- inter-

rupt the monster one word further, and, by this
Hand, I 1 turii my mercy out of doors, and make ;i
stock-fish of thee.

(un"er<^"^^''
'''''^' '"'' ^' ^ '*''' "°"""S- I'" SO

Ste. Didst thou not say he lied ?
-tri. Thou liest.

-^'f:,
D° } so? take thou that. [S!riA:es /tint.] Asyou like this, give me the lie another time.

7riH. I did not give the lie :-Out o' your wits, and
hearing too?-A pox o' your bottle; this can sackand drinking do.—.\ murrain on your monster, and
the devil take your fingers 1

Cal. Ha, ha, ha

!

funher'^ff"'
'^"'"^''^ "'"' y""' tale.—rr'ythcc stand

,-,f
('''• ^,^.*' ^"" enough

: after a little time,
III beat him too.

'J-"^; „.,
Stand further.—Come, proccd.

,. ","' ," hy. as I told thee, 'tis a custom with him
I theafternoon to sleep: there thou may'st brain him.Having first seiz'd his books ; or with a log
Batter lii-s skull, or paunch him with a stake
Or cut his wezand with thy knife. Kemciiiber,
|;"'5t to possess his books ; for without them
He s but a sot, as I am, nor hath not
One spirit to command : they all do hate kirn.
As rootedly as I. Burn but his books

;

He has brave utensils, (for so he calls tlicin.)

. ". '•
''''"^" '"- ''•'''' '^ house, he'll deck wiilial:

And that most deeply to crmsider is
The beauty of his daughter : he hii
Calls her a nonpareil:! ne\er s.iw
But only Sycorax my dam. .and she

,But she as far surpasseth Sycorax,

I

As great'st does least.

I

•}.'''
. , , .

Isit sobr.avca lass?
Cat Ay, lord ; she will become thy bed, I warrantAnd bring thee forth br.ive brood.
.S/<- Monster, I will kill this man: his d.aughter

_in<l I will be king and queen, (save our graces!) amirnnculo and thyself shall be viceroys.- Dost thou
like the plot, Trinculo?

7rin. Kxcellent.

I

,;!'''
ir'i'*'f.""-"i"'y

^?"'^' I •'"" sorry I beat thee:
but. while thou liyest, keep a goo<ltong.ie in thy head.

M-u{'.. " "" tl>'S half hour will he be asleep ;n lit thou destroy him then ?

"Vf;,. T. . ... , . „
Ay, on mine honour.

-'''. This will 1 tell my master.
<al Thou mak'st me imi ry : I am full of pleasure.

^.:t us be j.,cuiid : wil y..ii troll the catchVou taught mc but whilv-cret

elf

woman,



lO THE TEMPICST. Acl2.

•iiii siont 'em, and

. , - Tabor and Pipe
(picture of Nobody

.S.V. At tiiy request, monster, I mil do reason, any
reiiwn : Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. \S'

Flout 'iiit, and skoiit 'em;
floiil 'em :

Thought isfree.
Cat. That's not the tune.

[Ariel plays the tunc
Ste. What is this same !

.

.

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, played by th'

Stc. If thou beest a man. sliow thyself in thy like-

ness : if thou beest a devil, take 't as thou list.

Trin. U, forgive me my sins !

Ste. He that dies, pays all debts: I defy thee.—
Mercy upon us

!

Cat. Art thou afeard ?

Ste. No, monster, not I.

Cat. Be not afeard : the isle is full of noises.

Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not.

.Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments
Will hum about mine ears ; and sometimes- yoices.

That, if I then had wak'd after long sleep,

M'ill make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming.
The clouds, methought, would open, and slio* riches

Ready to dro[) upon me ; that, when I wak d,

I cried to dream again.
Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, where

I shall have my music for nothing.
Cat. When Prospero is destroyed.
Stc. That shall be by and by : I remember the sfory

.

Tri7i. The sound is going away: lets follow it,

and after do our work.
Ste. Lead, monster ; we'll follow.—I would I could

see this taborer ! he lays it on.

Trin. WiltcomeS I'U follow, Stephano. [Exeunt.

.SCENE III. Anottierpart oftlu Island,

linter Alonso, Sebastian. Antonio, Gonzalo, Adrian,
Francisco, a7id ot}icrs.

Gon. ByV la'kin, I can go no further, sir

;

My old bones ache : here^s a maze trod, indeed.
Through forth-rights, and meanders! by your pa-
1 needs must rest"me. Itience,

Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame tliee.

Who am myself attach'd with weariness.

To the dulling ofmy spirits : sit dov.n. and rest.

Kven here I will put off my hope, and keep it

No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd,
Whom thus we stray to find ; and the sea mocks
Our frustrate search on land. Well, let him go.

Ant. \Asidcto^fi\>.\ I am right glad that he's so out
Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose (of hope
That you resolv'd to effect.

Sch. {Aside to -A.nt.] The next advantage
Will we take thoroughly.
Ant. [Aside to Seb. 1 Let it be to-night

;

For. now they are oppress'd with travel, they
Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance.

As when they are fresh.

Se/i. [Aside to Ant. J I say, to-night : no more.
Solemn and strano-e m7tsic t and Prospero afiove. in-

visible. Enterseveral stran-^eShapes, bringing
banquet : they dance about it with gentle actions o/
salutation ; and, inviting the King, G-a to eat.

tlzey depart.
Alon. What harmony is this? my good friends,

Gon. Marvellous sweet music ! [hark !

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What were
Seb. A living drollery. Now I will believe [these 't

That there are unicorns ; that in Arabia
There is one tree, the phoenix" throne ; one phoenix
At this hour reigning tnerc.

Ant. I'll believe both

;

And what does else want credit, come to me.
And I'll be sworn 'tis true : travellers ne'er did lie.

Though fools at home condenm them.
Gon. If in Naples

I should report this now, would they believe roe?
If I should say, I saw such islanders,

(For, certes, tliese are people of the island,)

"Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note,

Their manners .are more gentle-kind, than of

Our human generation you sh;Ul find

Many, nay, almost any.
Pro.\Asidc.\ Honest lord.

Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present,

Are worse than devils.

Alon. I cannot too much muse, I

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, expressing
(.Although they w.mt the use of tongue) a kinil

Of excellent dumb discourse.
Pro. [Aside.\ Praise in departing.
Eran. They vanish'd strangely.
Seb. No matter, siut'C

They have left their viands behind; (or we have
Will 't please you taste of what is here? [stomaplis.—
Alon. Not I. [boys,
Gon. Faith, sir, you need not fear. Wljen we were

Who would believe that there were mountaineers
Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whose throats had hanging at
Wallets of flesh? or that there were such men, [ther(i

\yhose heads stood in their breasts '? Which now we
Iiach putter-out of five for one, will 'oruig us (find,

Good warrant of.

Alon. . I will stand to, and feed.
Although my last ; no matter, since I feel

The best is past.—Brother, my lord the duke.
Stand to. and do as we.
Thuiuicr and lightning. Enter Ariel like a harpy ;

claps his -wings iipon the table; and, toith a quaint
device, the banquet -vanishes.
Ari. Vou are three men of sin, whom destiny

(That hath to instrument this lower world,
.\m\ what is in 't,) the never-surfeited sea
Halh caused to belch up ; and on this island
Where man doth not inhabit ; you 'mongst men
Bemg most unfit to live. I have made you mad

;

[Seeing Alon., Seb., &-c., dra-a their swords.
And even with such like valour, men hang and ihown
Their proper selves. You fools : I and my fellows
Are ministers of fate : the elements
'.'If whom your swords are temperd, may as well
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at stabs
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish
One dowle that's in :ny plume ; my fellow ministers
.\re like invulnerable- If yoii could hurt.

Your swords are now too massy for your strengths.
And will not be uplifted. But. remember.
(I'or that's mv business to you,) that you Ihree
!"rom Milan did supplant good Prospero ;

Lxpos'd unto the sea, which hath requit it.

Him, and his innocent child: for \yhich foul deed
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have
Incens d the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures.

I

Against your peace. Thee, of thy son, Alonso,
They have bereft ; and do pronounce, by ine.

Lingering perdition (worse than any death
Can be at once) shall step by step attend
Vou. and your ways ; whose wrathstoguard you from
(Which here in this most desolate isle, else falls

Upon your heads) is nothing, but heart's sorrow.
And a clear life ensuing.
He -vanishes III thunder: then, to soft vtusic, enter
the Sh,rpes again, and dance luilh mocks and
nio7ves, and carry out the table.

Pro. [Aside] Bravely the figure of this harpy hast
Porformd. my Ariel ; a grace it had. dev uring (thou
Of my instruction hast thou nothing 'bated.

In what thou hadst to say : so with good life

And observation strange, my meaner ministers
Their several kinds have done. My high charms
And these, mine enemies, are all knit U|> (work.
In their distractions : they now are in my power

;

And in these fits I leave them, while I visit

^'oung Ferdinand, (whom they suijpose is drown'd.)
And his and my lovd darling. [Exit alvi-e.

Gon. V the name of something holy, sir, why st.ind

In this strange stare? (yoii

Alon. ' O, it is monstrous ! monstrous 1

Methought the billows spoke, and told me of it

;

The winds did sing it to me ; and the thtmder.
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd
The name of Prosper : it did base my trespass.
Therefore mv son i' the ooze is bedded ; and

ek him ileepcr than e'er plummet sounded.
And with him there lie nmdded. [Exit.

Seb. But one fiend at a time,
I'll fight their legions o'er.

Ant. I'll be thy second. [E.wiint Seb. and AnL
Gon. All three of them are desperate ; their great

Like poison given to work agreat time after, [guilt.

Now 'gins to bite the sv>irits.— I do beseech you,
Tli.^t arc of suppler joints, follow them swiftly.

And hinder them from what lliis ecstasy
May now provoke them to.

Adr, Follow, I pray you. [/:.v«<«il



Sw/ic I. THE TEMPEST. II

ACT IV.

SCENE I. £e/on Prospero's CM.
En:<r Prospero, Ferilinand. ajid Miranda.

Pro. If 1 havt; too austerely punish"d you,
Your compensation malces amends ; for I

Have sjiven you here a thread of mine own li c,

<Jr that forwliich I live; whom once a.i;aiii

I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations
"Were but my trials of thy love, and thou
Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore Heaven,
I ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand !

Do not smile at me that I boast her off,

For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise,

And make it halt behind her.

Icr. I do believe it.

Against an oracle.
Pro. Then. S5 my gift, and thine own acquisition

"Worthily purchas'd, take my dau:.jhter : but
If thou dost break her virgin knot before
All sanctimonious ceremonies may
With full and holy rite be minister'd,

No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall

To make this contract grow ; but barren hate,

Sour-ey d disdain, and discord, shall bestrew
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly.

That you shall hate it both : therefore, take heed.
As Hymen's lamps shall light you.
Fcr. As I hope

l^or quiet days, fair issue, and longf life,

With such love as 'tis now, the murkiest den.
The most opportune place, the strong'st suggestion
Our worser genius can, shall never melt
Mine honour into lust, to take away
The edge of that day's celebration.
When I shall think, or Plioebus' steeds are founder'd,
» >r night kept chaind below.
Pre. Fairly spoke

:

-Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own.

—

AVhat, Ariel! my industrious servant, Ariel!
Enter Ariel.

Art. What would my potent master? here I am.
Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last ser\"icc

Did worthily perform ; and I must use you
In such another trick. Go, bring the rablile.

O'er whom I give tliee power, here, to this place :

Incite them to quick mcttion ; for I must
liestow upon the eyes of tliis young couple
Some vanity of mine art : it is my promise.
And they expect it from rae.

Ari. Presently?
Pro. Ay, with a twink.
An. Hefore you can say, " Come." and " Go.

"

And breathe twice ; and cry, " So, so,"

I-acli one. tripping on his toe.

Will be here with mop and mow.
Do you love me, master? no?
Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel. Do not approach.

Till thou dost hear me call.

Ari. Well. I conceive. \Exit.

Pro. Look, thou be true ; do not give dalliance
Too much the rein : the strongest oaths arc straw
To the fire i'the blood : be more abstemious.
Or else, good night, your vow

!

Per. I warrant you, sir
;

The white-cold virgin snow upon my heart
Abates the ardour of niy liver.

Pro. Well.—
Now come, my Ariel ! bring a corollary,
Rather th.in want a spirit : appear, and pertly.

—

No tongue ; all eyes ; be silent. \Soft music.
A Masque. Enter Iris.

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and peas ;

'i'hy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep.
And fl.it meads. Ihatch'd with stover, them to keep

;

Thy banks with peonied and lilied bttnis,

AV'hich spungy .\pril at thy liest betrirris, [groves.
To make cola nymphs chaste crowns ; .ind thy brouui
^\'hose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves,
heing lass-lorn ; thy pole-cUpt vineyard

;

And thy sea-marge, sterile, and rocky-hard,
Vherc thou thyself dost air : the queen o'the sky,
M'hcjse watery arch and messenger .am I,

liids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign grace.
Here on this grass-plot, in this very place.
To conic and sport : her peacocks fly amain

:

Approach, rich Cures, her lu entertain.

Enter Ceres.
•r. Hail, many-coloured messenger, that ne'er

Dost disobey the wife of Jurjiter;
Who. with thy saffron wings', upon my flowers
Diffusest hoiiey-drops. refreshing showers

:

.•\nd with each end of thy blue bow dost crown

.My bosky acres, and my unshrubb'd down.
Rich scarf to my proud earth ; why hath thy queen
Summon'd me hither, to this short-grass'd green'f

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate,
.\-nd some donation freely to estate
On the bless'd lovers.

Ccr. Tell mc, he.ivculy bow.
If \'enus, or her son, as thou dost know.
Do now attend the queen? since they did plot
The means that dusky Dis my daughter got.
Her and her blind boy's scandal'd company.
I have forsworn.
Iris. Of her society

Be not afraid ; I met her deity
Cutting the clouds towards Pap^»os, and her son
Dove-drawn with her. Here thought they tti have done
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid,
Whose vows are, that nc bed-rite shall be i>aid
Till Hj-men's torch be lighted ; but in vain :

Mars's hot minion is returii'tl .again

;

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows.
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrows,
And be a boy right out.

Cer. Highest queen of state.

Great Juno comes ; I know fier by her gait.

Enter Juno.
yun. How does my bounteous sister? Go with me.

To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be,
.\nd honour'd in their issue-

SONG.
Jun. Honour, riches, 7fiarria^e-bl£ssi?tg,

Long continuance, and increasing.
Hourlyjoys be still ufion yon !

Juno sings her blessings on you.
Cer. Earth*s increase,Jhison ple7ity.

Barns andgarners tuver empty :

Viiies, -with clustering bunches grcnutng;
Plants, 'with goodly burden boiving ;

Spring come to you, at thefarthest.
In tile -very end o/Iiarvest

!

Scarcity a?id Tuant sJiall shicnyou.

;

Ceres' blessing so is on you.
Per. This is a most majestic vision, and

Harmonious charmingly : May I be bolil

To think these spirits?

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art
I have from their confines call'd to enact
My present fancies.
Fer. Let me live here ever

:

So rare a wonder'd father, and a wife.

Make this place Paradise.
[Juno a7td Ceres -whisper, and

send Iris on einploytnait.
Pro. Sweet now, silence !

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously

;

There's something else to do : hush, and be mute.
Or else our spell is marr'd. [brooks.

Iris. "Vou nymphs, call d Naiads, of the winding
With your sedg'd crowns, and ever-harmless looks.
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green Land
Answer your summons : Juno does command.
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate
.\ contract of true love : be not too l.'ite.

Enter certain Nymijhs.
You sun-bum'd sicklemen, of August wear>%
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry:
Make holiday: your rye-straw hats put on.
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one
In country footing.
Enter certain Reapers, properly habited: they yoin
with /"Ac Nymphs m a grace/ul dance ; towards the
end Wrcrr^^yProspero starts suddenly, and speaks

.

after which, to a straui^e, hollow, and tonfused
noise, they lieavily vanish.
Pro. tAside.] I h.id forgot that foul conspiracy

(Jf the beast Caliban, and his confederates.
Against my life : the minute of their plot (—no more.
Is almost come.—[ To the Spirits.) Well done ;—avoid,
Per. This is strange : your father's in some passion

Th.'it works him strongly.
Mira. Never till this day,

S:iw I him touch'd with anger so distcnijjcr'd.



12 THE TEMPEST, Act K.

Pro. You do look, my son. in a niov'il '.nit.

As if you were dismay'd : be cheerful, sir :

Our revels now are ended. These our aclors.

As I foretold you, were nil spiritf^. .ind

Are melted into air. into thin air:

And, like the baseless fabric ofthi.s vision.

The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorj^eous palaces.
The solemn temples, the ^reat srinhe itself,

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve.

And. like this insubstantial pageant faded,
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff
As dreams are made of. and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep.—Sir. I am vex'd

:

Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is troubled.
Be not disturbed with my infirmity.

If you be pleas'd, retire into my cell.

Anil there repose : a turn or two I'll walk,
To still my beating mind.

Fer. Mit'a. We wish your peace.
[J-xdiait.

Pro. Come with athought !—

(

To them.] I thank you.
— .^.riel, come !

Enter Ariel.

Art. Thy thoughts I cleave to. What's thy pleasure ?

Pro. Spirit,

(Ve must prepare to meet with Caliban.
Ari. Ay, my commander ; when I presented Ceres,

I thought to have told thee of it ; but I fear'd,

I.-est 1 might anger thee.
Pro. Say again, where didst thou leave these varlets ?

Ari. I told you, sir, they were red-hot %v1th drinking

;

So full of valour, that they smote the ,air

For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground
For kissing of their feet ; yet always bending
Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor ;

At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their ears,

Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their noses.
As they smelt music ; so I charm'd their ears.

That, calf-like, they my lowing follow'd, through
Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and thorns,
Which enter'd their frail shins : at last I left them
I' the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell,

There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake
O'erstunk their feet.

Pro. This was well done, my bird.
Thy shape in%nsible retain thou still

:

The trumpery in my house, go. bring it hither,
For stale to catch these thieves.

Ari. I go, I go. \_Exit.

Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains.
Humanely taken, all. all lost, quite lost

;

And as with age his body uglier grows.
So his mind cankers. 1 will plague them all.

Even to roaring.
Re-enter Ariel, loaden ivith t^Usterins; apparel. &'e.

Come, hang them on this line.

Prospero and Ariel rejjiain nnsecn. Enter Caliban,
Stephano, and Trinculo, all 7uet.

Cat. Pray you. tread softlj', that the blind mole may
Hear .a footfall : we now are near his cell. [not

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which you say is a harmless
fairy.has done little better than played the Jack with us.

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at which
my nose is in great indignation.

Sle. Soismine.—Uo you hear, monster? If I should
take a displeasure against you, look you.

—

Irin. Thou wert but a lost monster.
Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still:

Be i>atient. for the prize I'll bring thee to
Shall hoodwink this mischance : therefore speak softly;

Alls hush d as midnight yet.

Trin. Ay. but to lose our bottles in the pool,

—

Ste. There is not only disgrace and dishonour in that,

monster, but an infinite loss.

I'rin. That's more to tne than my wetting : yet this

is your hannless fain', monster.
Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er ears

for my labour.
Cal. I'r'ythee. my king, be quiet. Seest thou here,

This is the mouth o" the cell : no noise, and enter.

Do that good mischief, which may make this island

Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban.
For aye thy foot-licker. [thoughts.

Stc. Give me thy hand : I do begin to have bloody
Trin. O king Stephano ! O peer ! O worthy Ste-

phano ! look, what a wardrobe here is for thee 1

Cat. Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash.

Trin. O, ho. monster; we know what belongs to ,a

frippery.— king Stephano 1 [have that gown.
Ste. Put off that gown, Tianculo ; by this hand, I'll

Trin. Thy grace shall have it.

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do > ou mean,
To doat thus on such luggage? Let's along.
And do the murder first: if he awake.
From toe to crown he'll fill our skins with pinches

;

Make us strange stuff.

Sic. Be you quiet, monster.— Mistressline, is not this

my jerkin? Nowisthe jerkin under the hne : now, jer-
kin, you are like to lose your hair, and prove a bald
jerkin.

Trin. Do, do : we steal by line and level, and tlike
your grace.

Ste. I thank thee for that jest ; here's a garment for
't : wit shall not go unrewarded, while I am king of
this country :

'• Steal l>y line and te'jcl," is an e.xcelient
pass of pate; there's another garment for't.

Trin. Monster, come, put sorj;, lime upon your
fingers, and away with the rest.

Cal, 1 will have none on't : we shall lose our time.
And all be turned to barnacles, or to apes
\V'ith foreheads villanous low.

Ste. Monster, lay to your fingers : help to bear this
away, where my hogshead of wine is, or I'll turn you
out of my kingdom

;
go to ; carry this.

Trin. And this.

Ste. Ay, and this.

A noise 0/ hunters heard. Enter di-jers Spirits, in
shape of hounds, and hunt them, about ; Prospero
and Ariel settijig them on.
Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey

!

Ari. Silver ! there it goes. Silver 1

Pro. Fury, Fury! there. Tyrant, there ! hark, hark I

[Cal.. Ste., and Trm. are dri-yu out.
Go. charge my goblins that they grind their joints
\V ith dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews
With aged cramps ; and more pinch-spotted make
Than pard, or cat o' mountain. [them,
A ri. Hark ! thej' roar.
Pro. Let them be hunted soundly. At this liour

Lie at my mercy all mine enemies :

Shortly shall all my labours end. and thou
Shalt have the air of freedom : for a little.

Follow, and do me service. [E.vennf,

ACT V.

SCENE I. Be/ore the cell o/Vxoi.'pcm.

Enter Prospero in his ma<^ie robes ; and Ariel.

Pro. Now does my project gather to a head :

My charms crack not ; my spirits obey; and time
Goes upright with his carriage. How's the d.iy ?

Ari. On the si.xth hour; at which time, my lord,

V'ou said our work should cease.
Pro. I did sav so.

When first I rais'd the tempest. Say, my spirit.

How fares the king and 's followers?
Ari. Confin'd together

In the same fashion as you gave in charge ;

Just as you left them : .all prisoners, sir,

in the hme-grove which weather-fends your cell

;

They cannot budge, till your release. The king.
His brother, and yours, abide all three distracteii;
And the remainder mourning over them.
Brimful of son^ow and dismay : but chiefly isalo:"
Him, tl'.at you term'd. sir. " The ^ood old lord Cion-
His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops
From caves of reeds; your charm so strongly work?
That if you now beheld them, j'our affections [them.
Would become tender.
Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit?
Ari. Mine would, sir, were I human.
Pro. And mine shall

Hast thou, which art but air. a touch, a feeling
Of their alllictions, and sh.ill not myself,
One of their kind, that relish all as sh.arply.
Passion as they, he kindlier mov'd than thou art ?

Though with their high wrongs 1 am struck to the
Vet. with my nobler reason, 'g.-iinst my fury [^(luick,

Do I take part ; the r.arer action is

In virtue, than in vengeance : they being penitent.
The sole drift of my p\irpose doth extcml
Not a frown further? Go. release them, Ariel.
My charms I'll break, their senses 111 restore,
And they shall be themselves.
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Of a glad father compass thee about

!

Arise, and say how tliou cam'st here.
Mira. O, wonder

!

How many ,s;oodIy ci'eatures are there here !

1 tow beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world,
That has such people in 't

;

Pro. 'Tis new to thee.

Alon. What is this maid, with whom thou wast at

play!
Your eld'st acquaintance cannot be three hours :

Is she the g'oddess that hath sever'd us.

And brought us thus together?
t'er. Sir. she is mortal

;

But, by immortal providence, she's mine ;

I chose her, when I could not ask my fatlicr

For his advice, nor thought I had one. She
Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan.
Of whom so often I have heard renown.
But never saw before ; of whom I have
Received ft second life ; and second father

This lady makes him to me.
Alon. I am hers

:

But O! how oddly will it sound, that I

Must ask my child forgiveness.
Pro. There, sir, stop

:

Let us not burden our remembrances
With a heaviness that's gone.
GoK. I have inly wept,

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods.
And on this couple drop a blessed crown ;

For it is you that have chalk'd forth the way.
Which brought us hither !

Alon. I say. Amen, Gonzalo !

Gon. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue

Should become kings of Naples? O, rejoice
Beyond .1 common joy ; and set it down
With gold on lasting pillars : in one voyage
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis;
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife
Where he himself was lost ; Prospero his dukedom
In a poor isle ; and all of us, ourselves.
When no man was his own.
Alon. f To Fer. and Mir. ) Give me your hinds

:

I^et gricfand sorrow still embrace his heart
That doth not wish you joy !

Go7i. Be it so : Amen ;

Re-enter Ariel, -luith the Master and Boatswain
aiuazedlyfollo^uin^.

look, sir ! look, sir ! here are more of us.

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land.
This fellow could not drown.—Now, blasphemy,
That swear 'st grace o'erboard, not an oath on shore?
Hast thou no moutli by land ? What is the news ?

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found
Our king, and company : the ne.Kt our ship,—
WhicTi, but three glasses since, we gave out split,

—

Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when
\Ve first put out to sea.

Art. [Aside to Pro.) Sir, all this service
Have 1 done since I went.
Pro. [Aside to Ari.] My tricksy spirit

!

Alon. These are notnatural events ; they strengthen
From strange to stranger.—Say, how came you hither?

Boats. If' I did think, sir, 1 were well awake,
l'<i strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep.

And (liow we know not) .ill clapp'd under hatches.
Where, but even now, with strange and several noises

Of roaring, .shrieking, howling, jingling chains.

And more diversity of sounds, all horrible.

We were awak'd ; straightway, at liberty

:

Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld
Our royal, good, and gallant ship ; our master
Capering to eye her : on a trice, so please you.
Even in a dream, were we divided from them.
And were brouglit mooing hither.

Ari. [Aside to Pro.) AVas't well d..ne ?

Pro. [Aside to Ari.) Bravely, my diligence. Thou
Shalt be free.

Alon. This is af, strange a maze as e'er men trod;

And there is in this business more than nature
Was ever conduct of: some oracle
Must rectify our knowledge.
Pro. Sir. my liege.

Do not infest vour mind with beating on
The strangeness of this business: at pick'd leisure,

Whicli shall be sliortly, single I'll resolve you
<\Vhii :li to ynu shall seem probable) of everv
These h,ippen'd accidents ; till when, be cliccrful,

Act 5.

And think of each thing \\'i:]l.—[Asic!c io Ari.] Come
hither, spirit

;

Set Caliban and his companions free ; [^sir?

Untie the spell, {Exit Ariel. ) How fares my jjracious
There are yet missinty of your company
Some few odd lads, that you remember not.
Re-enter Ariel, drvvincr in Caliban, Stcphano, and

Trinculo, in their stolen apparel.
Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no man

take care for himself, for all is but fortune.—Coragio I

bully-monster, Coragio ! [here's a goodly sight.

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in my head.
Cat. O Setebos, these be brave spirits, indeed

!

How fine my master is \ I am afraid
He ^vill chastise me.
Scb. Ha, ha

!

What things arc these, my lord Antonio

!

Will money buy them?
Aut. Veryhke ; one of them

Is a plain fish. and. no doubt, marketable.
Pro. Mark but the badges of these men, my lords.

Then say, if they be true'.—This mis-shapen knave.

—

His mother was a witch ; and one so strong
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs,
And deal in her command, without her power.
These three have robb'd me ; and this demi-devil
(For he's a bastard one) had plotted with tnem
To take my life : two of these fellows you
Must know, and own; this thing of darkness I

Acknowledge mine.
Cal. I shall be pinch'd to deatli.

Alon, Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler?
Seb. He is drunk now : where had he wine ?

Alon. And Trinculo is reelingripe: where shouldthey
Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them?

—

How cam'st thou in this pickle?
Trill. I have been in such a pickle, since I saw you

last, that, I fear me, will never out ofmy bones: I shall

not fear fly-blowing.
Seb. Why, how now, Stephano !

Ste. O ! touch me not : I am not Stephano, but a
Pro. You'd be king of the isle, sirrah? (cramp.
Ste. I should have been a sore one, then.
Alon. This is a strange thing as e'er T look'd on.

{PointiufTto Caliban.
Pro, He is as disproportion'd in his manners.

As in his shape.—Go, sirrah, to my cell

;

Take with you your companions : as you look
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely.

Cal. Ay, that I will ; and I'll be wise hereafter.
And seek for grace. What a thrice-double ass
Was I, to taka this drunkard for a god.
And worship this dull fool 1

Pro. Go to ; away

!

Alon. Hence, and bestow your luggage where yow
found it.

Scb. Or stole it, rather.
[Exeunt C&\., Ste., and Txiw.

Pro. Sir, I invite your highness, and your train.

To my poor cell : where you shall take your rest
For this one night ; which {part of it) I'll waste
With such discourse, as, I not doubt, shall make it

Go quick away ; the story ofmy life.

And the particular accidents gone by.
Since I came to this isle : and in the morn
ri! bring you to your ship, and so to Naples,
Where 1 have hope to see the nuptial
Of these our dear-belov'd solemniz'd;
And thence retire me to my Milan, where
Every third thought shall be my grave.
Alon. I long

To hear the story of your life, which must
Take the ear strangely.
Pro. I'll deliver all

;

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gfiJes,

.\nd sail so expeditious, that shall catch
Your royal fleet far oii.--{Aside to Ari.J My Ariel;

—chick,

—

That is thy charge : then to the elements
r5e free, and fare thou well I—Please you, draw near.

\^B,\£i4nt.

KIMLOGUE. .spoken by Prospero.

Now my charms are all o'ertlirown.
And what strengtli I have 's mine own

;

Which is most faint : now. 'tis true,
I must be here confin'd by you,
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< )r sent to Naples. Let me not.

Since { have my dukedom ^ot.

And pardon'd the deceiver, dwtll
In tins bare isUiiKl, by your spell

;

IJut release me from my bands,
\\'itli the iielp of your good hands.
Gentle breatJi of yours my sails

Must fill, or else my project fails.

Which was to iJoase. Now I want
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant

;

And njy ending is despair,
Unless I be reUev'd by jiraycr

;

^Vlli|-h pierces so, that it assaults
Mercy itself, and frees all faults.
As you from crimes would pardon'd hon
Let your indulgence set me free.

The Two Gentlemen of Verona.

DRAMATIS PERSONS.
Duke of U^iaxi,father to Silvia.

Prte"ur'
}'"^T^oGaaic>ncn.

Aniomo, /Izt/tcr to Proteus.
Thurio, afoolish rival to Valentine.
Eglamour, a^entfor Silvia, in her escape.

Speed, a clownish servant to Valentine.

Launce, Uie like to Proteus.

Panthino, scrvcmt to Antonio.
Host, where Julia lodges in Milan.
Old-laws with Valentine.

Julia, beloved of Proiens.
Silvia, ^i'/^^tft/ ^Valentine.
Lucetta, •waiting-woynan to Julia.

Servants, micsicians.

SCENB,—So»ietimes in Verona; soiiutimes iit Milan, and on tliefrontiers tyMantua.

ACT I.

SCENE \.—An ofen place in Verona.
JzHicr Valentine and Proteus.

I'al. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus

:

Home-keeping youtli have ever homely wits.

^^'er 't not, affection chains thy tender days
fo the sweet glances of thy honour'd love,

I rather would entreat thy company
To see the wonders of tiie world abroad.
Than, livincf dully sluggardiz'd at home.
Wear out thy youtli with shapeless idleness.

But, since thou lov'st, love still, and thrive therein.

Even as I would, when I to love begin.
Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet Valentine, adieu I

Think on thy Proteus, when thou haply seest

Some rare note-worthy object in thy ti^avel

:

Wish me partaker in thy happiness.
When thou dost meet good hap ; and in thy danger.
If ever danger do environ thee.
Commend ihy grievance to my holy prayers.
For I will be thy bead's-man, Valentine.

yal. And on a love-book pray for my success.
Pro. Upon some book I love, I'll pray for thee.

^'<I/. That's on some shallow story ofdeep love.

How young Leander cross'd the Hellespont.
Pro. That's a deep story of a deeper love

;

hor he was more than over shoes iii love.

/ 'al. 'Tis true ; for you are over boots in love.

And yet vou never swam the Hellespont.
J'ro. Over the boots! nay, give me not the boots.

I'al. No. I will not, for it boots thee not.

J'ro. Wiat? [groans;

yal. To be in love, where scorn is bought with

Coy looks, with heart-sore sighs ; one fading moment's
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights : [mirth.

If haply won, perhaps, a hapless gain

;

K lost, why tlien a grievous labour won

:

However, but a folly bought with wit.

Or else a wit by folly vanquished.
Pro. So, by your circumstance, yon call me fool.

i'al. .So, by your Circumstance, 1 fear youll prove.
Pro. 'Tis love you cavil at : I am not love.

yal. I-ove is your master, for he masters you

;

And he that is so yoked by a fool,

Mcthinks should not be chronicled for wise.

Pro. Yet writers say. as in the sweetest bud
The eating canker dwells, so eating love
Inhabits in the finest wits of .all-

yal. And writers say, as the most forward bud
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow,
l-'von so by love the young r.nd tender wit

Is turned to folly ; bfasthig in tlie bud,
Losing his verdure even in the prime.
And all th: fair elTecIs of future hopes.

But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee.
That art a votary to fond desire?
Once more adieu ! my father at the road
Expects my coming, there to see me shipp'd.
Pro. And thitlier will I bring thee, Valentine.
Val. Sweet Proteus, no ; now let us take our leave.

To Milan let me hear from thee by letters.
Of thy success in love, and what news else
Betideth hero in absence of thy friend

;

And I likewise will visit thee with mine.
Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan 1

Val. As much to you at home ! and so, farewell.
{li.Y:t.

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love

;

He leaves his friends to dignify lliem more ;

I leave myself, my friends, and all for love.
Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos'd me ;

Made me neglect ray studies, lose my time.
War with good counsel, set the world at nought

;

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought.
Enter Speed.

Speed. Sir Proteus, save you ! Saw you my master?
Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for Milan.
Sfeed. Twenty to one, then, he is shipp'd already.

And I have play'd the sheep, in losing liim.

Pro. Indeed a sheep doth very often stray,
.'Vn if the shepherd be a while away.
Speed, You conclude, that my master is a shepherd.
Pro. I do. [then, and I a sheep?
Speed, Why then, my horns are his horns, whether

I w.ake or sleep.
Pro. A silly answer, and filling well a sheep.
Speed. This jiroves me still a sheep.
Pro. True ; and thy master a she])lierd.
Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance.
Pro. It shall go hard but I'll prove it by another.
Speed. The shepherd seeks tlie sheep, and not the

^heep the shepherd ; but I seek my master, and my
master seeks not me : therefore, 1 aui no shceij.
Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd, the

shepherd for food follows not the sheep ; thou for
A'ages followest thy master, thy master for wages fol-
lows not thee : therefore thou art a sheep.
Speed. Such another proof will make me cry " Baa."
Pro. But, dost thou hear? gavest thou my letter to

Julia?
Speed. Ay, sir: I, a lost mutton, gave your letter to
;r, a laced mutton ; and she, a laced mutton, gave me,

a lost mutton, nothing for my labour ! [muttons.
Pro. Here's too small a pasture for such store of
Speed. If the ground be overcharged, you were best

stick her. [pound you.
•0. N.ay, in that you are astray ; twcrc best
ycd. Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serve nie

for carrying your letter.
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Pro. You mistake : I mean the pound, a pinfold.

SPt't'd, From a pound to a pinV fold it over and over,

'Tis tlirecfold too little for can-ying; a letter to your
lover. [nodv

Pro. But wliat said she? [Speed 7iods.'\ Did she
.Speed. I.

Pro. Nod. I ? why, that's noddy.
Spied. You mistook, sir : I say she did nod ; and

you ask nie. if she did nod ? and I say I.

Pro. And that set together, is—noddy.
Speed. Now you have taken the pains to set it

together, take it for your pains. [letter.

Pro. No, no ; you shall have it for bearing the
Speed. Well. I perceive I must be fain to bear witli

Pro. Why. sir, now do you bear with me ? [you.

Speed. iVIarry, sir, the letter very orderly ; havin<j

nothins^ but the word "noddy'* for my pains.
Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit.

Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your slo^v purse.
Pro, Come, come ; open the matter in brief : what

said she?
.Speed. Open your purse, that the money and tlic

matter, may be both at once deliver'd. [she ?

Pro. Well, sir, here is for your pains. What said
Speed. Truly, sir, I think you'll hardly win her.
Pro. Why. couldst thou perceive so much from her ?

Speed. Sir. I could perceive nothing at all from her ;

no, not so much as a ducat for delivering your letter

:

and being so hard to me that brought your mind. 1

fear, she'll prove as hard to you in telling her mind.
Give her no token but stones : forshc'sas hard as steel.

Pro, What 1 said she nothing?
Speed. No, not so much as

—

"late this /or thy
pazKS." To testify your bounty. I thank you, you
iiave testemed me ; in requital whereof, henceforth
carry your letters yourself: and so, sir, I'll commend
you to my master. (wreck ;

Pro. Go. go, be gone, to save your ship from
Which cannot perish, having thee aboard.
Being destin'd to a drier death on shore.

—

lE.rii Speed.
I must go send some better messenger

:

I fear iny Julia would not deign my lines,

Kcceiving them from such a worthless post. [Exit.

SCENE II.—Verona. Ctirdeic 0/Julia's House.
Etiter Julia and Lucetta.

yal. But say. Lucetta. now we are alone.
Wouidst thou. then, counsel me to fall in love?

Lite. Ay, madam ; so you stumble not unheedfully.
yiU. Of all the fair resort of gentlemen.

That every day with parle encounter me.
In thy opinion which iS worthiest love ? [min.l

Lite. Please you, repeat their names, I'll show my
According to my shallow simple skill.

yiil. what think'st thou ofthe fair Sir Eglamour ?

Lite. As of a knight well-spoken, neat, and fine

;

But, were I you. he never should be mine. '

ytil. Wliat think'st thou of the rich Mercatio?
Luc, Well of his wealth; but of himself, no so.

Jul. What thin'iv'st thou of the gentle Proteus ?

l.uc. Lord, lord ! to see what folly reigns in us !

yul. Hownowl what means this passion at his name?
Lite. Pardon, dear madam ; 'tis a passing shame.

That I, unworthy body as I am,
iihould censure thus on lovely gentlemen.
Jut. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest?
J.uc. Then thus,—of many good 1 think him best.

Jul. Your reason ?

Lite. I have no other but a woman's reason :

I think him so, because I think him so. [him '*

jful. And wouidst thou have me cast my love on
Lite. Ay, if you thought your love not cast away.
yui. Why, he, ofall the rest, hatlinevermov'dnie.
J.UC. Yet he. of all the rest. I think, best loves ye.
[Tul. His little speaking shows his love but small.
Luc, Fire that is closest kept, burns most of all.

yul. They do not love, that do not sliow their love.

Lue. O, they love least, that let men know their

yul. 1 would I knew liis mind. [love.

Luc. Peruse this paper, madam.
\Gives a Utter.

yul. " To Julia."—Say from whom?
/.uc. That the contents will show.
yuL Say, say, who gave it thee ? [Proteus.

Luc. Sir Valentine's page ; and sent, I think, from
He would have given it you ; but I, being in the way,
Did in your name receive it; pardon the fault, I pray.

.%•.•.'. Now. by my modesty, a goodly broker !

Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines?
To whisper and conspire against my youth?
Now, trust me. 'tis an office of great worth.
And you an officer fit for the place.
There, take the paper : see it be return'd ;

Or else return no m.ore into my sight. [hat^
Luc. To plead for love deserves more fee than
yui. Will you be gone?
/.lie. That you may ruminate. [ExH
yul. And yet. I would I had o'erlook'd tlie letter.

It were a shame to call her back again,
And pray her to a fault for which f chid her.
What fool is she, that knows I am a maid.
And would not force the letter to my vieii'

!

Since maids, in modesty, say " No," to that
Which they would have the profferer cnn.';frue,

Fie, fie, how wayward is this foolish love. [" Ay,"
That like a testy babe will scratch the nurse.

And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod

:

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence.
When willingly I would have had her here I

How angerly 1 taught my brow to frown.
When inward joy e'nforc'd my heart to smile I

My penance is. to call Lucetta b.ack.

And ask remission for my folly past.

—

What ho ! Lucetta

!

Re-enter Lucetta.
Luc. V.'hat would your ladyship?
yul. Is it near-dinner time ?

Ltit. I would it were;
That you might kill your stomach on your meat,
And not upon your maid.
yuL What is't that you took up so gingerly?
Luc. Nothing.
yul. Why did'st thou stoop, then?
Luc. To take a paper uo

That I let fall.

yul. .\nd is that paper nothing ?

Lnc. Nothing concerning me.
yul. Then let it lie for those that it concerns.
Luc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns.

Unless it have a false interpreter. [rhyme.
yul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in

Lice. That I might sing it, madam, to .a tune

:

Give me a note : your ladyship can set.

yul. Pi.% little by such toys as may be possible

;

Best sing it to the tune of " Light o' Love."
Luc. It is too heavy for so light a tune.

yul. Heavy ! belike it hath some burden, then ?

Luc. Ay : and melodious were it, would you sing it.

^kA .'^nd why not you?
'Luc. I cannot reach so liigh.

yul. Let's see your song. [Taking the leller.X\\c<n

now, minion

!

Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out

:

And yet, methinks, I do not like this tune.

yul. You do not I

L.uc. No, madam ; it is too sharp.
yitl. You. minion, are too saucy.
'Luc, Nay. now you are too fl.tt,

And mar the concord with too harsh a descant

:

There wanteth but a mean to fill your song.
yul. The mean is drown'd with your unruly base,
Luc. Indeed 1 bid the base for Proteus.
yul. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me.

Here is a coil with protestation !—[ Ter.rs the letter.

Go, get you gone, and let the papers lie

:

You would be fingering them, to anger me. [pleas'd.

Luc, She makes it strange ; but she would be best

To be so anger'd witli another letter. ^ [I-xit,

yul. Nay, would I were so anger'd with the same 1

hateful hands, to tear such loving words I

Injurious wasps, to feed 3n such sweet honey,
.A.nd kill the bees, that yield it, with your stings!

I'll kiss each several paper for amends.
Look, here is writ—" kind yulia

.

"—unkind Julia I

.\s in revenge of thy ingratitude,
1 throw thy name against the bruising stones.
Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain.
.\nd here is writ—"love wounded Proteus:"
Poor wounded name I my bosom, as a bed.
Shall lodge thee, till thy wound be throughly heal'd;
And thus 1 search it with a sovereign sis ;.

Kut twice or thrice was " Proteus" written down :—
Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away,
Till 1 have found each letter in the letter.

Except mine own name : that some whirlwind beat



Scene 3.

Unto :» ragged, fearful, lianein? rock.
And throiy it the.^ce into the ri^'ing sea I—Lo

!
liere in one line is, liis name twice writ —

"toorforlorn Proteus. f,iss,o::.it,: Proteus,
To iiK s^ccf yitlia ."—th;^l 111 tear away :And yet I Mill nut. sith so prettily
He couplei it to his complainiiiff names :

1 hus will \ fold them one upon anotlier •

^ow kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will.

, ., , ,
He-enter Lucetta.

Lue. Madam,
Dinner is ready, and your father stays.

yiit. \\cll. let iissro.

-'"; tV'"*'
^''^" "'^^'^ papers lie like tell-tales here ?

j-.v/. If you respect them, best to take them up.

V ,"/' .?'• V^S '^'"='' "P '°'' 'ay'"? them down
;

' et here they shall not lie for catching cold.
Jut. I see you have a month's mind to them.

T c";^-
*• '"^''^••, joumay s.iy what sitrhts you see :I see thintrs too. although you judge I wink.

Jul. Lome, come; will 't please you go? \Exetm!.

SCENE ni.—Verona. A Room in Antomo\ House.
.r.

„-^"''''' Antonio (WrfKanthino.

x^n ^t^ '^^l
ranthino. what sad talk was that,U herewith my brother held you in the cloi-ter'

,""-,,I"^^ ?f ''is nephew Proteus, your son.
.'tut. \\ hy, what of him ?

i«/""i'i'' a- t-
He wonder'd that your lordshipWould suffer him to spend his youth at home,u hile other men, of slender reputation,

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out

:

borne to the wars, to trv their fortune there •

borne to discover islands far away

:

.Some to the studious universities.
JVjr any. or for all these exercises,
He said that Proteus your son was meet •

And did request me to importune you
10 let liim spend his time no more at home,M Inch would be great impeachment to his age,In having known no travel in his youth
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Ant. My will is something sorted with his wish

^;si'^i,^v-Kt!ite-^
v|S^a^ni--,:5;-l;i;-i5S-e
JiI;fJ"^iKS'^-l^-l.^;^'j^->-"ives,
1 o-morrow be in readiness to m
Ux-cuse it not, for I am peremptory.

PlfX"; ^ 'S' r-J
""""' ''e 5° soon provided •

Please you. deliberate a day or two
Ant. Look, what thou wanfst shali be sent after thee:No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go-^Cunac on, Pant nno : you shall be e.np oy\ilo hasten on h.s expedition.

^

A^rdrSi;^^^ l^'s^i^^t^r^s^^r^-
f'-'f.'l '? =•>"- niy father Julia's letter

'^™"" '*•

Lest he should take exceptions to my love

:

And. with the vantage of mine own excuse.Hath he excepted most against my love.
u. how this spring of love resembleth

w^ u""'^'^",-'"" *f'°'J' °f =>" April day :W hich now shows all the beauty of the sun.And by and by a cloud takes all away '

D , o- „ -fff-f/i/fr Panthino.

V^f'L ,^"',^'"'^"5. your father calls for you :J.e lb m haste ; therefore, I pray you, go.

Aiirt'^U . ,h'
'"'^",'5.= my lieart accords thereto ;And yet a thousand times it answers. No. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE r.—Jtilan. A Room in the Duke's PaUce.
Enter Valentine etnd Speed.

J / <} •• /'v 11 ci * ci III JUS youcn.
A"t. N or need st thou much importune me to thatM hereon this month I have been (lainmering.

A j'f
consider'd well his loss of timeAnd how he cannot be a perfect man.Not being tried and tutor'd in the world •

J-.cpeneiice is by industry achiev'd.And perfected by the swift course of time.

t'l^'tt; I think your lordship is not ignorantHow his companion, youthful Valentin-
Attends the emperor in his royal court.'

--/«/. I know it well. rtHth^r-

Ti^!Z':w^»T''^°'"^- ^ ?'^'"'^-' yo"-- lordship se. himThere shaU he practise tilts and touniainents.Hear swoet discourse, converse with no'olenien.And be 111 eye of every exercise
^^ orthy his youth and nobleness of birth.

i ,,/'/, . lu
"'* <^°"ns«'

:
well hast thou advisM •

And. that thou in.iyst perceive how well I like it.
1 he execution of it shall make known

;tven with the speediest expedition
1 will despatch him to the emperor's court

\'.' ith'o- hIr°.3T°''''
"'"?' f''?^*« y°"' "o" Alphonsou ith Other gentlemen of good esteem.

Arc journeying to salute the emperor,
An<l to commend their service to his will
Ant. Oood company; withthein shall Proteus tro-And.-in good tune :-.now will we break with him

/-«/<> Proteus.
Pro. Sweet love! sweet lines! swe t life '

Here IS her hand, the agent of her heart ;Here IS her oath for love, her honours pawn.
<<. tliat our fathers would applaud our loves.
I o seal our happiness with their consents;
heavenly Julia!

"i'J!^ m'°V"T ' "'''" ''-"'*«' ^""e >"" reading there?Pro. May t please your lordship, 'tis a wortfor twoOf commendations sent from Valentine
Deliver d by a friend that came from hi!n.

i-'Jo Th ° •"" '*" ^'"^"
'•
''' ""-• »'-•= "hat news.

/ > 0. 1 here is no news, my ord ; but that he wrii,..:How iLippily i,c ij^es. how well belovVI,And daily graced by the emperor ;Wishing me with him, oartiier of his fortune.
ylnt. And how -tanil you affected to his wish?

1 ; r"" . .
'""^ relying on your lordship's wilL

<lnd not depending ou his friendly wish.

Speed. Sir, your glove.

^Z .J ivi. .u .1 • ^°\ ""'"^
! ""y gloves are on,

i^,/ Vr
hy "len this may be yours, fortius is but onu

Q„.
''-'' "'? ^^^ ' ^y- B've it me. it's mine.—S"-eet ornament that decks a thing divine !

j-vn, ou\ la, bilvia !

^/yf-AC"'"".Z-] .Madam Silvia I Madam Silvia!yai. How now, sirrah !

f/'f^l.^'"^
is not within hearing, sir.

yal. Why. sir, who b.ide you call her?

aS7 win"'' """n''"?,'
,'''' °' '•'="-' I "'istook.

ex ^ f"'.y"" " ^"" l"= too forward.

yair^,'^ ^^'
l^'n^

last chidden for being too slow.

I-aL qh ; m'- J'^" ""^' ''°.y°" '^"°"- '«"'1«»' Silviat
,f

, \yn v'^' y°^' worship loves!

W-i^^.'^' ^°7 "^r"''
>'°'' *hat I am in love?

lefnferi' vi/7: 'iT ":"<= ^t"-"'^'^' '"•^''' = first, you have
.S r ; ' ^"^ I'roteus, to wreathe your ariiis like amalcontent; to relish a love-song. like a rob n rid"
?."!• ^^= .0 walk alone, like one that had thepes i ence

veP?; I'l'"'
^ schoolboy that had lost his A li c" to'

,Tr m i-,,
l^'', % >'"V'!'^

'''^"='' "'« liad buried her

hken^.'h.'ir
'''''"',?'•"= "'" ''!<« diet; to w.itch.

ev irVt H-,[f
''^ robbing

; to speak puling, like a
ii.tl; ^,1 L °"',"1'"' ^''" "'^''•' *o''t- «•!'=" you
-ilL-liL-'. "VJ'^^ ^ "'^''5 when you walked, to

Jtk \ft r l-"*^
""^ ''".'"^

=
'^'"=" y°" ''^' '^d, it was bre-

wi, , V?
<'"mer; when you looked sadly, it was for

« ant of money
:
and now you are metamorphosed with

you my mVsteJ:
"'"" ' '°°^- °"y-' ' -" ^ardlythink

'^f^/"'^^
'" 'hese things perceived in me?

'i^ / mXu y '"'= '"' perceived without ye.K«/. A\ ithout me? they cannot.

ot.^o;<.V.T'-}'''" • "-'y' 'hafscertain
; for. without

L , ,?f ,1, ^r'l'?'"'
"?"o else world

: but you ,-.re sout lout these follies, that these follies .are within vou
no^,'„'"'"=

.'?™"«'' y" like the water in ., urin ffi
n yourTnaladyf-'"

'°"' ''"' '"•'"y^i^'^" to coiini'.ent

?'«i:/ili '''i
^' '^"^ 'hou know my lady Silvia ?

i^// H^ ,'.'1'''"' ^?" ^"^^ °" ^°- '""s i^he sits at sup|ier t

7/ / V ^- '"' ' ''"ow her not.

yefknowS' her no'tT"
'" "' "'^ ^"'"^ °" ""^ =""»

S'T''',.''^
^he not hard-favourcd. sir?

c*w 2- ^". ',"''•
''"X-

''5 well-favoured.
.^«rf. Sir, 1 know that well enough.
Krt/. What dost thou know?
•i/«<». I Aat she i.- not so fair, as(ofyou)weIl.favourcd,
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K(7/. I mean, tliat lier beauty is exquisite, but her
favour infinite.

Speed. That's because the one is painted, and tlie

other out of all count.
VaL How painted? and how out of count i

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted to make her fair, that
no man 'counts of her beauty. fbeauty.

Val. How esteemest thou me? I account of lier

Speed. You never saw her since she was deformed.
Val. How long hath she been deformed ?

speed. Ever since you loved her.
VaL I have loved her ever since I saw her ; and still

I see her beautiful.
Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her.
Val. Why?
Speed. Because love is blind. O, that you had mine

eyes ; or your own eyes had the li^'lits they were wont
to have, when you chid at Sir Proteus for goin.s^ un-
gartered

!

VaL What should I see then?
Speed. Your <:»wn present folly, and her passing* de-

formity : for he, being in love, could not see to garter
his hose ; and you, being in love, cannot see to put on
your liose.

P^al. Belike, boy, then, you are in love; for last

morning you could not see to wipe my shoes.
Speed. True, sir ; I was ixi love with my bed : I

thank you, you swinged me for my love, which makes
me the bolder to chide you for yours.
VaL In conclusion, I stand affected to her.
Speed, I would you were set ; so your affection would

cease.
VaL Last night she enjoined me to write some lines

to one she loves.

Speed. And have you?
VaL I have.
Speed. Are they not lamely wi'it ?

I'aL No, boy, but as well as I can do tliem.

—

Peace I here she comes.
Enter Silvia.

Speed. \Aside,\ O excellent motion I exceeding
puppet ! now wiU he interpret to her. [rows.
VaL Madam and mistress, a tlious.ind good-mor-
Speed. \_Aside.\ O, 'give ye good even 1 here's a

million of manners. [sand.
Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to j'ou two thou-
Specd, \^Aside.\ He should give her interest, and

she gives it him.
/ 'al. As you enjoin'd me, I have writ your letter

Unto the secret nameless friend of yours ;

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in.

But for my duty to your ladyship. [done.
Sil. I tliank you, gentle ser^-ant : 'tis ver>' clerkly
VaL Now. trust me, madam, it c.une hardly off;

For, being ignorant to whom it goes,
J writ at random, very doubtfully.

Sil. Perchance you think too much ofso much pains?
VaL No, madam ; so it stead you. I will write,

Please you command, a thousand times as much

:

And yet,

—

Sil. A pretty period ! Well, I guess the sequel

:

And yet I will not name it ;—and yet I care not ;

—

And yet take this again ;—and yet I thank you,
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more.
Speed, \^Aside.\ And yet you will ; and yet another

yet. fit ?

, VaL What means your ladyship ? do you not like
Sil. Yes, yes ; the lines are very quaintly writ

;

But since unwillingly, take them again :

Nay, take them.
Val. Madam, they ai"e for you.
Sil, Ay, ay, you writ them, sir, at my request

;

But I v/ill none of tliem ; they are for you

:

I would have had them writ more mo\*in^ly.
Val. Please you, I'll write your ladyship another.
Sil. And, when it's writ, for my sake read it over :

And, if it please you, so; if not, why, so.

VaL If it jjiease me, madam ! what then?
Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your labour

:

And so, good-morrow, servant. \Hxit.
Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible.

As a nose on a man's face, or a weathercock on a
steeple

!

My master sues to her; and she hath taug^Iit her
He being her pupil, to become her tutor. [suitor,

O excellent device I was there ever heard a better.
That my master, being scribe, to himself should

write the letters

Act 2.

/ 'al. How now, sir ! w]iat, are }*ou rcasonintj
with yourself?

Speed. Nay, 1 was rhj'raing : 'tis you that have the
P'al. To do what? (reason.

Speed. To be a spokesman from Madam Silvia.

VaL To whom? [figure.

Speed. To yourself. Why, she wooes you by a,

Val. What figure ?

Speed. By a letter, I should say.
P'al. Why, she hath not writ to me ?

Speed. What need she, when she hath made you
write to yourself? Why, do you not perceive thj
VaL No, believe me. [jest?

Speed. No believing you, indeed, sir. But did you
perceive her earnest?

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word.
Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter.

I'aL That 's the letter I writ to her friend.
Speed. And that letter hath she delivered, and
VaL I would it were no worse. [there an end.
speed. I'll warrant you, 'tis as well

:

" For often have you writ to her ; and she, in modesty.
Or else for want of idle time, could not again reply

;

Or fearing else some messenger that might her mind
discover, (her lover."—

Herself hath taught her love himself to Avrite unto
All this I speak in ijrint, for in print I found it.

—

M'hy muse you, sir? 'tis dinner-time.
Val. I have dined.
Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir ; though the chameleon

Love can feed on the air. I am one that am nourished
by my victuals, and would fain have meat. O, be not
like your mistress; be moved, be moved, [Exeu?iL

SCENE II.—Verona. A Room in Julia's House,
Filter Proteus and ]w\\2k.

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia.

yiil. I must, where is no remedy.
Pro. When possibly I can, I will return.
yzd. If you turn not, you will return the sooner.

Keep this remembrance for thy Julia's sake.
{Gives hint a rinz*

Pro. Why, then, v.'e'll make exchange; here, tak;?

you this. {Gives her another,.

jfuL And seal the bargain with a holy kiss.

Pro. Here is my hand for my true constancy j
And when that hour o'er-slips me in the day
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake.
The next ensuing hour some foul mischance
Torment mc for my love's forgetfulness I

My father stays my coming- ; answer not.
The tide is now : nay, not thy tide of tears ;

That tide will stay me longer than I should :

Julia, farewell! [£'.«;'Julia.J What, gouewithoutaword?
Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speak

;

For truth hath better deeds than words, to grace it.

Enter Panthino.
PaJit. Sir Proteus, you are stay'd for.

Pro. Go; I come, I come.—

»

Alas ! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb.
[Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Verona. A StreeL
Enter Launce, leading a do_^.

Lannce. Nay, "twilljbethis hour ere I have ilonc weep-
ing : all the kind of the Launces have this very fault.

I nave received my proportion, like the prodigious
son, and am going with Sir Proteus to the Imperial's
court. I think Crab, my nog, be the sourest-natured
dog that lives : my mother weeping, my father wailing,
uiy sister crying, our maid howling, our cat wringing
her hands, and all our house in a great perplexity, yet
did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one tear: he is a
stone, a very pebble-stone, and has no more pity in
liini than a dog : a Jew would have ^yept to liave seen
our parting : why, my grandani, havhig no eyes, look
you, wept lierself blind at my parting. Nay. I'll show
you the manner of it. This shoe is my father;—no.
this left shoe is my father :—no, no, this left slioe is ra>-

mother ;—nay, that cannot be so. neither :—yes, it is

so ; it is so ; it hath the worser sole. " This shoe, witli

the hole in. is my mother, and this my father. A
vengeance on't 1 there 'tis: now. sir, this staff is my
sister; for, look you, she is as white as a lily, and a;;

small as a wand : this hat is Nan, our maid : I am the
dog ;—no, tlie dog is himself, and I am the dog,—O.
the dog is me, and I am myself : ay, so so. Now com';
I to my father; "Father, your blessing;" now should



^

I iVl™f,f2,. '^ n't""^
for weeping: now should

I ki>b my father; well, he- weeps on. Now come I to
.M>- mother ;-0, that she could speak now ! like avvuod woman

; well I kiss her ;-why there 'tis, hcresmy mothers breath up and down. Now come I to

all this while sheds not a tear, nor speaks a word-but see how I lay the dust with my tears.
i't/rr Panthino.

^ht'l'iVi '-^""f«- ^"''J'- a"'ay. aboard ! thy master isshipped, ami thou art to post after with oars. AVliafsthe matter? ^Vhy wcepest thou, man ? Aw.ny. assyou II lose the tide, if you tarrv any Ion<rer
;:"•'•'?••. It "S no matter if the tied were lost ; for it I

lb t he unkmdest tied that ever any man tied.
J'aiif. what's the unkindest tide'

'

^•""'c.;. Why. he thafs tied here ; Crab, my doir.
Ira,,/. Tut. man. I mean fhou'lt lose the flood • andin losmg the flood, lose thy voyage ; andtin losing thyvoyage, lose thy master; and. in losing thy master,ose thy semce

; and. in losing thy sen'ire,-Why dosthou stop my mouth? "y uosc

/.aintf^ For fear thou shouldst lose thy ton-rnc
/ ..-«.'. A\ here should I lose my tongue »
I.aunce. In thy tale.
J\iKt. In thy tail
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Lose the tide, and the voyage, and themaster, and the serj-ice. and the tied ! \Vhyfman ff
t u. nyer were drj', I am able to fill it with my tears ; if

b-i hs'"
''^"''^ ™' '^°"''' ''"''^ ""= I'oaMvith niy

Pant. Come, come away, man ; I was sent to A'li
I.^u,zc.J,\r, caU me whit thou dares?.
Pant. Wilt thou go?
Lamia. Well, I wll go. [Exvuu,

SCENE IV.-Milan. A Room in the Duke's Palace£«/^ Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, <7;f(^ SpeedSu. Servant,

—

'

Val, Mistress?
Speed. Master, Sir Thurio frowns on you.
Val. A)-, boy. it's for love.
Sfced. Not of you.
Val. Ofmy mistress, then.

^.t."''^ 'Twere good you knock'd him.
^u. ber\'ant, you are sad.
Val. Indeed, madam, I seem so.
T/iu. Seem you th.at you are not

!

Val. Haply, I do.
T/m. So do counterfeits.
Val. So do you.
/V>«. What seem I that I am not?
Val. ^^ ise.

77i«. What instance of the contran-
f-'al. Your folly.
Tint. And how quote you my folly?
Val. 1 quote it in your jerkin.
/7ji<. My jerkin is a doublet.
Vol. Well, then, I'll double your folly.
/««. How

!

'

vi'l^'Vlfj^^-
Si'- Thurio- doyouchange colour?

le.jn

Give him leave, madam: he is a kind of chame-
r/,„ Ti,,. 1, .u . ,

[than live in your air.

vtv^l '"'''' more mind to feed on your blood,yal. \ ou have said. sir.
,

/yi«. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time.
i

bc%;hi
" " •

''"' ^°" ^''^J^ end^cre you|

|;^-/<iP'^. volley of w;ords, genUcmen, and't^ckW
<% •J^^ '"^f"^'

"'"'^'"
:
*« t'»"k the givcT.

^
.\:/. Wh01sth.1t, ser\-ant?

t."^^-

^.^^'- Yourself, sweet lady; for you gave the fireSir Thuno borrows his wit from your lacryship'sfoote'

,.hn ™ 1
"^^ '"^ y°H spend word for word -n-ith inc, fsh-tll make your wit b.anknipt.

I

wordl" and"TrhinT"'
''" =.?"" '"'"= an exchequer of

jworas, and. I think, no other treasure to ^ivc vour

tney live by your bare words. ffithnr ISU. No more. gemlcMien. no more : here com^ my

Si7v,f,'.„r^"-
''^"K!"^;'' Silvia, you arc hard beset. '

Wh.r '"*"• y""'-/a'l"-"r s in good health :

Of im.S^/"". '" "^ ''-;"'" ^'""^ V"'- Wends01 much good news?

T^Zi: u • ^'y '"''l' I will >"• tliankfulTo any happy mcsscngtr from thence.
^"'""'

^«X-<-. Know you Don Antonio, your cuuntrymahVal. Ay, my good lord ; I know the genllcma

Im 'no°/
^^.?"'\^"d worthy estimation,"

nlT » "V°'u
'•'='''" ^" "'^" reputed.

'Jnie. Hath he not a son ?
Val. Ay, my good lord ; a son, that well deservesTlie honour ancTregard of such a father.

"-""'""'

Vuke. You know him well •'

w. 1'/;,^
'^"°'''

''l", ^^ "nyself
;
for from our infancy

And though myself have been an idle truantOmitting the sweet benefit of time

Yet hath's^r'
W'-''^ '""!'

"""f^^-Fl^ perfection.

I AT J "^ Proteus,—for thafs his name,—
I

Made use and fair advantage of his days

1 n- V^l '"'^ ^;?""S^' "^"t 's experience old ;His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe •

I

And, in a word, (for far behind his worth ^ '

Come aU the praises that I now bestow.)
(?-.,'^ S'?™!'''^''^ '" feature and in mind,

n,' A %°°5 ^''"^'^ '° K'-ace a gendeman.Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but if he make this goodHe IS as worthy for an empress' love
"^ *>°°-''

As meet to be an emperor's counseUor.
\\ ell, sir, this gentleman is come to me
\ nJV"

°"?^"^'''*'°'^ *'''°'" ffi^eat potentates ;And here he means to spend his time a while •

'"i"k, tis no unwelcome news to you

/j'/i/w "i'''
^ ''^-'^ '"^'''' "" "^'"ff- 't I'atl been h. •.

ZJ«/.<r. Welcome him. then, according to his worth

i'orV,l?.-''''V'y°''i= ^"^y°"' Sir-fhurio:-
1- or V^entine. I need not cite him to it

:

r>^^"'yi'™
•'"""=" t'^ yo" presently. rjTi-/,-

V^^A.Jr'^r' "''^ ?rentleman. I told your ladyship,'

Did ho^?h-'°"'^ 'y"} !r.'
'^"' '""'*' hi^ mistress '

?j R.^i"
eyes lock'd in her crj'stal looks.

Ti„^f; ^ I'''"'
"°'^ *e hath enfranchis'd themUpon some other pawn for fealty.

[s'til!

|^.JS^y'l^Pir^^K^&
Tl^n T° ""? ^S '°^'"'S. Thurio. as yourself-Upon a homely object love can wink.

*

[„vi„Sil. Have done, have done : here comes the -cml";
j^,, iir 1

'filler Proteus.

f-„\?«
^^?leorae. dear Proteus !-Mistress. I beseecliConfirm his welcome with some special fovour lyou

Iff/,'- "'V™'^'^ '^ warrant for his welcome hither

V^l m;^^^°" P.*^ ''^^^ ^"^h-d to hearTron,
•

To be m^ fS!?'' " " • "^'='=' '^''y' entertain him
,1 o be my fellow-servant to your ladyship.

Pro N°n°tIt "" ""fP5' '°r ^° ''«'' a sen-ant.P>o. Not so. sv^eet lady; but too mean a servaiifTo have a look of such a worthy mistress
"

^<i/. Leave off discourse of disability •—
.Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant

S7- 1\ 'i"'y
'"" ^ ''"^s' °^- nothing else.-Ml. And duty never yet did want hi's meed •

J^™" I'^di/'on r'^r -* '° --^ ^^rthlels mistless.
(-,7 xh ? ^ °" '"" *','" '^y^* =°' but yourself.i>il. That you are welcome ?
"'

P„i,-^ ,

,„That you are worthless.
»« Tk.r J ««'^'- «« Attendant.

l^dam, my lord your father would speak with

i:!/. I wait upon his pleasure. r/--A-;i'Att 1 CoTnl" S?,"-Go with me.-Oncc more, new servant welcome^
'

1 11 leave you to confer of home-alTairs -

^""""^ '

I pto 'w -Vw^°"^' *= '"<''' t" hear from youPro. W e II both attend upon your ladyship

I '-^^^.te.lme.hoi/^'^IJS^S^i;;;

triT, r^'
''otons, but that life is alter'd now-

Wi;„
*- '.''? f"'"'''"'^*^ f'"- eontemning love

:

W,' ?. K- '5'V"'P'-''"'"^ thoughts have punish -.1 m-Hith bitter fasts, with P.-uitcmial groans
\V,th nightly tears, and daily he.irt sore ^i^l, ,

r ?v, k
reyenge .;fmy contempt of lo,e.

r.o\c n.-ilh rha
. d sleep from my enthralled ejes,



^"^.:"ff^,±:^r^^":'^'P''^^ own lieurf. sor
[row
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o. Kcntle Proteus ! love's a miVlity lordAmi liatl. so humbled lue, as. I cmife^s
I Here is no woe to his correction,
-Nor, to Ins service, no sugli joy on c.ntli

'

IJow, no discourse, except it be of loveNovv can I l„-eak my fast, dine, sup, and sleepLpon ll,e very naked name of love '
'

Was fhi^H,".'^ i' 'i J/''^'*'*
^-our fortune in your eye.Was this the Klol that you worship so?

r'ri' No''"lf,,f V'" '' ''^ ^'''^ ""' ^ heavenly saint ?

^p. Call her'dtln'r"
"""">• P^''^^"""'

/w' o fl f. , I will not flatter her.

Au??,|i^;i^j:^-^^j^^g'-ne bitter pills;

Wt'Je't iTete^^ln'c'i^pX": '^ '^'^'^= ''"°' ^'"-•
Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth.pv. Except my mistress.

Exc'erit fhn,, „;u .
Sweet, except not any ;

P^I^ u r
" '^'"'''P' a.?ainst my love.

'

rJ ; K?} ".°' reason to prefer mine own '

Sh^shaU be !i':;"^JP '•'','=^'? P^^^^'" '"-'-. "°":

To be-n n,v I F.'^'"''"",''
"''^ high honour,-

Sh^nW r^ ^^ ^ "^'"' 'e-'^' the base earth

And nf sn" "'<='7-ef"-« <^hance to stealTkiss,And of so great a favour growin"- proud

And mak°
*'°°' 1'^"^ .s-.nme?-swellin|fl™ ^,,

,,.^:^Sor^?S^ij;i^fi;n#t-^.i;;r
She'iri^o!:°f^^™"''-'-''^-°''>---hies'no|iri;;g..

^7/' M f / '^l''^"'
'^' her alone.

A^'fa^?^i^L^5s;?^-ch';^j';;:s-'-'-'--n

>org.ve me. that I do not dream on thiebecause hou seest mc dote upon my love

On^v°f^''^'-
"™'' *'^?' '"=^ ^^''her likes^ '•Only for his possessions are so hu<fe

TJoHnv."';! ' "'r
^'o?.?

;
and I mult 'after,

- %-r BVj^'sTelSv-^^^oi'r/""
°^^'=^'°-^-

fHa^e 1

ym^\^^ "--^ •"' '-'™"^'d
= --y- mirerSSr marlvv itn all the cunning manner of our flieht

Hon -d InT^'^" f '^°';''=' =""' a" 'he meansI lotted, and greed on for my happiness

Sf?l','J™ ff"?'
^°

^^-'i''
'"^ to ""y chamber.

P^ Vf""'! '? ^"* '!^'= ^"fh thy counsel
y'; o Go on before ; I shall i.iquire you for'h •

I must unto the road, to disembark ^ '

A;id"'th,':n''rn^""
"'^^ ' "^'^^^ "'"«' "sc ;

/• , ^?-M,"
presently attend you.

y>U. \\ ill you makes haste ?
Pfo. I will.— \Ex,:n7U Valentine and Sn,--.rlEven as one heat another heat expels '^ ^P""'''-

Or as one nail by strength drives out anotherSo the remembrance ofmy former loveis by a newer object quite forgotten.
Is It imne eye, or Valentinus' Sraise.

"hit m?k'?.7„'f
'°"' °'' ,'"y '"^'^'= transgression.

khoK f^?, . f
''^.'''^O" ess, to reason thus !

Ti, . I .5-J i''"'' ^° '* J""a that I love.-

Whirh n °''''' '^°'" "°"' '"y '°^e is tliaxv-d

;

AV Inch, hke a waxen image gainst a fire.Bears no impression of the thing it was
And H'^.'V'r"

^^'^' '° \"alentine is cold.And that I love him not as I was wont •

U, init I love his lady too too much :
'

Hm Jl'^'if i*i
'''"^°? ^ '°^^ him so little.

Jriow Shall I doie on her with more atlvice.

S^!* ";T '"'""" ^<'"ee begin to love he '
Tis but her picture I have yet .beheld

B^t when n"' f^"l"'
"'>' •e^^on's li<ht

;

lint when I look on her perfections,mere is no reason but 1 sliall be blind.
ii 1 c.in check my erring love, I will •

I., -lot, to compass her Til use my skill. [/;>;;

SCENE V.-Milan. A Stmt
CA,..v I -'"f'?' Speed rtwnTLaunce.

/1««V. v'"'''-'
''y '"'"e honesty, welcome to MilanLatOKc. forswear not thyself, sweet youth, for I am

"nS!^^;!fh^'^Stt:?:''«^-|^^tamanis„^

paft'ld verylTrl^'hltl"'^^
='°-'^ '"' ""'-'• they

.S>m!'. But shall she marry him'
Laitncc. No.
.SAYrf. How then ? Shall he marry her ?Lanncc. No. neither.

'^

.S/wr/. What, are they broken'

l:VJjy\li°' ^''y^'"' ''"th as whole as a fish

f^f,i-Jt^
then, howstands the matter IVulliem.

it slars'weiiti'S'i'i'i's.^ '

-'>-
'' ='-'^-=" -th ii!;;,-.

.JAirf. What an ass art thou ! I understand fh-e nnf

I™ f" y* ''E'-'
what I do too : look thee • m hutlean and ray staff understands me. ' '^"'

.iA-<«. It stands under thee, indeed

/^'^!l ^^, '^°"='",^'on is, then, that it will^' '"•

bt,fbyTMe''"''"'^^'^''-^^'="'="'^^^^^^'f'-°'»m^^

sag|or&|-Itf^L'^^?on^--^e:^^
iV7%} "'';"=' ''"^" him otlierwise.

'

i>peect. Than how ? .,

^T"f%m "°u''''''=
'"'^''ei-. us thou reportest him to

/ ««t. w'hv''Zr'r'''°" ^^=' ""» ""-stakes 'me
ma;"er

^^"^y- f°°l' I "'eant not thee; I meant thy

fa'aj w'hv '^fvTr''^^^'-
''^ ''"°™e a hot lover.

him^ff'hv i^;:^' \^t^^^^^:;^s^^^^^^

as^^-l-'-^r'^^^'-^^cl^^J'ui;;:!:
<r?J^ A ?M ^'^ '^'"^ ^ Christian. WUt tho , g

,'
.i/i'^-rf. At thy service. fi "««/

SCENE VT.-Milan. .? ,-oo,n in i/ic nukcS Pakuc
r>.. f 1

.';'«'£•'- Proteus.

Tn I?; „7''-l-'(''-'"y <'"'''' shall I be forsworn
;To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn :

\nd"',^v^,*; i!'^'/"'^"'*' ^ =!'='" '^e much forsworn ;And even that power, which gave me first niv oathProvokes me to tills threefold perjury • ^ '

l-ove bade me swear, and Love bids ine forswe-rO sweet-suggesdng Love, if thou hast sfm° l'
'

It firsVrY'l''^,''""P''=^'?"^J'=<=f' t° «cuse iAt hrst I did adore a twinkling star.but now I worship a celestial sun.
Lnheedful vows may heedfully be broken ;And he wants wit, that wants resolved willTo leamhis wit f exchange the bad for better.He, fie. unreverend tongue ! to caU her bad,
^^ hose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr-d

I

" ith iwenty thousand soul-confirming oathscannot leave to love, and yet I do

T,!i i fIn*;^
leave to love, where I should lov«,juhd I lose, and Valentine I lose

:

f T
,„"=eP.them, I needs must lose myself:

I-n v^l
""-*'" '^"S find I, by their loss,-tor \ alentme, myself; for Julia, Silvia.

I to myself am dearer than a friend,

AnVS-'i'^-'^ ^"'! "'°st precious in itself;

SI ow^ i?,r
';"t"ess lieaven that made her fair l)

T ,liu f
' ''^ V"'

''' swarthy Ethiope. '

I will forget that Julia is alive.
Kemembering that inv love to her is dead •

And Valentine Til hold an enemy.
'

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend.

w,'?i?"".
""'' P™'*-' eonstant to myself.

Tl s nl'h^r"
"-eachery used to V'alentine.

1 nis night he nieaneth, with a corded ladder

Mv^, S'f";'^'

"'''""','•
?i'"'-''^ ehaniber-window :

'

Myself in counsel, lus competitor.
'

Of^.'h.f/Hf
""^' '" ^'^^ '"•'• '""'her notice

Jt tluir dissuiamg, and pretended fli^du
;
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\\'ho. all enrag'd, will banish Valentine,
For Thurio, he intends, shall weii his daus^fhter:

l^iit, \'alcntine beinij ^one, TJl quickly cross,

liy some sly trick, blunt Tliurio's dull procccdinj^.
I-ove, lend me wings to make my pur,.-ose swift,

As thou hast lent nie wit to plot this drift 1 [ExH.

SCENE VII.—Verona. A Room in Julia's Houst:
F-Htcr Julia and Lucetta.

yuL Counsel, Lucetta ; gentle girl, assist mc :

And, even in kind love, I do conjure thee,

—

A\"ho art the table wherein all my thoughts
Are visibly charactcr'd and engrav'd,

—

To lesson me ; and tell me some good mean,
Ho\v, with my honour, I may undertake
A journey to my lovin;^ Proteus,

/,:«-. Alas ! the way is wearisome and long.

Jtil. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps

:

Much less shall "she, that hath Love's wings to fly
;

And when the flight is made to one so dear.
Of such divine perfection, as Sir Proteus.
Luc. Better forbear, till Proteus make return.

JiiL O, know'st thou not, his looks are my soul's food V

Pity the dearth that I have pined in,

By longing for that food so long a time.
Didst tliou but know the inly touch of love.
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow,
As seek to quench the fire of love with words.

Liic. I do not seek to quench your love's hot fire.

But qualify the fire's extreme rage,
Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason.
Jnl. The more thou damm'st it up, the more it burns.

The current that with gentle murmur glides.
Thou know'st, being stopp'd, impatiently doth rage

;

But when his fair course is not hindered,
He makes sweet music with the enamell'd stones,
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ;

And so by many wnding nooks he strays,
With wilhng sport, to the wild ocean.
Then let me^o, and hinder not my course:
l"ll be as patient as a gentle stream,
And make a pastime of each weary step,
Till the last step have brought me to my love ;

And there I'll rest, as, after much turmoil,
A blessed soul doth in Elysium.

L7(c. But in what habit will you go along?
Jul. Not Uke a woman ; for 1 would prevent

The loose encounters of lascivious men.
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds
As may besceni some well-reputed page.
Luc. Why then, your ladyship must cut your hair.

Jul. No, girl ; I'll knit it up m silken strings,
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots ;

To be fantastic may become a youth
Of greater time than I shall show to be. [breeches?
Luc. What fashion, madam, shall I make your
Jut. That fits as well as—"Tell me, good my lord,

\\'nat compass will you wear your farthmgale T
Why, even what fashion thou best lik'st, Lucetta.
Luc. You must needs have them with a codpiece,

madam.
yul. Out, out, Lucetta! that will be ill-favour'd.

Luc* A round hose, madam, now's not worth a pin,
Unless you have a codpiece to stick pins on.
Jul. Lucetta, as thoii lov'st mc, let me have

What thou think'st meet, and is most mannerly.
But tell me, wench, how will Die world repute mc
For undertaking so tmstaid a journey V

I fear me, it willmake me scandaliz'd,
Luc. If you think so, then slayat home, and go not.
JuL Nay. that I will not.
Luc. Then never dream on infamy, l>ut go.

If Proteus like your journey when you come,
No matter who's displcas'd when you are gone

:

I fear me. he will scarce be pleas'd witlial.

JhL That is the least. Lucetta, of my fear;
A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears,
And instances as infinite of love,
Warrant mc welcome to my Proteus.
Luc. All these arc serv.ints to deceitful men.
JuL Base men. that use them to so base effect

!

But truer stars ilid govern Proteus' birth :

His words are bonds, Iiis oaths arc oracles ;

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate
;

His tears, pure messengers sent from his heart

;

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth.
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Luc. Prayheaven, heproveso,when you cometohimi
Jul. Now, as tiiou lov'st me, do him not that wrong

IVi bear a hard opinion of his truth :

I )nly deserve my love by loving him

;

And presently go with me to my chamber.
To take a note of what I stand in need of.

To furnish me upon my longing journey.
All that is mine 1 leave at thy dispose.

My goods, my lands, my reputation ;

Only, in lieu thereof, despatch me hence.
Come ; answer not, but to it presently :

1 am impatient of my tarriance. [ExcunC,

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Milan, /n the Duke's Palace.

Enter Duke, Thurio, and Proteus.

Duke. Sir Thurio, sjive us leave, I pray, a while ;

We have some secrets to confer about. [Exit Thurio.
Xow tell me, Proteus, what's your will with me?
Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would discover

The law of friendship bids me to conceal

:

But when I call to mind your gracious favours

Done to me, undeserving as I am,
.My duty pricks me on to utter that,

Which else no worldly good should draw from me.
Know, wortliy prince. Sir Valentine, my friend.

This night uitends to steal away your daughter ;

.Myself am one made privy to the plot.

I know you have determin'd to bestow her
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates

;

And should she thus be stoln away from you,

It would be much vexation to your age.
Thus, for my duty's sake, I rather chose
To cross ray friend in his intended drift.

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head
A pack of sorrows, which would press you down,
Bemg unprevented, to your timeless grave.
Diike. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care

;

Which to requite, command me while I live.

This love of theirs myself have often seen.

Haply, when they have judg'd me fast asleep;
.\nd oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid
Sir Valentine her company, and my court

;

But, fearing lest my jealous aim might err,

Ancl so, unworthily disgrace the man,
(A rashness that I ever yet have shunn'd,)
I gave him gentle looks ; tliereby to find

That which thyself hast now disclos'd to me.
And, that thou mayst perceive my fear of this.

Knowing that tencfer youth is soon suggested,
r nightly lodge her in an upper tower,
The key whereof myself have ever kept

;

And thence she cannot be convey'd away.
Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devis'd a mean

How he her chamber-window will ascend.
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ;

For which the youthful lover now is gone,
.\nd this way comes he with it presently

;

Where, if it please you, you may intercept him.
But, good my lord, do it so cunningly.
That my discovery be not aimed at

;

for love of you, not hate unto my friend.
Math made me publisher of this pretence.
Duke. Upon mine honour, he shall never know

That I had any light from thee of this.

Pro. Adieu, my lord : Sir Valentine is coming.
{Exit.

S.nter Valentine.
Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast ?

Val. Please it your grace, there is a messenger
That stays to bear my letters to my friends,
,\nfl I am going to deliver them.
Ditti. Be they of much import?
yal. The tenor of them doth but signify

.My health, and happy being at your court.
Duke. Nay, then no matter : stay with mc a while ;

I am to break with thee of some alfairs

I'hat touch me nc.ir, wherein thou nmst be secret.
Tis not unknown to tlice that I have sought
Po match my friend, Sir Thurio, to my daughter.
yal. I know it wefl, my lord ; and, sure, the iiuitch

\Vcre rich and honovirable : besides, the gentleman
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, an<l (lualitics

Beseeming such a wife as your f.iir daughter,

I
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him
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Duke. No, trust me: she is peevish, sullen, frowarJ.
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lackinof duty

;

Neither regarding that she is my child.

Nor fearing me as if I were her father

:

And, may "l say to thee, this pride of hers.

Upon advice, hath drawn my love from her

;

And. where I tliought the remnant of mine age
.Should have boen cherish'd by her child-like duty,
I now am full resolv'd to take a wife.

And turn her out to who will take her in :

Then, let lier beauty be her wedding-dower

;

For me and my possessions she esteems not.

Val. What would your grace have me to do in this ?

Duke. There is a lady in Verona here,
Whom I atTect ; but she is nice, and coy.
And nought esteems my aged eloquence

:

Now, therefore, would I have thee to my tutor,

(For long agone I have forgot to court

;

Besides, the fashion of the time is chang'd,)
How, and which way, I may bestow myself,
To be regarded in her sun-bright eye.

Val. Win her with gifts, if she respect not words

:

numb jewels often, in their silent kind.
More than quick words, do move a woman's mind.
Duke. But she did scorn a present tliat I sent her.

Val. A woman sometimes scorns what best con-
Send her another ; never give her o'er ; ftcnts her

:

For scorn at first, makes after-love the more.
If she do frown, 'tis not in hate of you,
But rather to beget more love in you

:

If she do chide, 'tis not to have you gone

;

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone.

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ;

For, "Get you gone," she doth not mean, " Away !"

Flatter and praise, commend, extol their graces ;

Though ne'er so black, say they have angels' faces.

That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man,
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.
Duke. But she I mean is promis'd by her friends

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth ;

And kept severely from resort of men.
That no man hath access by day to her.

Val. AVhy then. I would resort to her by night.

Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock'd, and keys kept
That no man hath recourse to her by ni^ht. [safe,

Val. What lets, but one may enter at ner window?
Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground.

And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it

Without apparent hazard of his life.

Val. Why then, a ladder quaintly made of cords,
To cast up, with a pair of anchoring hooks.
Would serve to scale another Hero's tower,
So bold Leander would adventure it.

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood.
Advise me where 1 may have such a ladder.

Val. When would you use it ? pray, sir, tell me that.

Duke. This very night ; for Love is like a child.

That longs for everything that he can come by.
Va7. By seven o'clock I'll get you such a lander.
Duke. But hark thee ; I will go to her alone :

How shall I best convey the ladder thither?
Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it

Under a cloak that is of any length.

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve the turn?
Val. Ay, my good lord.

Duke. Then, let me see thy cloak

:

I'll get me one of such another length.
Val. Why. any cloak will serve the turn, my lord.

Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak?

—

i pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me.—
[Puis open Valentine's cloak.

Wh.at letter is this same? What's here?—"To Silvia!"

And here an engine fit for my proceeding 1

I'll be so kold to break the seal for once. [Reads.

"My tJtoui^hls do harbour Tvilh 7«y Silvia 7ii<^htly ;

And slaves they arc to me, that send thevijlyin^

:

O, could their master co)ne and j^o as lightly,

Himsel/ioouldlodge,-wlure senseless tlieyarelyiitg!
My herald thougkis in thy pure bosom rest them ;

U hile I. their king, that thither them importune,
Do curse thegrace that ivith such grace hath bless'd

them.
Because myselfdo want my servants'fortune :

I curse myself,for they are sent by me, \be.''

That they should harbour -where their lord should

What's here ?

"Silvia, this flight I -will enfranchise thee."

Act 3.

'Tis so ; and here's the ladder for the purpose.

—

Wliy, Phaeton, (for thou art Merops' son,)

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car.

And with thy daring folly bum the world?
Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee?
Go, base intruder ! overweening slave !

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates.
And think my patience, more than thy desert,
Is privilege for thy departure hence ;

Thank me for this, more than foi' all the favours
"Which, all too nmch, I have bcstow'd on thee.
But if thou linger in my territories
Longer than swiftest expedition
Will give thee time to leave our royal court.
By Pleaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love
I ever bore my daughter or thyself.
Be gone ! I will not hear thy vain excuse ;

But, as thou lov'st thy life, make speed from hence,
[f-.-cit.

Val. And why not death, rather than living torment

!

To die, is to be banish'd from myself

;

And Silvia is myself: banish'd from her.
Is self from self; a deadly banishment

!

What light is light, if Silvia be not seen?
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by?
Unless it be, to think that she is by.
And feed upon the shadow of perfection.
Except I be by Silvia in the night.
There is no music in the nightingale

;

Unless I look on Silvia in the day.
There is no day for me to look upon :

She is my essence ; and I leave to be.
If I be not by her fair influence
Foster'd, illumin'd, cherish'd, kept alive.

I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom

:

Tarry I here, I but attend on death ;

But, fly I hence, I fly away fronx life.

Enter Proteus and Launce.
Pro. Run. boy ; run, run, and seek him out.

Launce. So-ho ! so-ho

!

Pro. What seest thou ?

Launce. Him we go to find : there's not a hair on 't

Pro. Valentine? [head, but 'tis a Valentine.
Val. No.
Pro. Who then? his spirit?

Val. Neither.
Pro. Wliat then?
Val. Nothing.
Lautice. Caii nothing speak? master, shall I strike?
Pro. Whom wouldst thou strike ?
Launce. Nothing.
Pro. Villain, forbear.
Launce. Why, sir. Til strike nothing: I pr.ay you,

—

Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear.—Friend Valentine, a
word. (news.

Val. My ears are stopp'd. and cannot hear good
So much of bad already hath possessed them.
Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine.

For they are harsh, untuneable, and bad.
Val. Is Silvia dead ?

Pro. No, Valentine.
Val. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia !

—

Hath she forsworn me ?

Pro. No, Valentine.
Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me !

—

Wh.at is your news? [vanished.
I^aunce. Sir, there is a proclamation that you are
Pro. That thou art banished. U. that's the news !

From hence, from Silvia, and from me, thy friend.
Val. O, I have fed upon this woe already,

And now excess of it will make me surfeit.

Doth Silvia know that I .am banished?
Pro. Ay, ay ; and she hath offer'd to the doom

(Which, unrevers'd, stantls in efl^ectual force)

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears :

Those at her father's churlish feet she tender'd

;

With them, upon her knees, her humble self;

Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became them,
.A.S if out now they waxed pale for woe :

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up.

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears.

Could penetrate her uucompassionate sire

;

But Valentine, if he be ta'en, must die.

Besides, her intercession chafd him so.

When she for thy repe.al was suppliant.
That to close prison he commantied her.
With many bitter threats of biding there. [speak'sl

Val. No more; unloss the next word that thou
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I lave some malignant power upon my life :

It so, I pray tl\ee, breatlie it in mine ear.

As ending anthem of my CEidless dolour.

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst not help.

And study help for that which thou lament'st.

Time is the nurse and breeder of all good.
Here if tliou stay, thou canst not see thy love ;

Resides, thy staying will abridge thy life.

Hope is a lover's staff; walk hence with that.

And manage it against despairing thoughts.
Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence

;

Which, being writ to me. shall be delivcr'd
Even in the hiilk-white bosom of thy love.

The time now serves not to expostulate :

Come, 111 convey thee through the city gate ;

.•\nd. ere I part mth thee, confer at large
Of all that may concern thy love-affairs.

As thou lov'st Silvia, though not for thyself.

Regard thy danger, and along with me.
l-al. I pray thee, Launce, and if thou seest my boy.

Bid him make haste, and meet me at the north gate.
Pro. Go. sirrah, find him out. Come, Valentine.
Val. O my dear Silvia ! Hapless Valentine 1

I
ExeuiU Valentine and Proteus.

LtiKttce. I am but a fool, look you ; and yet I have
the wit to think, my master is a kind of a knave : but
that's all one, if he be but one knave. He lives not
now, that knows me to be in love : yet I am in love
but a team of horse shall not pluck that from me, nor
who 'tis I love ; and yet 'tis a woman : but what woman,
I will not tell myself; and yet 'tis a milkmaid; yet 'tis

not a maid, for she hath had gossips : yet 'tis a maid,
for she is her master's maid, antl serves for wages.
She hath more qualities than a water-spaniel,—which
is much iu a bare Christian. {PitUing oitt a paper.)
Here is the cat-log of her condition. \Rea4s.\ "Im-
primis, ^nc can /etch and carry." Why, a horse
can do ito more : nay, a horse cannot fetch, but only
carry ; therefore, is she better than a jade. " Item.
Sfte can milk ;" look you, a sweet virtue in a maid
with dean hands.

Enter Speed.
Speed. How now, Signior Launce ! what news with

your mastershin?
Launce. Witn my master's ship? why, it is at sea.
Speed. Well, your old vice still ; mistake the word.

What news, then, in your paper?
Launce. 'The blackest news that ever thou heardest.
Speed. Why, man, how black ?

Launce. Why, as black as ink.
Speed. Let me read them.
Launce. Fie on thee, jolt-head 1 thou canst not
Speed. Thou liest ; I can. [read.
Launce. I will try thee. Tell mo this ; who begot
Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather. [thee?
Launce. O, illiterate loiterer 1 it was the son of thy

grandmother. This proves, that thou canst not read.
Speed. Come, fool, come ; try me in thy j)aper.
Launce. There ; and S.iint Nicholas be thy speedl
.'Speed. [Reads. \ " Imprimis, She can milk."
Launce. Ay. that she can.
Speed. " Item, She brews good ale."
Launce. And thereof comes the proverb,—Blessing

' f your he«irt, you brew good ale.
.speed. " Item, She can sew."
Launce. That's as much ;is to say, Can she so ?
Speed. " Item, She can knit."
Launce. What need a man care for a stock with a

wench, when she can knit him a stock?
Speed, " Item, She can wash and scour."
Launce. .\ special virtue ; for then she need not be

washed and scoured.
Speed. " Item, She can spin.
Launce. Then may I set the world on wheels, when

he can spin for her living.
Speed. •• Item, She hath many nameless virtues."
launce. That's as in\ich as to say, l>.istard virtues;

that, indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore
have no names.

.Speed. •' Here follow her vices."
Launce. Close at the heels of her virtues.
Speed. " Item, She is not to be kissed fasting, in

respect of her breath."
Launce. Well, th.it fault may be mended with a

^rcakfast. Read on.
Speed. " Item, She hath a sweet mouth."
Launce. That makes amends for her sour breath.
speed. " Item, She doth talk in her sleep."

Laiiiue It's no matter for that, so she bleep not in

her talk.

Spctd. " Item. She is slow in words."
Launce. O villain, that set this down amonp her

\i<:es ! To be slow iu words is a wnmrui's only virtue

:

I pray thee, out with 't, and place it for her chief
Speed. " Item, She is proud." [virtue.

Launce. Out with that too : it was Hve's legacy,
and cannot be ta'en from her.
Speed. " Item, She hath no teeth."
^Launce. I care not for that neither, because I love
Speed. " Item, She is curst." [crusts.

Launce. Well; the best is, she hath no teeth to bite.

Speed. *' Item, She will often praise her liquor."
Laitnce. If her liquor be good, she shall : if she will

not, I will ; for good things should be praised.
Speed. •' Item, She is too liberal."

Launce. Of her tongue she cannot, for that's writ
down she is slow of: of her purse she shall not, for

that I'll keep shut : now, of another thing she may,
and that cannot I help. Well, proceed.
Speed. "Item, She hath more hair than wit,* and

more faults than hairs, and more wealth than faults."

Launce. Stop there; I'll have her: she was mine,
and not mine, twice or thrice in that last article.

Rehearse that once more.
Speed. "Item, She hath more hair than wit."

—

Launce, More hair than wit, — it may be ; I'll

prove it: the cover of the salt hides tho salt, and
tlieretore it is more than the salt ; the hair, Iha/

covers the wit, is more than the wit, for the greater
hides the less. What's next 1

Speed. '• And more faults than hairs."

—

Launce, That's monstrous : O, that that were out

!

Speed,—" And more wealth than faults."

Launce, Why,that word makes the faults gracious.
Well, 1 11 have her; and if it be a match, as nothing
Speed. What then? [is impossible.

—

Launce. Why, then will I tell thee,—that thy master
stays for thee at the north gate.

Speed. For me I

Launce. For thee! ay; who art thou? he hath
stayed for a better man than thee.
Speed. And must I go to him?
Launce. Thou must run to him, for thou hast

stayed so long, that going will scarce serve the turn.
Speed. Why didst not tell nie sooner? pox of your

love-letters 1 (Lxit,
Launce, Now will he be swing'd for reading my

letter : an unmannerly slave, that will thrust himself
nto secrets 1—111 after, to rejoice in the boy's cor-
rection, \Exit.

SCENE 11.—Milan. A Room in the Duke's Palace.

Enter Duke and Thurio.

Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not but that she ^vill love
Now Valentine is banish'd from her sight. [you,

Thic. Since his exile she hath despis d me most,
Forsworn my company, and rail'd at nie.

That I am desperate of obtaining her.
Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figure

Trenched in ice, which with an hour's heat
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form.
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts.
And worthless Valentine shall be forgot.—

Enter Proteus.
How now, Sir Proteus ! Is your countryman.
According to our proclamation, gone?
Pro. Gone, my good lord.

Duke. My dauglitcr takes his going grievously.
Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief.

Duke. So I believe ; but Thurio thinks riot so.

Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee,
{I-"or thou hast shown some sign of good desert,)
M.akes me the better to cnfir with thee.

I'ro, Longer th.ni 1 prme Idj.iI to your grace.
Let inc not live to look upon your grace.
Duke, Thou know'st how wiU'«igTy I would effect

The match between Sir Thurio aim my daughter.
Pro, 1 do. my lord.
nuke. And also, I think, thou art not Ignorant

How she opposes her .'ig.'iiubt my will.

Pro. She did. my lord, when valentine was here.
Duke, Ay, and perversely she persevers so.

What might we do to make the gill forget
The love of V,ilentine, .and love Sir Thurio ?

Pro, The best way is, to slander Valentine
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"With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent,—
Three thin.£:s that women highly hold in hate.

Duj^c: Ay, but she'll thmk that it is spoke in hate.

Pi'o. Ay, if his enemy deliver it

:

Therefore, it must with circumstance be spoken
By one wliom she esteemeth as his friend.

/)HJbe. Tlien you must undertake to slander him.
Pro. And that, my lord. I shall be loth to do :

"Tis an ill otfice for a gentleman.
Especially against his very friend.

Dttks. Where your good word cannot advantage him,
Your slander never can endamage him ;

Therefore, the offica is indifferent,

Being entreated to it by your friend.

Pro, You have prevail'd, my lord : if I can do it,

By aught that I can speak in his dispraise,

She shall not long continue love to him.
But say, this weed her love from Valentine,
It follows not that she will love Sir Thurio.

Thii, Therefore, as you unwind her love from him,
Lest it should ravel and be good to none.
You must provide to bottom it on me ;

Which must be done, by praising me as much
As you in worth dispraise Sir V^entine.
Dtike. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in this kind;

Because we know, on Valentine's report.
You are already love's firm votary,
.A.nd cannot soon revolt, and change your mind.
Upon this warrant shall you have access
Wliere you with Silvia may confer at large ;

For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy,
And, for your friend's sake, will be glad of you

;

Where you ma> temper her, by your persuasion,
To hate young Valentme, and love my friend.
Pro. As much as 1 can do, I will effect :

—

But yon, Sir Thurio, are not sharp enough

;

You must lay lime to tangle her cfesires

By uailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows.
Duke. Ay. much is the force of heaven-bred poesy.
Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her beauty

You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart.
Write, till your ink be dry, and with your tears
Moist it again ; and frame some feehng line

That may discover such integrity

;

For Orpheus' lute was stnmg with poets' sinews

;

Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones-
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands.
After your dire lamanting elegies.
Visit by night your lady's chamber-window
With some sweet concert ; to their instruments
Tune a deploring dump : the night's dead silence
Win well become such sweet complaining grievance.
This, or else nothing, will inherit her.
Duke. This discipline shows thou liast been in love.
Thii^ And thy advice this night I'll put in practice :

Therefore, sweet'^'roteus, my direction-giver,
Let us into the city presently,
To sort some gentlemen well skill'd in music.
I have a sonnet that will serve the turn
To give the onset to thy good advice.
Duke. About it, gentlemen.
Pro. We'll wait upon your grace till after supper,

A.nd afterward determine our proceedings.
Diikc. Even now about it : I will pardon you.

\Uxeu7U.

ACT IV.
SCENE I.

—

The Frontiers (?/"Mantua. A Forest.

E}iter certain Outlaws.
1 Ont. Fellows, stand fast ; I see a passenger.
2 Out, If there be ten, shrink not, but down with 'em.

Enter Valentine and Speed.
3 Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you have about

If not, we'll make you sit, and rifle you. [yen
;

Spesd. Sir, we are undone: these are the villains

That all the travellers do fear so much.
Val, My friends,—
I Out. That's not so. sir ; we are your enemies.
2 One. Peace! we'll hear him.

3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will wc ; for he is a proper
man.

yal. Then know, that I have little wealth to lose.

A man 1 am, crnss'd with adversity

:

My riches are these poor habiliments,

Of which if you should here disfurnish me,
You take the sum and substance that I have.
^Oiit. Whither travel you?
Val. To Verona.
1 Out. Whence came you?
Val. From Milan.

3 Out. Have you long sojourn'd there?
yal. Some sixteen months; and longer might have

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. " [stay'd,

2 Oi<t. What, were you banish'd thence J

I'al. I was.
2 Ont. For what offence ?

I'aL For that which now torments me to rehearse;
I kill'd a man, whose death I much repent

;

But yet I slew him manfully, in fight,

\Vithout false vantage or base treachery.
1 02(t. Why, ne'er repent it, if it were done so.

But were you banish'd for so small a fault?
yal. I was, and held me glad of such a doom.
2 Out. Have you the tongues?
yal. My youthful travel therein made me happy.

Or else I often had been miserable.
^ Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood's fat friar,

Tliis fellow were a king for our wild faction I

1 Out. We'll have him :—sirs, a word.
Speed. Master, be one of them

;

It is an honourable kind of thievery,
Val, Peace, villain

!

2 Otit. Tell us this: have you anything to take to?
yal. Nothing, but my fortune.

3 Oitt. Know then, that some of us are gentlemen,
Such as the fury of ungovern'd youth
Thrust from the company of awful men

:

Myself was from Verona banished
For practising to steal av/ay a lady.
An heir, and near allied unto the duke.
c Ont. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman,

Who, in my mood, I stabb'd unto tKe heart,
1 07it. And I, for such like petty crimes as these.

But to the purpose ; for we cite our faults.

That they may hold excus'd our lawless lives

;

And, partly, seeing you are beautify"d
With goodly shape ; and by your own report
A linguist, and a man of such perfection.
As we do in our quality much want,

—

2 Out. Indeed, because you are a banish'd man,
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you.
Are you content to be our general?
To make a virtue of necessity,
And live, as we do. in this wilderness?
^Out. What say'st thou? wilt thou be of our consort?

Say ay, and be the captain of us all

:

We'll do thee homage, and be ruled by thee,
Love thee as our co^nmander and our king.

1 Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy, thou diest.

2 Out.'Wiow shalt not live to brag what we have offer'd.

Val. 1 take your offer, and wiU live with you ;

Provided that you do no outrages
On silly women, or poor passengers.

3 Out. No ; we detest such vile, base practices.
Come, go with us ; we'll bring thee to our cave.
And show thee all the treasure we have got

;

Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose.
{Exeunt,

SCENE II.—Milan. The Court (ifthe Palace,
Enter Proteus.

Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine,
And now I must be as unjust to Thurio
Under the colour of commending him,
I ha\-e access my own love to prefer

:

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy,
To be corrupted with my worthless gifts.

When I protest true loyalty to her.
She twits me with my (jdsehood to my friend

;

When to her beauty I commend my vows,
She bids me think how I have been forsworn,
In breaking faith with Julia whom I lov'd :

And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips.
Tile least whereof would quell a lover's hope,
Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love.
The more it grows, and fawneth on lier still.

But here comes Thurio : now must we to her wintl()W,

And give some evening nuisic to her ear.
Enter Thurio and Musicians.

Thu. How now. Sir Proteus ! are you crept before us ?

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio ; for you know that love
WiU creep in service where It cannot go.
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T'ai, Ay; but I hope, sir, that you love not here.
/'to. Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence.
r/iit. Whom? Silvia?
Prt?. Ay, Silvia.—for your sake.
T/iu. I thank you for your ohti.—Now gentlemen,

I,ct 's tune, and to it lustily a while.
Enlir, at a distance. Host, and Julia in boy's clothes.

Host. Now, my younf sjuest ; methinks you 're ally-
choUy : 1 pray you, why is it?

jful. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be merry
Host. Come, well have you merry : I'll brings yoi:

where you shall hear music, and see the q-entleman that
Jill. But shall I hear him speak ? [you asked for.
Host. Ay, that you shall.

jful. That will be music. \_Mitsicplays.
Host. Hark, hark

!

Jful. Is he amonsf these?
Host, Ay ; but peace I let 's hear 'em.

SONG.
IVIw is Silvia ? luhat is she }
That all our s^uains coimticjid her :

Holy, fair, attd 7vise is she :
TIte heaven stech grace did lend her.

That she might adtnired be.

Is she kind, as she is/air ?
For beauty lives with kindness

.

LOT'c doth to her eyes repair.
To Itelp him o/his blindness ;

.Ind, being lielp'd, inhabits there.

Then to Silvia let us sing,
T/tat Silvia is excelling :

Site excels eaeh itwrtal thing
Upon tile dull earth divelling:

To h^r let 7(s garlands bring.

Host. How now ! are you sadder than you were be-
fore? How do you, man? the music likes you not.
yul. Vou mistake ; the musician likes me not.
Host. Why, my pretty youth?
yul. He plays false, father.
Host. How? out of tune on the strings?
jful. Not so ; but yet so false, that he grieves my
Host. You have a quick ear. [very heart-strings.
jfitl. Ay; I would I were deaf! it makes me have a

slow heart.
Host, l^ perceive you delight not in music.
jfiiJ. Not a whit,—when it jars so.
Host. Hark, T^-hat fine change is in the music !

yul. Ay, that change is the spite. [thin;.; '!

Host. You would have them always play but ont
yul. I would always have one play but one thing.

Hut, Host, doth this Sir Proteus, that we talk on.
Often resort unto this gentlewoman ?

Host. I will tell you what Launce, his man, told me—he lov'd her out of all nick.
yul. Where is Launce ?

Host. Gone to seek his dog ; which, to-morrow, by
his master's command, he must carry for a present to
his lady.
yul. Peace I stand aside : the company parts.
Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you : I will so plead.

That you shall say my cunning drift excels.
Thu. Where meet we ?

Pro. At Saint Gregory's well.
Thu. Farewell. [/ixeuut Thurio and Musicians.

Enter Silvia above, at Iter luindow.
Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship.
Sil. I thank you for your music, gentlemen.

Who is that that spake?
Pro. One, tidy, if you knew his pure heart's truth.

You would ([uickly learn to know him by his voice.
Sil. .Sir Proteus, as I take it.

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant.
Sil. 'What is your will ?

P''"- That I may compass yours.
Sil. You have your wish : my will is even this,—

That presently you hie you home to bed.
Thou subtle, perjur'd, Oilse, disloyal man !

Think'st thou I am so shallow, so conceitless,
To be seduced by thy (lattery.
That hast dccelv d so iii.iny with thy vows?
Return, return, and make thy love amends.
Tor me,—by this pale queeri of night I swear,
lam so far from gr.mting thy request,
Th.it I despise thee for thy wrongful suit

;

And hy and by intend to chide myself,
liven for this lime I spend in talking to thee.

Pro. I grant, sweet love, th.it I did love a lady ;

But she is dead.
yul. [Aside.] 'Twere false, if I should speak it;

For, I am sure, she is not buried.
Sil. Say, that she be ; yet Valentine, thy friend.

Survives, to whom thyself art witness
I am betroth'd : and art thou not asham'd
To wrong him with thy iinportunacy?
Pro. I likewise hear, that Valentine is dead.
Sil. And so, suppose, am I ; for in his grave.

Assure thyself my love is buried.
Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth.
Sil. Go to thy lady's grave, and call hers thence

;

Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine.
yul. [Aside.] He heard not that.
Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate.

Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love.
The picture that is hanging in your chamber;
To that I'll speak, to that I'll sigh and weep ;
For, since the substance of your perfect self
Is else devoted, I am but a shadow.
And to your shadow will I make true love.
yul. [Aside.] If 'twere a substance, you would, sure.

And make it but a shadow, as I am. [deceive it.

Sil. I am very loth to be your idol, sir;
But, since your falsehood sliall become you well
To worship shadows, and adore false shapes.
Send to me in the morning, and I'll send it

:

And so, good rest.
P''"- As wretches have o'er night.

That wait for execution in the morn.
[Exeunt Proteus, ««rf Silvia, aboz'e.

yul. Host, will you go ?

Host. By my halidom, I was fast asleep.
yul. Pray you, where lies Sir Proteus '; [most day.
Host. Marry, at my house. Trust me. I think 'tis al-
yul. Not so ; but it hath been the longest night

Tliat e'er I watch'd, and the most heaviest.
[Exeunt.

SCENE lU.-The Same.
Enter Eglamour.

Egl. This is the hour that Madam Silvia
Entreated me to call, and know her mind :

There's some great matter she'd employ me in.—
Madam, Madam

!

Enter Silvia above, at her window.
Sil. Who calls?
Pg'^- Your servant, and your friend

;One that attends your ladyship's command.
Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good-morrow.
Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself.

.A.Ccording to your ladyship's impose,
I am thus early come, to know what sen'ice
It is your pleasure to command me in.

Sil. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman,—
Think not I flatter, for I swear' I do not.—
Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish 'd.
1 hou art not ignorant what dear good will
I bear unto the banish'd Valentine

;

Nor how my father would enforce ine marry
V'am Thurio, whom my very soul abhorr'd.
"Thyself hast lov'd ; and I have he.ir(l thee s.ny.
No grief did ever come so near thy heart.
As when thy lady and thy true love died,
Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity.
Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine,
To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode

;

And, for the ways are dangerous to pass,
I do desire thy worthy company.
Upon whose mith and honour I repose.
Urge not my father's anger, F:glamour,
But think upon my grief,—a lady's grief,—
And on the justice of i.iy flying hence.

with plagues.

To keel) me from a most unholy match
Which heaven and fortune still reward
I do ficsire thee, even from a heart
As full of sorrows as the sea of sands.
To bear me company, .and go with me

:

If not, to hide what I h.ive said to thee,
rhat I may venture to depart alone.
Egl. Madam, I pity much your grievances;

Which since I know they virtuously are plac'd,
I give jonsent to go along with you

;
Kecking as little what bctirleth me.
As much I wish all good befortune you.When will you go 1

Sil. This evening coming.
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Hirl. AVhere shall I meet you !

su. At friai Patrick's cell

^Vhere I intend holy confession.

li,s;l. I will not fail your ladyship. Good morrow,
Gentle lady.

Sil. Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour.
\Bxcunt Eglamour, and Silvia, abtn'e

SCHNE W.— The Same.
Enter Launce "vith his dog.

f.auHce. When a man's servant shall play the cur

with him, look you. it goes hard : one that I brouglit up

of a puppy ; one that I saved from drowning, when
three or four of his blind brothers and sisters went to

it. I have taught liim, even as one would say pre-

cisely. Thus I would teach a dog. I was sent to deliver

him as a present to mistress Silvia from my master

;

and I came no sooner into the dining-charaber, but

he steps me to her trencher, and steals her capons
leg. O, 'tis a foul thing, when a cur cannot keep himself

ill all companies ! I would have, as one should say

one that takes upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it

were, a dog at all things. If I had not had more wit

than he, to take a fault upon me that he did, I think

verily, he had been hanged for 't : sure as I live, he had
suffered for 't: you shall judge. Hethrusts me himself

into the company of three or four gendeman-like dogs
under the duke's table : he had not been there (bless

the mark '.) a pissing while, but all the chamber smelt

him. "Out with the dog !" says one; "'What cur is

that?" says another ;
" Whip him out," says the third ;

" Hang him up," says the duke. I, having been

acquainted with the smell before, knew it was Crab

;

and goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs:

"Friend," quoth I. "you mean to whip the dogS"

"Ay, marry, do I," quoth he. "You do him the

more wrong," quoth I ;
" 'tvvas I did the thing you

wot of." He makes me no more ado, but whips me out

ofthe chamber. How many masters would do this for

his servant ? Nay, I'll be sworn, I have sat in the stocks

for puddings he hath stolen, otherwise he had been
executed : I have stood on the pillory for geese he

hath killed, otherwise he had suffered for 't :
thou

Ihinkest not of this now !—Nay, I remember the trick

you served me, when I took my leave of Madam Silvia :

did not Ibid thee still mark me, and do as I do?
When didst thou see me heave up my leg, and make
water against a gentlewoman's farthingale! Didst

thou ever see me do such a trick?

Enter Proteus and Julia.

Pro. Sebastian is thy name? I like thee well,

And will employ thee in some service presently.

yitl. In what you please : I will do what I can.

Pro. I hope thou wilt.—[7"i? Launce.] How now,

you whoreson peasant 1

Where have you been these two days loitering ?

Launce. \Iarry, sir, I carried mistress Silvia the dog
yt^u bade me.
Pro. And what says she to my little jewel

Launce. Marry, she savs, your dog was a cur ;
and

tells you, currish thanks is good enough for such ~

Pro. But she received my dog? '

not : here haveNo, indeed, did si

brought him back again.

Pro. What I didst thou offer her this from me ?

Launce. Ay, sir : the other squirrel was stolen from

me by the hangman boys in the market-place ; and then

I offered her' mine own, who is a dog as big as ten of

yours, .•'nd therefore the gift the greater.

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog agam.

Or ne'er return again into my sight.

Away, I say I Stay'st thou to vex me here ?

A slave that still an end turns me to shame.
\_Exit Launce.

Sebastian, I have entertained thee,

Partly, that 1 have need of such a youth.

That can with some discretion do my business,

For 'tis no trusting to yond foolish lout

;

But chiefly for thy face and thy behaviour.

Which (if my augury deceive me not)

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth :

Therefore, know thou, for this 1 entertain thee.

Go presently, and take this ring with thee ;

Deliver it to Madam Silvia

:

She lov'd me well deliver'd it to me.
yul. It seems, you lov'd not her, to leave her token.

She's dead, belike 'I

Pro. Not 50 : I think, she Uvcs.

Jul. Alas!
Pro. Why dost thou cry, nias ?

Jul. I cannot choose but pity her.
Pro. Wherefore shouldst thou pity her!

Jul. Because, methinks, that she lov'd you as well

As you do love your lady Silvia.

She dreams on him, that has forgot her love ;

You dote on her, that cares not for your love.

'Tis pity, love should be so contrary

;

And thinking on it makes me cry, alas !

Pro, Weil, give her that ring ; and therewithal

This letter ;—that's her chamber.—Tell my lady

I claim the promise for her heavenly picture.

Your message done, hie home unto my chamber.
Where thou shall fuid me sad and solitary. {Exit.

Jul. Ho« many women would do such a message 1

.41as, poor Proteus ! thou hast entertain'd

A fox to be the shepherd of thy lambs.
Alas, poor fool ! why do I pity him.

That with his very heart despiseth me!
Because he loves her, he despiseth me ;

Because I love him, I must pity him.
This ring I gave him when he parted from me.
To bind him to remember my good will

:

And now am I (unhappy messenger !)

To plead for that which I would not obtain ;

To carry that which I would have refus'd ;

To praise his faith which I would have disprais'd.

I am my master's true confirmed love.

But cannot be true servant ts my master.
Unless I prove false traitor to myself.

Yet will I woo for him ; but yet so coldly.

As heaven it knows, I would not have him speed.
Enter Silvia, atteiuied.

Gentlewoman, good day ! I pray you, be my mean
To bring me where to speak with Madam Silvia.

Sil. ^^h^>t would you with her, if that I be she!

Jul. If you be she, I do entreat your patience

To hear me speak the message I am sent on.

Sil. From whom ?

Jul. From my master. Sir Proteus, madam.
Sil. O,—he sends you for a picture !

Jul. Ay, madam.
Sil. Ursula, bring ray picture there.—

[A picture brought.

Go, give your master this : tell him from me.
One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget,

Would better fir his chamber, than this shadow,

Jul. Madam, please you peruse this letter.

—

Pardon me, madam ; I have unadvis'd

Deliver'd you a paper that I should not

:

This is the letter to your ladyship.

Sil. I pray thee, let me look on that again.

Jul. It may not be ;
good madam, pardon me.

Sil. There, hold.
1 will not look upon your master's lines

:

I know, they are stufTd with protestations,

.\nd full of new-found oaths, which he will break.

As easily as I do tear his paper.

Jul. .Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring.

Sil. The more shame for him that he sends it me

;

[present. For, I have heard him say, a thousand times.

I His Julia gave it him at his departure.

I

Though his false finger have profan'd the ring.

Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong.
Jul. She thanks you.
Sil. What say'st thou!
Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tender her.

Poor gentlewoman 1 my master wrongs her much.
Sil'. Dost thou know her?
Jul. Almost as well as I do know myself:

To think upon her woes, I do protest.

That I have wept a hundred several times.

Sil. Belike, shethinks, that Proteus hath forsook her.

Jul. I think she doth; and that's her cause of sorrow.

Sil. Is she not passing fair ?

Jul, She hath been fairer, madam, than she is.

When she did tliink my master lov'd her well,

She, in my judgment, vtas, as fair as you

;

But since she did neglect her looking-glass,

.\nd threw her sun-expelling mask away.
The air hath starv'd the roses in her cheeks,

.\nd pinch'd the lily-tincture of her face.

That now she is become as black as I.

Sil. How tall was she?
Jul. About my stature : for, at Pentecost.

NV'hen all our pageants of delight wore play'd,

Our youth got ine to play the woman's part.
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Anil I was trimra'd in MaJain Julia's gown

;

Which served nie as fit. by all men's judgments.

As if the garment had been made for me

:

Therefore. I know she is about my height.

And at that time 1 made lier weep a-ffood

;

For I did jilay a lan\entable part

:

Madam, 'twas Ariadne, passioninsr

For Theseus' perjurj', and unjust tlight

;

Which 1 so lively acted with my tears.

That my poor mistress, moved therewithal.

Wept bitterly ; .iiul would 1 might be dead,

If I in thought felt not her very sorrow

!

5;V. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth.—

Alas, poor lady ! desolate and left !—
I weep myself, to think uiion thy words.

Here, youth ; there is my purse : I give tlice this

For thy sweet mistress' sake, because thou lov st lier.

Farewell.
. ., , 1

Vui. And she shall thank you for t, if e'er you know
her.— (i-Ar;? Silvia, w;VA Attendants.

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful.

1 hope my master's suit will be but cold,

Since she respects my mistress' love so much.
Alas, how love can trifle with itself!

Here is her picture : let me see ; I think.

If I had such a tire, this face of mine
Were full .as lovely as is this of hers

;

And yet the painter flatter'd her a little.

Unless I flatter with myself too much.
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow

:

If that be all the difference in his love,

I'll get me such a colour'd periwig.

Her eyes are gr.ay as glass ; and so are mine :

Ay, but her forehead's low : and mine's as high.

What should it be, that he respects in her.

But I can make respective in myself,

1 f this fond love were not a blinded god ?

Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up.

For 'tis thy rival. O thou senseless form

!

Thou shalt be worshipg'd, kiss'd, lov'd, and ador'd :

And, were there sense in his idolatrj'.

My substance should be statue in thy stead.

I'll use thee kindly for thy mistress' sake.

That us'd me so ; or else, by Jove I vow,

I should have scratch'd out your unseeing eyes.

To make my master out of love with thee. [/-xit

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Milan, ^n Abbey.

Enter Eglamour.

Egl. The sun begins to gild the western sky

;

And now it is about the very hour.

That Silvia at Friar Patrick's cell should meet me.

She will not fail : for lovers break not hours.

Unless it be to come before their time

;

So much they spur their expedition. [evening

!

See,where she comes \—[Enter Silvia. 1 Lady, a happy
Sii. Amen, amen ! go on, good Eglamour,

Out at the postern by the abbey-w;al

:

I fear I am attended by some spies.

Egl. Fear not : the forest is not three leagues off;

If wc recover that, we are sure enough. [Exeunt.

Til!. [Aside.] She needs not. when she knows it

/7;;(. What says she to my birth? (cowardice.

/'/vi. That you .ire well dcriv'd.

7)1/. [Aside.] True ; from a gentleman to a lool.

TJni. Considers she my possessions?

l>>-o. O. ay ; and pities them.
r/iu. Wherefores

, ,,
7111. [Aside.] Th.at such an ass should owe them.

'J'ro. That they are out by lease.

Jill. Here comes the duke.
Eit/ci- Dvike.

Dttke. How now. Sir Proteus ! how now, Thurio

!

Which of you saw Sir Eglamour of late?

Thu. Not L
Pro. Nor I.

Dit/te. Saw you my daughter?
Pro. Neither.
Duke. Why then.

She 's fled unto that peasant Valentine

;

And Eglamour is in her company.
'Tis true ; for Friar Laurence met them both.

As he in penance wander'd through tlie forest:

Him he knew well ; and guess'd that it was she

;

But, being mask'd, he was not sure of it

:

Besides, slie did intend confession

At Patrick's cell this even ; and there she was not.

These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence

:

Tlierefore, I pray you. stand not to discourse,

But mount you presently ; and meet with me
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot.

That leads towards Mantua, whither they .are fled:

Despatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. [Exit,

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl.

That flies her fortune when it follows her.

I'll after ; more to be reveng'd on Eglamour
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. [Exit.

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia's love

Than hate of Eglamour, that goes with her. [Exit.

Jut. And I will follow, more to cross that love

Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. [Exit.

SCENE \\l.—Frontiers lyMantua. The Forest.

Enter Outlaws with Silvi,i.

1 Out. Come, come; be patient; we must bring you

to our captain. .

Sil. A thousand more mischances than this one

Have learn'd me how to brook this patiently.

2 Out. Come, bring her away.
I Out. Where is the gentleman that was with her?

3 Out Being nimble-footed, he hath outrun us ;

But Moyses, and Valerius, follow him.

Co thou with her to the west end of the wood ;

There is our captain. We'll follow him that's fled

:

The thicket is beset ; he cannot 'scape.
.

[Exeunt all except the First Outlaw and Silvia.

I Out. Come, I must bringyou to our captain's cave.

Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind.

And will not use a woman lawlessly.

Sil. O Valentine 1 this I endure for thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE \V.—Anotherpart ofDie Forest.

Enter Valentine.

Val. Hovi use doth breed a habit in a man

!

SCENE H.—Milan. The liukc's Palace.

Enter Thiirio. Proteus, and Julia.

Thu. Sir Proteus, wh.at saj-s Silvia to my suit!

Pro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was
;

An<l yet she takes exceptions at your person.

Thu. What, that my leg is too long ?

Pro. No ; that it is too little.

Thu. I'll wear a boot to make it somewhat rounde
yul. [Aside.] But love v/ill not be spurr'd to what it

Thu. What says she to my face? [loathes.

Pro. She s.ays it is a fair one.

Thu. Nay then, the w.anton lies; my face is black.

Pro. But pearls are fair; and the old saying is,

Black men arc pe.arls in beauteous ladies' eyes.

yul. [A side.] "V'kUmq. such pearlsas put out ladies'

For I had rather wink than look on them. [eyes

;

Thu. How likes she my discourse?
Pro. Ill, when you talk of war.
Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and pe.ice?

yut.[Aside.] But better, indeed, when you hold

/'Ak. What says she tb my valour?
Pro. O, sir. she makes no doubt of that

These shadowy, desert, unfrequented woods,

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns.

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any,

.\nd to the nighting-ale's complairang notes

Tune my distresses, and record my woes.

thou, that dost inhabit in my breast.

Leave not the mansion so longr tenantless.

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall.

And leave no memory of what it was 1

Repair me with thy presence. Silvia I

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain 1

[Noise heard.

What halloing, and what stir, is this to-day?
These are my mates, that make their wills their law,

1 lave some unhappy passenger in chace.

They love me well ; yet I have much to do,

ro keep them from uncivil outrages.—
Withdraw thee, Valentine : who's this comes here ?

[Retires.

Enter Proteus. Silvia, awrf Juli.a.

^.. J Pro. Madam, this service I have done for you,

(your peace. 1 (Though you respect not aught your servant doth.)

I
ro hazard life, and rescue you from him
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That would have foreVI your honour and your lo^ e .

\'ouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look ,

A smaller boon than this I cannot beg.

AnA Ips<; than this. I am sure, you cannot give.
"
t'^ rJ^.^"-. 1 How like a dream is this 1 see and hear

!

Love,' lend ine patience to fort'^ar a while.

^.S>X;;^i^e;^^o;jf?fU^'.came,

y,a\JslLVAnd me, when heapproacheth to your

presence. , ,. „
5/7. Had I been seized by a hungry lion,

I uould have been a breakfast to t1\e beast.

Rather than have false Proteus rescue me.

O, heaven be judge, how I love Valentine.

Whose life's as tender to me as my soul

And fuU as much (for more there cannot be)

I do detest false perjur'd Proteus 1

Therefore be gone, sohcit me no more.
,„ j.^n,

>% What Sangerous action, stood it next to death,

Would I not undergo for one calm look/

O, 'tis the curse in love, and still approv a.

When women cannot love, -^ere they re beloved !

SiV When Proteus cannot love where he s Deiov a.

Read over Julia's heart, thy first best love.

For whose iear sake thou didst then rend thy faith

Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths

Descended into perjury, to love me.

Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou dst two.

And that's far worse than none : better have none

Than plural faith, which is tooinuch by one.

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend 1 ^^ ^^^^

mjr^espects friend? ^„ ^^„ t,,,, p„,eus. ^

Wo. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words

Can no way change you to a milder form,

I'll woo vou like a so dier, at arms end,

And °ove you 'gainst the nature of love.-force you.

SJL O heaven 1

^^^^^ ^^^^ ^.^^^ ^^ my desire

ya/. iComing fonoard.\ Ruffian, let go that rude

uncivil touch

;

Thou friend of an iU fashion !

.^^^^^^.^^

,

^Val Thou common friend, that's without faith or

(For such is a friend now) treach reus njan! .
llove& hast beguil'd my hopes : "«"ght but mine eye

Could have persuaded me. Now 1 dare not say,

1 have one fViend ahve : thou wouldst disprove me

Who Ihould be trusted now when one's right hand

Is oeriur'd to the bosom ? Proteus,

I am sorry I must never trust thee more.

But count the world a stranger for thy sake.

Be a sufficient ransom for offence.

I tender 't here ; I do as truly suffer.

As e'er I did commit. , .

,

AS e er i u
^^^^^ j ^^ p^^^ .

And once again I do. receive thee honest.-

Who by repentance is not satisnea, „,„,^m
Is nor of heaven, nor earth ; for these are pleas d.

By penitence th' Eternal's wrath's appeas d :-

A^.?. that my love may appear plain and free,

All that was mine m Silvia I give thee.
r^„,-„/^.

Jul. O me unhappy 1 l-^'""

7:i Iv^t boyf X-. -g! how now. what's th.

"w'o^gooTsir'^ny master charg'd me to deliver a

riu? o MaS Silvia r which, out of my neglect, was

"%4? Where is that rin^. boy?
.

[never done

rt,,[ Here 'tis : this is it. \Gtves a ring

fro, Howl let me seel-why. this is t'lie ring I gave

'"^"'fb cry you mercy, sir ; 1 have mistook

:

Tliis is the ring you sent to SHv.a.^^^^^
^^^^^^^^^ ^.^^^

Pro But how cam'st thou by this ring S

At my depart I gave this unto Julia.

y»/. And Julili herself did give it me

;

\nd Julia herself hath brought it hither.

Jul Kiher that gave aim to all thy oaths.

And entertain'd them deeply in If^ hfart

:

How oft hast thou with perjury cleft te root I

O Proteus ! let this habit make thee blush .

Be thou ashara'd, that I have.took upon me

Such an immodest raiment,-if shame hve

In a disguise of love.

Tt is the les.ser blot, modesty finds, .

Woinen to change 'their shapes than men thei nunds.

Pro. Than men their mmds! tis true. O heaven.

But constant.'he were Perfect :.
that one error

Fills him with faults ; makes him run through a l the

Inconstancy falls off. ere it begins. li'"=>

What is in Silvia's face, but I may sPY

More fresh in Julia's, with a constant eye J

Val. Come. come, a hand from either.

Let me be blest to make this happy close :

Twere pity two such fnends should be 'ong foes.

Pro. Bear witness, heaven. 1 have my wish for ever.

^"'
E^ae) Sluliws .uith Duke and Thurio.

Out. A prize 1 a prize 1 a prize ! _

Val. Forbe.-ir. forbear. I say 1 it is. my lord the

Your grace is welcome to a man disgrac d. \am..<:.

B.-inished Valentine. „. ,, , . ,

riuke Sir Valentine '.

rA«.' Yonder is Silvia; and Silvia's mme.

Val. Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy death.

Come not within the measure of my wratn

.

Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again.

Milano shall not hold thee. Here she stands .

Take but possession of her with a touch ,—

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love.
_

Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, i .

I hold him but a fool, that will endanger ,

His body for a girl that loves him not

:

I claim her not, and therefore she is thine.

Duke The more degenerate and base art thou.

T?make such means forher as thou hast done.

And leave her on such slight conditions.—

Now. by the honour of my ancestry.

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine,

knd tffiik thee worthy of an empress ove

:

Know then, I here forget all former griefs.

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home agam

.

Plead a new st.-ite in thvunnvaUd merit

To which I thus subsciibe.-Sir y.alentine.

Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv d ,

lake thou t'f.y Silvia, for thou hast desenjd her-

Vnl I thank your grace; the gift hatu maae me

I n^wbeseechyol. fo/vo- daughter's sake, [happy.

To grant one boon that 1 shall ask of you.

Duke I grant it. for thme own. whate er " »«:

i';,'/ ThSe banish'd men. that I .have kept withal.

Are men endu'd with worthy qnahties

:

For.'ive them what they have committed here,

\n(5'let them be recall'd from their exile

.

Thev are reformed, civil, full of good,

lnd^fi?for great employment. ^™"hy lord. thee

Duke. Tf^ou hast prevad'd
;, /,

P^d?" *f^
"^^^

Dispose of them, as thou know st tier deserts.

Come ; let us go : we wiU include all jars

With triumphs, mirth, and "re soleranit>

.

Val. And as we wiUk along. I dare be bol 1

With our discourse to make your grace to smile.

What think you of this page, my '0"'
'.„. . ,,,,,,,,.<.

Duke. I think the boy hath grace in him: he W shes.

Val I warrant you. my lord.—more grace than boy.

Duke. What mean you by that saying ?

Val Please you, I'll tell you .as we pass along,

That you will wonder what hath fortuned.-

Come, Proteus ; 'tis your penance, but to hear

iThe story of your loves discovered :

That done, our day of marriage shall be yours

;

One feast, one house, one mutual happmcss.
^^^^^^^



Merry Wives of Windsor.

DRAMATIS PERSOX.'E.

Sir John Falstaff.

Fenton.
Shallow, a Cotothy yustice.

Slender, cousin to Shallow.

5;°''^' \ t-wo Gentlemen divelling at Windsor.
Paee, j
William Page, a Boy, son to Page.
Sir Hugh Evans, a Welsh Parson.
Dr. Cams, a French Physician.
Host o/the Garter Inn.

.Bardolph, Pistol, Nym,/o//<?a/£>'J (yFalstaff.

Robin, page to Falstaff.

Simple, sen'ant to Slender.

Rugby, servant to Dr. Caius.

Mistress Ford.
Mistress Page.
Anne Page, her daughter, in lo-je Tvitk Fenton.
Mistress Quickly, sen'ant to Dr. Caius.

Servants to Page, Ford, Crc.

SCENE.—Windsor; and the neighboitrhood.

ACT I.

SCEXE I.—Windsor. Be/ore Pages House.

Enter yKj/jV-ir Shallow, Slender, <zHrf5iVHngh Evans-

5/I1I/. Sir Hugh, persuade me not; I will make a Star-

chamber matter of it : if he were Mventy Sir John Fal-

staffs, he shall not abuse Robert Shallow, Esquire.

Sltn. In the county of Gloster, justice of peace and
coram.
Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, and citst-ahrum.
Slen. Ay. and ralolornnt too : and a gentleman bom,

master parson ; who writes himself «r?»4''<''''''—in any
bill, warrant, quittance or obligation, armigero.
Shal. Ay, that I do ; and have done any time these

three hundred years.
Slen. AU his successors, gone before him, have

done 't ; and all his ancestors that come after him, may

:

they may give the dozen white luces in their coat.

Shal. It is an old coat.
Eva. The dozen white louses do become an old coat

well ; it agrees well, p.Tssant : it is a familiar beast to
man, and signifies—love.

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish is an old
Slen. I may quarter, coz? [coat.

Shal. You may, by marrying.
Eva. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it.

Sltal. Not a whit.
Eva. Yes. py "r lady ; ifhehasaquarterof 5'ourcoat,

there Is but tnree skirts for yourself, in my simple con-
jectures : but that is all one. If Sir John Falstaffhave
commifted disparagements unto you, I am of the
church, and will be glad to do my benevolence, to
make atonements ana compromises between you.

Shal. The council shall hear it : it is a riot.

Eva. It is not meet the council hear a riot ; there is

no fear of Got in .1 riot : the council, look you, shall
desire to hear the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot

;

take your vizaments in that. (sword should end it.

Shal. Ha! o' my life, if I were youn_tj again, the
Eva. It is petter that friends is the sword, and (tn<\

It : and there is also another device in my prain. which,
^eradventure, prings good discretions with it : there is

4nne Page, which is daughter to master George Page.
which is pretty virginity.

Slen. Mistress Anne Page? She has brown hair,

and speaks small, like a woman.
Eva. It is that fery person for .all the "orld, as just as

you will desire ; and seven hundred pounds of monies,
and gold, and silver, is her grandsire, upon his deatli's-

6ed, (Got deliver to a joyful resurrections !) give, when
she is able to overtake seventeen years old. It were a
goot motion, if we le.ave our pribbles and prabMes, and
desire a marriage between master Abraham and Mrs.
Anne Page. [pound?
Shal. bid her grandsire leave her seven hundred
Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny.
Slial. I Know the young gentlewoman; sheh.asgoti,!

gilts. [good gifts.

Eva. Seven hundred pounds and possibilities, is

ShaU Well, let us see honest master Page. Is Fal-
MalT there?
Eva. Shall I tell you a lie ? I do despise a liar, as I

do despise one that is false ; or as I despise one that

is not true. The knight, Sir John, is there ; and, I

beseech you, be ruled byyour well-willers. I will peat

the door for master Page. {Knocks.X What, hoi Got
pless your house here !

Page. {Within.\ Who's there?
Eva. Here is dot's plessiiig, and your friend, and

justice Shallow ; and here young master Slender, that

pcradventures, shall tell you another tale, if matters
grow to your likings.

Enter Page.

Page. I am glad to see your worships well. I thank
you for my venison, master Shallow.
Shal. Master Page, I am glad to see you : much good

do it your good heart ! I wished your venison better

;

it was ill kUl'd.—How doth good mistress Page?—and
I thank you always with my heart, la ; with my heart.

Page. Sir, I thank you.
Shal. Sir. I thank you ; by yea and no, I do.

Page. I am glad to see you, good master Slender.
Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, sir? I heard

say, he was outrun on Cotsall.

Page, It could not be judged, sir.

Slen. You'll not confess, you'll not confess.
Shal. That he will not:—'tis your fault, 'tis youi
Page. A cur, sir. [fault :

—
'tis a good dog.

Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair dog; can
there be more said ? he is good, and fair.—Is Sir John
Falstaff here ?

Page. Sir. he is within ; and I would I could do a
good office between you.
Eva. It is spoke as a Christians ought to speak.
Shal. He hath wronged me, master Page.
Page. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it.

Shal. If it be confessed, it is not redressed : is not
that so, master Page ? He hath wronged ine ; indeed,
he hath ;—at a word, he hath ;—believe me :—Robert
Shallow, Esquire, saitii, he is wronged.
Page. Here comes Sir John.

I'.nter Sir John Falstaff, Bardolph, Nym, and Pistol.

Fal. Now, master Shallow,—you'll complain of me
to the king? [deer, and broken open my lodge.
Shal. knight, you have be.aten my men, killed my
Fal. But not kissed your keeper's daughter?
Shal. Tut, a pin ! this shall be answered.
Fal. I will answer it straight :— I have done all this.

—That is now answered.
Shal. The council shall know this.

Fal. 'Twere better for you, if it were known in

counsel : y<»u"ll be laughed at.

J-7fa. Panca verba, .Sir John ; goot worts.
Fal. Good worts ! good cabba^je.—Slender, I broke

your head ; what matter have you against me ?

Slen. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head against
you ; and against your coney-catching rascals, Bar-
dolnli, Nym, and Pistol ; they carriedme to the tavern,
anri made me tirnnk, and afterwards picked my pocket.
Bard. You Banbury cheese 1

Slen. Ay, it is no matter.
Pist. How now, Mcphostophilus!
Slen. Ay, it is no nu'ittcr. (humour.
Nym, .Slice. I s.iy ! paiua, fauca : slice I tltat's my
Slen, Where's Sim|)le. my man?—c;myoutcll, cousin!
Eva, Peace, I pray you. Nov let us understand

:



30 Merry wives of Windsor. Aci I.

there is three umpires in this matter, as I understand

;

that is—master Pa^e,//rt't'/2ir£?^, master Pa^e; and the
is my^tM,Jidelicct, myself; and tlie three party is, lastly

and finally, mine host of the Garter.
Pao;e. AVe three, to hear it, and end it between them.
Ez'a. Feryijoot; I wiU make a prief of it in my note-

book : and we will afterwards 'ork upon the cause,
with as great discreetly as we can.
Fal. Pistol,—
Pist. He hears with ears.

E-'n. The tevil and his tam ! what phrase is this,
" He hears luitli car 1" Why, it is affectations.
Fal. Pistol, did you pick master Slender's purse?
SUn. Ay, by these gloves, did he,—or I would I

mifjht never come in mine own great chamber again
else,—of seven groats in mill-sixpences, and two
Edward shovel-boards, that cost m.e two shilling and
two pence a-piece of Yead Miller, by these gloves.
Fal. Is this true. Pistol?
Eva. No ; it is false, if it is a pick-purse.
Pist. Ha, thou mountain foreigner I—Sir John and

master mine,
I combat challenge of this latten bilbo.

—

Word of denial in thy labras liere ;

Word of denial : froth and scum, thou liest.

Sleii. By these gloves, then, 'twas he.
Nym. Be avised, sir, and pass good humours. I

will say, " 7iiarry trap,^^ with you, if you run the
nuthook's humour on me ; that is the very note of it.

Slcn. By tliis hat, then, he in the red face had it

.

for though I cannot remember what I did when you
made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an ass.

Fal. What say you. Scarlet and John?
Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I say, tlie gentleman

had drunk himself out of his five sentences,— [is !

Eva. It is his " five senses ;" fie, what the ignorance
Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say,

cashier'd ; and so conclusions pass'd the careires.
Slcn. Ay, you spake in Latin then too ; but 'tis no

matter ; I il ne'er be drunk whilst I live again, but in

lionest, civil, godly company, for this trick ; if I be
drunk, I'll be drunk with those that have the fear of
God, and not with drunken knaves.
Eva. So Got 'udge me, that is a virtuous mind.
Fal. You hear all these matters denied, gentlemen

;

you hear it.

Enter Anne Page, 7vith Il'itie ; Mistress Ford
and Mistress Page.

Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in ; we'll drink
within. [Exit Anne Page.
Slen. O heaven I this is mistress Anne Page.
Page, How now, mistress Ford I

Fal. Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very well

met : by your leave, good mistress. \Kissiji^ Jur.
Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome,—Come,

we have a hot venison pasty to dinner : come, gentle-
men, I hope we shall drink down all unkindness.

[ExetifU all but Shallow, Slender, a)ui Evans.
Slen. I had rather than forty shillings, I had my

Book of Songs and Sonnets here.
Enter Simple.

How now. Simple! Where have you been? I must
wait on myself; must I ? You have not the Book of
Riddles about you, have you?
Sim. Book of Riddles? why, did you not lend it to

Alice Shortcake upon AUhallowmas last, a fortnight
afore Michaelmas?
Shal. Come, coz ; come, coz ; we stay for you. A

word with you, coz ; marry, this, coz : there is, :is

'twere a tender, a kind offender, made afar olTby Sir

Hugh here : do you understand me?
Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable : if it be

so, I shall do that that is reason.
Shal. Nay, but understand me.
Slen. So I do, sir.

Eva. Give ear to his motions, master Slender : I will

description the matter to you, if you be capacity of it.

Slen. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow says : I

pray you pardon me ; he's a justice of peace in his

country, simple though I stand here.
Eva. But that is not the question : the question is

concerning your marriage.
Shal. Ay, there's the point, sir. [Anne Page.
Eva. M.irry, is it ; the very point of it ; to mistress
Slen. Why, if it be so, I will marry her upon any

reasonable (.lemanils.

Eva. But can you .affection the 'om.an? Let us
command to know that of your mouth, or of your lips;

for divers philosophers hold, that the lips is parcel of
the mouth : therefore, precisely, can you carry your
good will to the maid?
Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love her ?

Slen. I hope, sir, I will do as it shall become one that
would do reason.
Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you must

speak possitable, if you can carry her your desires to-
wards her. [marry her ?

Shal. That i'ou must. Will you. upon good dowry,
Sle}i. I will do a greater thing than that, upon your

request, cousin, in any reason.
Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet coz:

what I do, is to pleasure you, coz. Can you love the
maid ?

Slcn. I will marry her, sir, at your request ; but if

there be no great love in the beginning, yet heaven
may decrease it upon better acquaintance, when we
are married, and have more occasion to know one
another : I hope, upon familiarity will grow more con-
tempt : but if you say, " Marry her," I will marry her;
that I am freely dissolved, and dissolutely.

Eva. It is a fery discretion answer; save, the faul'

is in the 'ort " dissolutely :" the 'ort is, according to
our meaning, '* resolutely."—His meaning is goot.
Shal. Ay, I think my cousin meant well.

Slcn. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, la.

Shal. Here comes fair mistress Anne.

—

[Re-enter
.\nne Page.] Would I were young for your sake,
mistress Anne.
Anne. The dinner is on the table ; my father desires

your worships' company.
Shal. I will wait on him, fair mistress Anne.
Eva. Od's plessed will I I will not be absence at the

grace. [Exeunt Shallow and Sir H. Evans.
Anne. Will 't please your worship to come in, sir?

Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily ; I am very
Aline. The dinner attends you, sir. [well.

Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you forsooth.—Go,
sirrah, for all you are my man, go, wait upon my cousin
Shallow. [£"jri'^ Simple.] A justice ofpeace sometime
may be beholden to his friend for a man.— I "keep but
three men and a boy yet, till my mother be dead ; but
what though ? yet I live like a poor gentleman born.
Anne. I may not go in without your worship : they

will not sit, till you come.
Slen. V faith, I'll eat nothing ; I thank you as much
Anne. I pray you, sir, walk in. [as though I did.
Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you. I bruised

my shin the other day with playing at sword and dagger
with a master of fence,—three veneys for a dish of
stewed prunes;—and, by mj' troth, I cannot abide the
smell of^hot meat since.—Why do your dogs bark so ?

be there bears i' the town?
Anne. I think there are, sir, I heard them talked of.

Slen. I love the sport well ; but I shall as soon
jarrel at it as any man in England.—You arc afraid,

if you see the bear loose, are you not?
Anne. Ay, indeed, sir.

Slen. That's meat and drink to me, now: I have
seen Sackerson loose twenty times, and have taken
him by the chain ; but, I warrant you, the women have
so cried and shriek'd at it, that it passed : but women,
indeed, cannot abide 'em ; they arc very ill-favoured

rough things.
Re-enter Page.

Page. Come, gentle master Slender, come ; we stay
Slen. Ill eat nothing, I th.ank you, sir. [for you.
Page. By cock and pye, you shall not choose, sir :

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. [come, come.
Page. Come on, sir.

Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself shall go first.

Antte. Not I, sir ; pray you, keep on.
Slen. Truly, I will not go first ; truly, la ; I will not

do you that ivrong.
Anne. I pray you, sir.

Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly, than troublesome.
You do yourself >vi-ong, indeed, la. [Exeunt.

SCENE U.— The Same.
Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple.

E7'a. Go your ways, and ask of Dr. Caius' house,
wKch is the way : and there dwells one mistress

Quickly, which is in the maimer of his nurse, or his

dry nurse, or his cook, or his laundry, his washer, and
Sim. Well, sir. [liis wringer
Eva. Nay, it is petter yet.—Give her this letter; for
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it is a 'Oman tliat altogethers acquaintance with mis-

tiLss Anne Page: and the letter is, to desire and
rciniire her to soUcit your master's desires to mistress

Anne Fat;e. 1 pray you, be gone, I will make an end
of uiy dinner ; there's pippins and cheese to come,

( Jixeuni.

SCENE III.—--/ Koam in the Garter Inn,

Enter Falstaff, Host, Bardolph, Nym, Pistol, and
Kobin.

Fat. Mine host of the Garter,— [and wisely.

Host. What says my bully-rook? Speak scholarly

Fal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away some of iny

loUowers,
Host. Discard, bully Hercules ; cashier : let them
Fal. I sit at ten pounds a week, [wag ; trot, trot.

Host. Thou'rt an emperor, Ca;sar, Keisar, and
Plieezar. I will entertain Bardolph ; he shall draw,

he shall tap : said I well, bully Hector V

Fat. Do so, good mine host.

Host. I have spoke ; let him follow.—Let me see

tJiee froth and lime : I am at a word ; follow. \Exi(.

Fat. Bardolph, follow him. A tapster is a good
trade : an old cloak makes a new jerkin ; a withered
serving-man, a fresh tapster. Go ; adieu.
Bard. It is a life that I have desired : I will thrive.

PCst. O base Gongarian wight ! wilt thou the spigot

wield ? [Exit Bard.
Nym. He was gotten in drink : is not tne humour

conceited! His mind is not heroic, and there's the
humour of it.

Fai. I am glad I cUii so acquit of this tinder-box : his

thefts were too open ; his filching was like an unskilful

singer,—he kept not time.
A,'ym. The good humour is to steal at a minute's rest.

Pisl. " Convey," the wise it call. " Steal !" foh ! a fico

for the phrase !

Fai. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels.

Fist. Why, then, let kibes ensue. [must shift.

Fa/. There is no remedy; I must coney-catch; I

Pist. Young ravens must have food.
Fai. Which of you know Ford of this town!
Pisl. I ken the wight : he is of substance good.
Fai. My honest lads, I will tell you what I am about.
Pist. Two yards, and more.
Fai. No quips now, Pistol : indeed. I am in the

waist two yards about ; but I am now about no waste ;

I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make love to

Ford's wife: I spy entertamment in her; she discourses.
she carves, she gives the leer of invitation : I can con-
strutt the action of her familiar style ; antl the hardest
voice of her behaviour, to be Englished rightly, is, "/
a>n Sir John FaUtaff's."

Pist. He hath studied her well, and translated her
well,—out of honesty into English,
Nyni. The anchor is deep ; will th,at humour pass ?

Fat. Now, the report goes, she has all the rule of
her husband's purse ; he nath a legion of angels.

Pist. As many devils entertain ; and " To her, boy,"
say I. [the angels.
Nym. The humour rises ; it is good : humour me
Fat. I have writ me here a letter to her; and here

mother to Page's wife, who even now gave me good
eyes too. ex.amined my parts with most judicious eye-
liads: sometimes the beam of lier view gilded niy
foot, sometimes my portly lielly,

Pist. Then did the sun on dunghill shine.
Nyjn. I thank thee for that humour.
Fni. O, she did so course o'er my exteriors with such

a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye did
seem to scorch me up like a burning-glass I Here's
another letter to her : she bears the purse too; she is

a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty, I will be
cheater to them both, and they shall be exchequers
to me : they shall be uiy East and West Indies, and 1

will trade to them both. Go,' bear thou this letter to

mistress Page ; and thou this to mistress EortL ^Ve
kill thrive, lads, we will thrive,

Pist. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become.
And by my side wear steel 'r then, Lucifer take all

!

Nym. 1 will run no base humour : here, take the
humour-letter. I will keep the 'haviour of reputation.
Fai.

I
To kobin.l Hold, sirrah, bear you tliese

letters tightly

:

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores.

—

\lixit Rcbin.
Rognes, hence ! av.aunt ! vanish like hailstones, go ;

rru(lf(e, plod away »\ the hoof; &««k shelter, pack I

Falstaff will learn the humour of this age,
French thrift, you rogues ; myself, and skirted pa^e.

rllt
at.

Pist. Let vultures grii>c thy guts ! for gourd ;uid

fuUain holds,
And high and low beguile the rich and poor.
Tester I'll have in pouch, when thou sh.ilt lack.
Base Phrygian Turk 1

Nym. I have operations in my head, which be hu-
Pist. Wilt thou revenge? [mours of revenge.
Nym. By welkin, and her stars 1

Pist. With wit, or steel?

Nym. With both the humours, I

:

I will discuss the humour of this love to Page.
Pist. An"- 1 to Ford shall eke unfold.

He ValstafT, varlet vile.

His do/e will prove, his gold will hold.
And his soft couch defile,

A'ym. My humour shall not cool ; I will incense
Page to deal with poison ; I will possess him with
yellowness, for the revolt of mien is dangerous : that
is my true humour.

Pist. Thou art the Mars of malcontents : I second
thee ; troop on. {ExeuiU.

SCENE IV.—^ Room in Dr. Caius's Hoiise.

Enter Mistress Quickly and Simple.

Quick. What, John Rugby ! \Entcr Rugby.] I

pray thee, go to t'ne casement, and see if you can see
my master, master Doctor Caius, coming : if he do,

i faith, and find anybody in the house, here will be
an old abusing of God's patience, and the king's

JJ;/^. I'll go watch. (Enghsh.
Quick. Go ; and we 11 have a posset for 't soon at

night, in faith, at the latter end of a sea-coal fire,

\Exit Rugby.] An honest, willing, kind fellow, as
ever servant shall come in house withal ; and, I war-
rant you, no tell-tale, nor no breed-bate : his worst fault

is, that he is given to prayer ; he is something peevish

that way : but nobody but has his fault ; but let that

pass.—Peter Simple, you say your name is ?

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better.

Quick. And master Slender 's your master ?

Sim. Ay, forsooth.
Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard, like

a glover's paring-knife ?

Sim. No, forsooth ; he hath but a little wee face,

with a little yellow beard—a cane-coloured beard.
Quick. A softly-sprighted man, is he not ?

Sim. Ay, forsootn ; but he is as tall a man of his

hands, as any is between this and his head : he hath
fought with a warrener.
Quick. How say you ?—0, 1 should remember him

:

does he not hold up his head, as it were, and strut in

Sim. Yes, indeed, does he. [his gait?
Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse for-

tune ! Tell master parson Evans, I will do what I

can for your master : Anne is a good girl, and I wish

—

Re-enter Rugljy.
Rug. Out, alas, here comes my master.
Quick. We shall all be shent.—Run in here, good

young man
;
go into this closet : he will not stay long.

—

[Shuts Simple in the closet.} What, John Rugby I

John, what, John, I say ! Go, John, go inquire for my
master ; I doubt, he be not well, that he comes not
home. (iF-K^ Rugby.) \Sings.\ " And do'ujn, down,
adoTUK-a," &c,

E}iter Doctor Caius.
Cains. Vat is you sing 1 I do not like dese toys.

Pray you, go ana vetch me in my closet nu tioitier

vcrd : a box, a green-a box : do intend vat I speak?
a green-a box.

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; I'll fetch it you. [Aside.] I

am glad he went not in himself: if he had found the
young man, he would have been horn-mad.
Caius. Fe,fc,/c,/e I ma/oi,it/ait/brtchaud. "Jc

in en vais a la cour,—lagrtutde ajfaire.

Quiik. Is it this, sir?

Caius. Qui ; mette le an mon pocket ; dcjiechc,

quickly.—Vere Is dat kn.avc Rugby?
Quiik. What, John Rugby ! John 1

Re-enter Rugby.
Ruj:^. Here, sir.

Catus. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack
Rugby : come, take-a your rapier, and come after my
heel to lie court,
Ku)^. 'Tib ready, sir, here in the porch.
Caiui. By uiy trot, 1 tarry too loiiif.—Od'$ ina]
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QH'aije ouhlie ? dere is some simples in my closet, dat
rvill not for de varld I shall leave behind.
Quick. \Asidc.\ Ah nie 1 he'll I'md the younjj nir

there, and be mad.
Caius. diablc I citable I vat is in my closet ?

Villainy ! larroii I [Pulling Simple out.] Rutrby, my
Quick. Good master, be content. [rapier 1

Caius. Verelbre shall 1 be contenla?
Quick. The young man is an honest man.
Caius. Vat shall de honest man do in my closet ?

dere is no honest man dat shall come in my closet.

Quick. I beseech you, be not so phlegmatic. Hear
the truth of it : he came of an errand to me from

Caius. Veil. [parson Hugh.
Sim. Ay, forsooth ; to desire her to

—

Quick. Peace, I pray you.
Caius. Peace-a your tongue !—Speak-a your tale.

Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your maid,
to speak a good word to mistress Anne Page for my
master, in the way of marriage.

Quick. This is all, indeed, la ; but I'll ne'er put my
finger in the fire, and need not.

Caius. Sir Hugh send-a you ?—Rugby, baillez me
some paper.—Tarry you a little-a while. [ JTrites.

Quick. I am glad he is so quiet : if he had been
thoroughly moved, you should have heard him so loud,
and so melancholy.—But, notwithstanding, man, I'll

do your master what good I can; and the very yea and
the no is, the French doctor, my master,—I may call

him my master, look you, for I keep his house ; and 1

wash, wring, brew, bake, scour, dress meat and drink,
make the beds, and do all myself;— [hand
Sim. 'Tis a great charge to come under one body':
Quick. Are you avis'd o' thatf you shall find it ;

great charge : and to be up early and down late ;—
but notwithstanding,—to tell you in your ear,—I would
have no words of it,—my master himself is in love with
mistress Anne Page : but notwithstanding that, I know-
Anne's mind ; that's neither here nor there.

Cains. Youjack'nape, give-a dis letter to Sir Hugh
;

by gar, it is a shallenge : I viU cut his troat in de park

;

and I vill teach a scurvy jack-a-nape priest to meddle
or make.—You may be gone ; it is not good you tarry

here :—by gar, I vill cut all his two stones ; by gar, he
shall not have a stone to trowat his dog. [Exit Simple.
Quick. Alas ! he speaks but for his friend.

Caius. It is no matter-a for dat :—do not you tell-a

me, dat I shall have Anne Page for myself?—By gar,

I vill kill de Jack priest ; and I have appointea riiine

host of de yarretiere to measure our weapon.—By
gar, I vill myself have Anne Page.

Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be well,

"VVe must give folks leave to prate : what, thegood-jer.
Caius. Rugby, come to the court vit me.—By gar, if

I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head out of

my door.—Follow my heels, Rugby.
[Exeterit Caius ajtd Rugby,

Quick. You shall have An fool's-head of your own
No, I know Anne's mind for that : never a woman ir

Windsor knows more of Anne's mind than I do ; nor
can do more than I do with her, I thank heaven.
Fott. [IP ithin.] 'Who's within there? ho !

Quick. 'Who's there, I trow? Come near the house,
I pray you.

Enter Fenton.
Fetit. How now, good woman ! how dost thou S

Quick. The better, that it pleases your good worship
to ask.
Feut. 'What news? how does pretty mistress Anne';
Quick. In truth, sir, and she is pretty, and honest.

and gentle ; and one that is your friend, I can tell you
that by the way ; I praise heaven for it.

Pent. Shall I do any good, thinkest thou? Shall I

not lose my suit?
Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above ; but not-

withstanding, master Fenton, I'll be sworn on a book,
she loves you.—Have not your worship a wart above
Fent. Yes, marry have I ; what of that? [your eye?
Quick. 'Well, thereby hangs a tale.—Good faith, it

is such another N.-in;—but, I detest, an honest maid
as ever broke bread :—we had an hour's talk of that

wart.— I shall never laugh but in that uuiid's company

;

—but, indeed, she is given too much to allicholly and
musing. But for you—well, go to.

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day. Hold, there's

money for thee ; let me have thy voice in my behalf

:

if thou seest her before me, commend me

—

Quick, 'Willi? i' faith, that we will; and I will tell I

your worship more of the wart, the next time we have
confidence ; and of other wooers.
Fent. Well, farewell ; I am in great haste now.
Quick. Farewell to your worship.—(TJ-v;"/ Fenton.]

Truly, an honest gentleman: but Anne loves him not

;

for I know Anne's mind as well as another does.—Out
upon 't I what have I forgot ? [Exit,

ACT II.

SCENE 1.—Before Page's House.
Enter Mistress Page, with a Letter.

Mrs. Page. What! have I 'scaped love-letters in
the holyday time of my beauty, and am I now a sub-
ject for them. Let me see. [Reads.

"Ask file no reason why J love you ; for though
Icrve ?cse reaso7ifor hisprecisian, he admits 'him not
for his counsellor. You are notyoung, no more am
I ; go to then, there^s sympathy ; you are merry, so
am I; ha, ha I then, there's ynore sympathy : you
love sack, and so do I ; ivouldyou desire better synu
pathy % Let it suffice thee, tnistress Paj>e,—at the
least, ifthe love of a soldier can suffice,—that I lo^,'e

thee. I will not say. Pity jne,—'tis tiot a soldier-like
phrase ; but I say. Love me. Ey me.

Thine own true knight.
By day or night.
Or any kind oflight,
IVith all his might
For thee tofight. John Falstaff."

What a Herod of Jewry is this !—O wicked, wicked
world !—one that is well-nigh worn to pieces with age,
to show himself a young gallant ! AVhat an unweighed
behaviour hath this Flemish drunkard picked—with
the devil's name—out of my conversation, that he
dares in this manner assay me? Why, he hath not
been thrice in my company I—What should I say to
him ?—I was then frugal of my mirth :—heaven forgive
me !—Why, I'll exhibit a bill m the parliament for the
putting down of men. How shall I be revenged on
him ? for revenged I will be, as sure as his guts are
made of puddings.

Enter Mistress Ford.
Mrs. Ford, Mistress Page 1 trust me, I was going to

your house. [lookVery ill.

Mrs. Page. And, trust me, I was coming to you. You
Mrs. Ford. Nay, I'll ne'er believe that : 1 have to

show to the contrary.
Mrs. Page. Faith, but you do, in my mind.
Mrs. Ford. Well, 1 do then

;
yet, I say, I could

show you to the contrary. O, mistress Page 1 give
me some counsel.
Afrs. Page. What's the matter, woman ?

Mrs. Ford. O woman ! if it were not for one trifling

respect, I could come to such honour I

M>-s. Page. Hang the trifle, woman! take the ho-
nour. What is it?-^dispense with trifles ;—what is it ?

Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal
moment or so, I could be knighted.
Mrs. Page. What?—thou hest.—Sir Alice Ford!—

These knights will hack : and so, thou shouldst not
alter the article of thy gentry.
Mrs. Ford. 'We burn dayhght ;—here, read, read ;

—

perceive how I might be knighted.—I shall think the
worse of fat men,''as long as I have an eye to make
difierence of men's liking : and yet he would not swear,
praised women's modesty, and gave such orderlj'and
well-behaved reproof to all uncomeliness, that I would
have sworn his disposition would have gone to the
truth of his words ; but they do no more adhere and
keep place together, than the hundredth psalm to the
tune of " Green Sleeves." What tempest, I trow,
threw this whale, with so many tuns of oil in his belly,
ashore at Windsor? How sliall I be revenged on him?
think, the best way were to entertain him OTth hope,

till the wicked fire of lust have melted him in his own
grease.—Did ynu ever hear the like?
Mrs. Page. Letter for letter, but that the name of

Page and Ford differs !—To thy great comfort in this

mystery of ill opinions, here's the twin brother of thy
letter: but let thine inherit first; for, 1 protest, mine
never shall. I \\'arrrLut, he hath a thousand of these
letters, writ with blank space for difi'erent names,

—

sure, more,—antl these are of the second edition. He
will print them, out of iloubt : for he cares not what
he puts into the press, when lie would put us two. 1
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had rather be a jjiantess, and lie under Mount Pelion.
Well, I will find you twenty lascivious turtles, ere one
chaste man,
Mrs. Ford. Wlvj', this is the very same ; the very

hand, the very words. What dotli he think of us?
Mrs. Pa^e. Nay, I knuw not : it makes mc almost

ready to wr.ingle with mine nun Iimicsty. I'll enter-

tain nij'self like one that I am net aciiu.iinteil withal

;

tor, sure, xmless hckno^v some strain in inc. that 1 know
not myself, he wouUl never have boanled me in this fury.

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call you it? I'll be sure to
keep him above deck.
Mrs. Pns^e. So will I : if he come under my hatches,

111 never to sea again. Let's be revenged on him:
let's appoint liim a meeting ; give him a show of com-
fort in his suit ; and lead linn on with a fine-baited de-
I.iy, till he hath pawned his horses to mine host of
the Garter.
Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any villainy

against him, that may not sully the chariness of our
lionesty. O, that my husband saw this letter ! it would
give eternal food to his jealousy.
Mrs. Pa^£. Why, look, where he conies ; and my

good man too : he's as far from jealousy, as I am from
giWng him cause ; and that, I hope, is an unmeasura-
ble distance.
Mrs. Ford. \o\i are the happier woman.
Mrs. Page. Let's consult together against this

greasy knight. Come hither. [ They retire.

Enter Ford, Pistol, Page, and Nyni.
Ford. Well, I hope it be not so.

Pist. Hope is a curtail dog in some affairs

:

Sir John affects thy wife.

Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young.
Pist. He jwooes both high and low. botli rich and

Both young and old, one with another. Ford : [poor,
lie loves the gally-mawfry ; Ford, perpend.
Ford. Love my wife ?

Pist. With liver burning hot : prevent, or go thou.
Like Sir Acta!on he, with Ring\vood at thy heels.

—

O, odious is the name

!

ford. "Wliat name, sir?

Pist. The horn, I say. Farewell

:

fnight

:

Take heed ; have open eye ; for thieves do foot by
Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo-birds do
Away, sir corporal Nym !

—

[sing.

—

Believe it. Page ; he speaks sense. [hxit.
Ford, [jiside.] I will be patient: I will find out this.
A'yin. [To Page.] Ancl this is true; 1 like not

the humour of lying. He hath wronged me in some
humours : I should have borne the humoured letter
to her, but I have a sword, and it shall bite upon
my necessity. He loves your wife ; there's the short
and the long. My name is corporal Nym ; I speak,
and I avouch 'tis true : my n.'ime is Nym, ancf Fal-
staff loves your wife.—Adieu. I love not the humour
of bread and cheese ; and there's the humour of it.

Adieu. [hxit.
Pa^e.[ylside.] " TJte/iiitnoiiroyit," quoth'a'. here's

a fellow frights humour out of his w its.

Ford. I will seek out Falstaff.

Pagt.^ I will not believe such a Cataian, though the
priest o' the town commended him for a true man.
Ford. 'Twas a good sensible fellow :—well.
Page. How now, Meg !

Mrs. Page. Whither go you, George?—Hark you.
Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank ! why art thou

melancholy? [you liome, go.
Ford. I melancholy! I am not melancholy.—Get
Mrs. Ford. Faith, thou hast some crotchets in thy

head now.—Will you go, mistress Page ?

Mrs. Page. Have with you.—You'll come to dinner.
George !—f.,-/jiii< to Mrs. Ford.) Look, who comes
yonder: sfie shall be our messenger to this paltry
knight.
Mrs. Ford. Trust me, I thought on her: she 'U fit it.

Knter Mrs. Quickly.
Mrs. Page. You are come to sec my daughter Anne S

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and, I pray, how does good
mistress Anne? [talk with you.
Mrs. Page. Go in with us, and sec : we have an hour's
XExeiint Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. Quickly.
Page. How now, master For<U [nut'/
Ford. You heard what this knave told me, did yon
Page. Yes; and you lieanl wh.at the other told nieV
Ford. Do you tliinU there is truth in them?

Page. Hang "em, slaves ! I do not think th, kniglit
would offer it : but these that accuse him in his intent
towards our wives, are a yoke of his discarded men ;

very rogues, now they be out of service.
Ford. Were they his men ?

Page. Marry, were they. [lie at the Garter!
Ford. I like it never the better for that.—Does he
Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should intend this

voyage towards my wife, 1 would turn her loose to
him ; and what he gets more of her Uian sharp words,
let it lie on my head.
Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife ; but I would be

loth to turn them together. A man may be too con-
fident : I would have nothing lie on my hc'ad : I cannot
be thus satisfied.

Page. Look, where my ranting host of the Garter
comes. There is either liquor in his pate, or money in
his purse, when he looks so mQ:m\y.~{Enter Host.]
How now, mine host

!

[Cavalero-justice, I say 1

Host. How now, bully rook ! thou'rt a gentleman.

—

Enter Shallow.
Shal. I follow, mine host, I follow.—Good even, and

twenty, good master Page? Master Page, will you go
with us ? we have sport in hand.
Host. Tell him, cavalero-justice; tellhini, bully-rook.
Slial. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between Sir

Hugh, the Welsh priest, and Cains the French doctor.
Ford. Good mine host o' the Garter, a word with
Host. What sayest tliou, my bully-rook ? [you.

[ They ^o aside.
Shal. [ To Page. 1 Will you go with us to behold it ?

My meri-y host hath had the measuring of their
weapons; and, I think, hath apjjointed them contrary
places ; for, believe me, I hear the parson is no jester.
Hark, I will tell you what our sport shall be.

[ They go aside.
Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, my

guest-cavalier ?

Ford. None, X protest : but I'll give you a pottle of
burnt sack to give me recourse to him, and tell him
my name is Brook ; only for a jest.
Host. My hand, bully : thou shalt have egress and

regress ; said I well ? and thy name shall be Brook,
It is a merry knight.—Will you go on, hearts V

Shal. Have with you, mine host. [in his rapier.
Page. I have heard, the Frenchman hath good skill
Shal. Tut, sir ! I could have told you more. In these

times you stand on distance, your passes, stoccadoes,
and I know not what : 'tisthe'heart. master Page ; 'tis

here, 'tis here. I have seen the time, with my long
sword, I would have made you tour tall fellows skip
like rats.

Host. Here, boys, here, here! shall we wag?
Page. Have with you.—I had rather hear them scold

than fight. [Exeunt Host, Shallow, and Page.
Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands" so

firmly on his wife's frailty, yet I cannot put off my
opinion so easily : she was in his company at Page's
liouse ; and what they made there, I know not. Well,
I will look farther into 't ; and I have a disguise to
sound Falstaff. If I find her honest, I lose'not my
labour ; if she be otherwise, 'tis labour well bestowed.

[Exit.

SCENE II.—y^ room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstaff and Pistol.

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny.
Pist. Why, then the world's mine oyster.

Which I with sword will open.

—

I will retort the sum in equipiige.
Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, sir, you

should lay my countenance to pawn : I have grated
upon my good friends for three reprieves for you and
your coacli-fellow, Nym; or else you had looked
through the grate, like a gemini of baboons. I am
d.anmed in hell for swearing to gentlemen, my friends,
you were good soldiers, antl tall fellows : and when
mistress Bridget lost the handle of her fan, I took t

upon mine honour thou hadst it not. (pence?
Pist. Didst thou not share? hadst thou not fifteen-
Fal. Reason, you rogue, reason : thinkest thou, I'll

enrl.mger my soul gr.atis? At a word, hang no more
.diout me ; I .am no gibbet for you :—i.'o.—A short
knife and a throng :—to your manor of Pickthatch, go.
—You'll not bear a letter for me, you rogue !—yoii
stand upon your honour I—Why, thou unconfinable
b.iseness, it is .as much as I can do. to keep the terms

nine honour precise, I, 1, li myself soiiiatiincs.
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leavincfthe fear of heaven on the left hand, and hidintr

mine honour in my necessity, am fain to shuflle, to

hedge, and to lurch ; and yetyou, rogue, ui![ ensconce
your rags, your cat-a-n\ountain looks, your red-lattii c
phrases, and yourbold-beating oaths, under the shelter
of your honour ! You will not do it, you !

Pisi, I do retent : what wouldst thou more of man '.

JinUr Kubin.
Ko/>. Sir. here's a woman would spe.ak with you.
fat. Let her approach.

E7Uer Mistress Quickly.
Quick. Give your worsliip good-morrow.
JFal. Good-morrow, good wife.

Quick. Not so, an 't please your worship.
Fal. Good maid, then. [hour I was born.
Quick. I'll be sworn ; as my mother was, the first

Fal. I do believe the swearer. What with me ?

Quick. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word or
two ? [safe thee the hearing.
Fat. Two thousand, fair woman; and I'll vouch-
Quick. There is one mistress Ford, sir :— I pray,

come a little nearer this ways.—I myself dwell with
master Doctor Caius,

—

Fat. 'Well, on : Mistress Ford, you say,

—

Quick. Your worship says very true ;—I pray your
worship, come a little nearer this ways.
Fal. I warrant thee, nobody hears ;—mine own

people, mine own people. [them his servants !

Quick. Are they so? Heavenbless them, and make
Fat. Well: Mistress Ford;—what of her?
Quick. Why, sir, she's a good creature. Lord, lord!

your worship's a wanton 1 Well, heaven forgive you,
and all of us, I pr.iy I

Fat. Mistress Ford ;—come, mistress Ford,

—

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long of it

:

you have brought her into such a canaries, as 'tis

wonderful? the best courtier of them all, wlieu the?

court lay at Windsor, could never have brought her to
such a canary : yet there has been knights, and lords,

and gentlemen with their coaches ; 1 warrant you,
coach after coach, letter after letter, gift after gift

:

smelling so sweedy—all musk—and so rushling. I war-
rant you, in silk and gold ; and in such alligant terms

;

and in such wine and sugar of the best, and thefairesi,

that would have won any woman's heart ; and, I war-
rant you, they could never get an eye-wink of her.— 1

had myself twenty angels given me this morning ; but
1 defy all angels, (in any such sort, as they say,) but
in the way of honesty :—and, I warrant you, they could
never get her so much as sip on a cup with the proudest
of them all : and yet there has been earls, nay, which
is more, pensioners ; but, I warrant you, all is one with
ijer. [she Mercury.
Fat. But what says she to me f be brief my good
Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter; for

the which she thanks you a thousand times ; and she
gives you to notify, that her husband will be absence
from his house between ten and eleven.
Fal. Ten and eleven ?

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may come and
see the picture, she says, that you wot of :—master
Ford, her husband, wiU be from home. Alas ! the
sweet woman leads an ill life with him ; lie's a very
jealousy man; she leads a very frampold life with him.
good he.irt. [her ; I will not fail her.

Fat. Ten and eleven.—Woman, commend me tu

Quick. Why, you say well. But I have another
messenger to your worship. Mistress Page hath licr

hearty commendations to you, too:—and let me tell

you in your ear, she's as fartuous a civil modest wife.

and one (I tell you) that will not miss you morning noi

evening prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe'er be the
other :—and she bade me tell your worship, that her
husband is seldom from home ; but, she hopes, there
will conic a time. I never knew a woman so dote upon
a man : surely, I think you have charms, la ; yes, in

truth.

Fat. Not 1. 1 assure thee : setting the attraction of
my good parts aside, I have no other charms.
Quick. Blessing on your heart for't

!

Fat. But, I pray thee, tell me this : has Ford's
wife, and Page's wife, acquainted each other how they
love me?

Quick. Th.at were a jest, indeed !—they have not so
little grace, I hope :—th.at were a trick, indeed !—But
mistress Page would desire you to send her your little

page, of all loves : her husband has a marvellous in

lection to the little page ; and, truly, master Page is

an honest man. Never a wife in Windsor leads a
l>etter life than she does : do what she will, s,ay wh.it
she will, take all, pay all, go to bed when she list, rise

when she list, all is as she will : and, truly, she deserves
it ; for if there be a kind woman in Windsor, she is

one. You must send her your page ; no remedy.
Fal. Why, I will.

Quick. Nay. but do so, then : and, look you, he may
come and go between you both ; and, in any case,

have a nayword, that you may know one another's
mind, and the boy never need to understand anything

;

for 'tis not good that children should know any wicked-
ness : old folks, you know, have discretion, as they
say, and know the world.
Fal. Fare thee well : commend me to them both.

There's my purse ; I am yet thy debtor.—Boy, go
along witli this woman.

—

{Exeunt Quickly and Robin.

1

This news distracts nie.

Pist. This punk is one of Cupid's carriers.

—

Clap on more sails ; pursue ; up with your fights

;

Give fire ; she is my prize, or ocean whelm thein all

!

[Exit.
Fat. Sayest thou so, old Jack? go thy w.ays ; I'll

make more of thy old body than I have done. Will
they yet look after thee : Wilt thou, after the expense
of so much money, be now a gainer ? Good body, I

thank thee. Let them say, 'tis grossly done ; so it be
fairly done, no matter.

Enter Bardolph.
Bard. Sirjohn. there's one master Brook below would

fain speak with you, and be acquainted with you : and
hath sent your worship a morning's draught of sack.
Fat. Brook, is his name ?

Bard. Ay, sir.

Fat. Call him in. {Exit Bardolph.] Such Brooks
are welcome to me, that o'erflow such liquor.—Ah,
ha! mistress Ford and mistress Page, have I encom-
passed you V go to ; fia !

Re-enter Bardolph, 111111: Ford disguised.
Ford. Bless you, sir !

Fat. And you, sir! \vould you speak with me?
Ford. I make bold, to press with so little prepar.ition

upon you.
Fat. You 're welcome. What's your will?—Give us

leave, drawer. \Exil Bardolph.
Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent much

;

my name is Brook. j^ofyou.

Fat. Good master Brook, I desire moreacquaintance
Ford. GoodSirJohn, Isue for yours : not to charge

you ; for I must let you understand, I think myself m
better plight for a lender than 3'ou are : the which hath
something emboldened me to tliis unseasoned intru-

sion ; for, they say, if money go before, all ways do lie

open.
Fat. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on.
Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here

troubles me ; if you will help to bear it. Sir John, take
all. or half, for easing me of the carriage. [porter.

Fat. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be your
Ford. I will tell you sir, if you will give me the

hearhig. [be your servant.
Fat. Speak, good master Brook ; I shall be glad to
Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar,— I will be brief

with you ;—and you have been a man long known to
nie, though I had never so good me.ans, as desire, to
make myself acquainted with you. I shall discovejjr a
thing to you, wherein I must very much lay open mine
own imperfection ; but, good Sir John, as you have one
eye upon my follies, as you hear them unfolded, turn
another into the register of your own, that I may pass
with a reproof the "easier, sith you yourself know now
easy it is to be such an offender.
Fat. \'cry well, sir ; proceed.
Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, her
Fat. Well, sir. (husband's name is Ford.
Ford. I have long loved her, and, I protest to you,

bestowed much on her ; followed her with a doting
observance ; engrossed opportunities to meet her

;

fee'd every slight occasion that could but niggardly
give nie sight of her ; not only bought many presents
to give hei-, but have given lai^ely to many, to know
wh.at she would have given. Briefly, I li.ivc pursued
her as love hath pursued me ; which hath been on the
wing of all occasions. But whatsoever I li.avs merited,
either in nijr niiud, or in my means, meed, I am sure,

I have received none; unless eypericnce be a jewel:
that I have purchased ;tt an infinite rate ; and that
hath taught nie to say this,

—
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LtK'clikca shadowjlies, when substance lovepursues ;

Pursuing that thatflies, andflying whatpursues.
Fal. Have you received no promise of satisfaction
Ford. Never. [at her hands ?

Fal. Have you importuned her to such a purpose V

Ford. Never.
Fal. Of what gualit)- was your love, then?
Ford. Like a fair house, built upon another man's

eround ; so that I have lost my edifice, by mistaking
the place where I erected it. [me?
Fal. To what purpose have you unfolded this to
Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you

all. Some say, that though she appear honest to nie,

yet in other places she enlirgcth her mirth so far, that
there is shrewd construction made of her. Now, Sir
John, here is the heart of my purpose : you are a gen-
tleman of excellent breeding, admirable discourse, of
great admittance, authentic in your place and person,
generally allowed for your many war-like, court-like,
Fal. O, sir! [and learned preparations.
Ford. Believe it. for you know it.'—There is money ;

spend it, spend it; spend more; spend all I have;
only give me so much of your time m exchange of it,

as to lay an amiable siege to the honesty of this Fords
wife : use your art of wooing ; win her to consent to
you ; if any man may, you may as soon as any.
Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of your

affection, that I should win what you would enjoy t

Methinks, you prescribe to yourself very prepos-
terously.
Ford. O, understand my drift. She dwells so

securely ontheexceUencyofher honour, that the folly
of my soul'dares not present itself: she is too bright to
be looked against. Now, could I come to her with
any detection in my hand, my desires had instance and
argument to commend themselves : I could drive her
from the ward of her purity, her reputation, her mar-
riage vow, and a thousand other her defences, which
now are too strongly embattled against me. What
say you to "t. Sir John ?

Fal. Master Brook, I will first make bold with your
money ; next, give me your hand ; and last, as I am a
gentleman, you shall, if you will, enjoy Ford's wife.
Ford. O good sir !

Fal. I say you shall. [none.
Ford. Want no money, Sir John ; you shall want
Fal. Want no mistress Forcf. ma.ster Brook ; you

shall want none. I shall be with her (I may tell you) by
her own appointment : even as you came in to me, her
assistant, or go-between, parted from me : I say, I

shall be with her between ten and eleven ; for at that
time the jealous rascally knave, her husband, ivill be
forth. Come you to me at night

; you shall know how
I speed. [know Ford, sir?
Ford. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do you
Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ! I know him

.lot.—'Vet I wrong him, to call him poor : they say, the
jealous wittolly knave hath masses of money ; for the
which, his wife seems to me well-favoured. I will use
her as the key of the cuckoldly rogue's cofi"er ; and
there's my hardest-home, (avoid him, if you saw him.
Ford. 1 would you knew b'ord, sir, that you might
Fa/. Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue ! I will

starehim out of his wits ; I will awe him witli my cudgel,
—it shall hang like a meteor o'er the cuckold's horns.
Ma.ster Brook, thou shalt know I will predominate over
the peasant, and thou shalt lie with his wife.—Come to
me soonat night.—Ford's a knave, and I will aggravate
his style ; thou, master Brook, shalt know him for knave
and cuckold.—Come to me soon at night. [Exit.
Ford. What a damned Epicurean rascal is tliis !

—

My heart is readj; to crack ivith impatience.—Who
says this is improvident jealousy ? my wife h.ath sent to
him, the hour is fixed, the match is made. Would any
man have thought this?—See the hell of having a false
woman ! My bed shall be abused, my coffers ran-
sacked, my reputation gnawn at ; and I shall not only
receive this viUninniis wrong, but stand under the
,adoptionof abomin.ible terms, and by him tli.at does
me this wrong. Teniis I names !—Ainaiinon sounds
well ; L-ucifer, well ; Barbason, well ; yet they ;irc
devils' acliiitions, the names of fiends: but cuckold!
wittol cuckold; the devil himselfhalh not such a name.
I'age is an ass. a secure ass : he will trust his wife ; he
will not be jealous. I will rather trust a Fleming with
my butter, parson 1 lugh the Welshman with my cheese,
an Irishman with my .iqua-vita; bottle, or a thief to
walk my ambling geldinu, than my wife with herself:

then she plots, then she ruminates, then she devises

;

and what they think in their hearts theymay effect, they
will break their hearts but they will effect. Heaven be
praised for my jealousy 1—Eleven o'clock the hour:-

1

will prevent this, detect my wife, be revenged on Fal-
staff. and laugh at Page. I will about it ; better three
hours too soon, than a minute too late. Fie, fie, fie

!

cuckold ! cuckold ! cuckold ! [Exit.

SCENE III.—Windsor Park.

Enter Caius and Rugby.
Caius. Jack Rugby,

—

Rug. Sir?
Caius. Vat is de clock. Jack ?

[ to meet.
Rug. 'Tis past the hour, sir, that Sir Hugh promised
Caius. By gar. he has save his soul, dat he is no

come : he has pray his Pible veil, dat he is no come.
By gar. Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if he be come.
Ru^. He is wise, sir ; he knew your worship would

kin him, if he came.
Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as I vill

kill him. Take your rapier. Jack ; I vill tell you how
R7<g. Alas, sirl I cannot fence. [I vill kill him.
Caius. Villainy ! take your rapier.
Rug. Forbear ; here's company.

Enter Host, Shallow, Slender, and Page.
Host. Bless thee, bully doctor 1

Shal. Save you, master Doctor Caius

!

Page. Now, good master doctor

!

Slen. Give you good-morrow, sir.

Caitii.^'aX be all you, one. two, tree, four, come for ?
Host. 1 o see thee fight, to see thee foin, to see thee

traverse ; to see thee here, to see thee there ;to see thee
pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse, thy distance,
thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? is he dead,
my Francisco? ha, bully I What says my ^sculapius?
my Galen? my heart of eMer? ha! is he dead, bully
Stale ? is he dead ?

Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of de
vorld ; he is not show his face. [Greece, my boy!
Host. Thou art a Castalian king. Urinal ! Hector of
Caius. I pray you, bear vitness that me have stay

six or seven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no come.
Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor : he is a

curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies ; if you
should fight, you go against the hair of your profes-
sions.—Is it not true, master Page ?

Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a
great fighter, though now a man of peace.

.Shal. Bodykins. master Page, though I now be old,
and of the peace, if I see a sword out, my finger itches
to make one. Though we are justices, aiul doctors,
and churchmen, master Page, we have some salt of
our youth in us ; we are the sons of women, master
Page. 'Tis true, master Shallow. [Page.
Shal. It will be found so, master Page.—Master

doctor Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am
sworn of the peace : you have showed yourself a wise
physician, and Sir Hugh hath shown himselfa wise and
patient churchman. "V'ou must go with me. master
doctor. [Mock-water.

Jfost. Pardon, guest-justice.— A word, monsieur
Caius. Mock-vater ! vat is dat

!

(bully.
Host. Mock-water, in our English tongue, is valour.
Caius. By gar, den, I have .as much mock-v.ater as

de Englishman.—Scurvy jack-dog priest! by gar, me
vill cut his ears.
Host. He wll clapper-claw thee tightly, bully
Caius. Clappcr-de-claw ! vat is dat ?

tlost. That IS, he will make thee amends.
Caius. By gar, me do look, he shall clapper-de-claw

me ; for, by gar, me vill h.ave it.

/lost. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag.
Caius. Me tank you for dat.
Host. And'inoreover, bully,—But first, master guest,

and master Page, and eke cavalero Slender, {aside ft

them. \i;n ynu tliri>ii;;h tlu- town in Frogmore.
Pa^e. Sir Hugh is there, is he?
Host, lie is there : see wli.at humour he is in ; and I

will bring the doctor about by the fields. Will it do well?
.Shal. Wc will do it.

Page, Shal., aud S/tii. Adieu, good master doctor.
[Extun/ I'.age, Shallow, rfmi' Slender.

Ci.ius. By gar, me vill kill de priest ; for he speak
for .a jack-Jin-ajie to Anne P.-igc.

Host. Let him flic : sheathe thy impatience ; throw
cold water on thy cholcr : fo about the fields with me
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through Frogmore : I will brin^ thee where mistress
Anne Page is, at a farm-house a-feasting ; and thou
Shalt woo her. Cry aim, said I well?

Cai'us. By tjar, me tank you for dat : by gar, I love
you ; and.l shall procure-ayou de good guest, deearl.
de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my patients.

Host. For the which Iwill be thy adversary toward
Anne Page. Said I well?

CiZius. By gar, 'tis good ; veil said.
Nost. Let us wag, tllen.

Caucs. Come at my heels. Jack Rugby. \E.\cn>il.

ACT III.

SCENE I.

—

/I Fie/d near Frogmorc.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans a7id Simple.
hva. I pray you now, good master Slender'sserving"-

man. and friend Simple by your name, which way have
you looked for master Caius, that calls himself Doctor
of Physic?
Si7n. Marry, sir, tlie pittie-ward, the park-ward,

every way ; old Windsor way, and every way but the
town way. [look that way.

E':'a. I most fehemcntly desire you, you will also
Sim. 1 will, sir. ^Retirini^.

Eva. Pless my soul ! how full of cholers I am, and
trempling^ of nund!— I shall be i^^Iad, if he have de-
ceived me.—How melancholies I am !— I will knog his

urinals about his knave's costard, when I have goot
opportunities for the "ork ;—pless my soul !— \Sings.

To shailoiu rivers, to ivhose/aUs
Melodious birds sin^ madrigals ;

There ivill nve 7?iake our peds ofroses^
4.nd a thonsa7idfragrantposies.

To skalloiu—
Mercy on me I I have a great dispositions to cr>'.

{Sings.
Melodious bii'ds sing madrigals

:

—
li'hen as I sat in Pabylon,—
And a thonsand vagrant posies.

To shallow-
Sim. [Cojnittgfor^vard.] Yonder he is, coming this

way, Sir Hugh.
Eva. He's welcome.

—

[Sings.
To shallow rivers, to whoseJails—

Heaven prosper the ri^ht !—what weapons is he ?

Sim. No weapons, sir. There comes my master,
master Shallow, and another gentleman, from Frog-
more, over the stile, this way.
Eva. Pray you. give me my gown ; or else keep it

in your arms. [Heads in a book.

Entt'rVa^Q. Shallow, «««' Slender.
Shal. How now, master parson! Good-morrow, good

Sir Hugh. Keepagamesterfromthedice, and agood
student from his book, and it is wonderful.

Sle7t. Ah, sweet Anne Page

!

Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh I

EiJa. Pless you from His mercy sake, all of you !

Shal. What, the sword and the word ! do you study
them both, master parson 1

Page. And youthful still, in your doublet and hose,
this raw rheumatic day?
Eva. There is reasons and causss for it.

Page, We are come to you to do a good office,

Eva. Fery well: what is it? [master parson.
Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, wlio.

beUke havin.g received wrong by some person, is at

most odds with his own gravity and patience that ever
you saw.
Shal. I have lived fourscore years and upward ; 1

never heard a man of his place, gravity;, and learning.
Eva. What is he? fso wide of his own respect.
Page. I think you know him ; master doctor Caius.

the renowned French physician.
Eva. Got's will, and his passion of my heart ! I hatl

as lief you would tell me oi a mess of porridge.
Page. Why?
Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibbocrntes

and Galen,—and he is a knave besides; a cowartUy
knave, as you would desires to be acquainted withal.

Page. I warrant you, he's the man should fight with
Slcn. O, sweet Anne Page ! [him.
Shal. It appears so, by his weapons.—Keep them

asunder:—lierc comes doctor Caius.
Enter Host. Caius, and Rugby.

Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your
Shal. So do you, good master doctor. [weapon.

Host. Disarm them, and let them question : let them
keep their limbs whole, and hack our English.
Cains. I pray you. let-a me speak a word vit your

ear: verefore vill j-ou not meet-a me?
Eva. Pray you, use your patience: in goot time.
Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog,

John ape.
Eva. Pray you, let us n(^ be laughing-stogs to other

men's humours; I desire you in friencKhip, and I will

oneway or otlier make you amends:—Iwill knog
your urinals about your knave's cogscomb for missing
your meetings and appointments.

Cai2(s. Diable !—^Jack Rugby,—mine host de^-ar^r-
tie7-e,—have I not stay for him to kill him ? have I not,

at de place I did appoint?
Eva. As I am a Christian soul, now, look you, this

is the place appointed : I'll be judgment by mine host
of the Gairter.

Host. Peace, I say, Gallia and Guallia ; French and
Welsh ; soul-curer and body-curer

!

Cni7is. Ay, dat is very good ; excellent.
Host. Peace. I say! hear mine host of the Garter.

Am I politic? am I subtle? am I a Machiavel? Shall I

lose my doctor? no ; he gives me the potions, and the
motions. Shall I lose my parson, my priest, my Sir

Hu:^h? no; he gives me the proverbs and the noverbs.
—Give me thy nand, terrestrial ; so :—^^ve me th.y

hand, celestial; so.—Boys of art, I have deceived you
both; I have directed you to Avrong places: your
hearts are mighty, y>dur skins are whole, and let burnt
sack be the issue.—Come, lay their swords to pawn.

—

Follow me, lad of peace ; follow, follow, follow.

.Shal. Trust me, a mad host !—Follow, gentlemen,
Slen. O, sweet Anne Page I [follow.

[Exeunt Shallow, Slender, Page, ajid Host.
Cains. Ha. do I perceive dat ? have you make-a de

sot of us. ha, ha?
Ei'a. This is well ; he has made us his vloutingstog.

—I desire you, that we may be friends ; and let us
knog our prains together to be revenge on this same
scall, scurvey, cogging companion, the host of the
Garter.
Caius. By tjar, vit all my heart. He promise to

bring me verels Anne Page: by gar. he deceive me too.

Eva. Welt, I will smite his noddles.—Pray you. fol-

low. \ExiU7it.

SCENE n.—.^ Street in Windsor.

E7iter Mistress Page a7ui Robin.

Mrs. Page. Nay. keep your way, little gallant : you
were wont to be a follower, but now you are a leader.

Whether had you rather, lead mine eyes, or eye your
master's heels?
Rob. I had rather, forsooth, go before you li'ice a

man, than follow him like a dwarf.
Mrs. Page. O. you are a flattering boy : now I see

you'll be a courtier.
E7tter Ford.

Ford. Well met. mistress Page. Whither go you?
Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife : is she at

home?
Ford. Ay ; and as idle as she may hang together;

for want of company. I think, if your husbands wein
dead, you two would marry.
Mrs. Page. Be sure of that.—two other husb.inds.
Ford. Where had you this pretty weathercock?
Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens Iiis name

is my husband had him of.—What do you call your
knight's name, sirrah?
Rob. Sir John Falstaff.

Ford. Sir John Falstaff!
Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on^ name

—

There is such a league between my good man and
he !—Is your wife atliome, indeed?
Ford. Indeed, she is.

M7's. Page. By your leave, sir: I am sick, till I see
her. {Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin.
Ford. Has Page any brains? hath ne any eyes?

hath he any thinking? Sure, they sleep ; he hath no
use of them. \Vhy, this boy will carry a letter txventy
miles, as easy as a cannon will shoot point-blank
twelve score. He pieces-out his wife's inclination ; he
gives her folly motion and advantage: and now
she's going to my wife, and Falstaff 's boy with her:—
a man may hear this shower sing in the wind :—and
Falstaff 's boy with her !—Good plots !—they are laid

;

and our revolted wives share damnation together.
Well ; I will take him, tjien torture my wife, pluck the
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I)orrowcd veil of modesty from the so-seeming Mrs.

Page, divulge Page himself for a secure and wilful

Acta:on ; and to these violent proceedings all my neigh-

bours shall cry aim.
(
Clocl: striies. ] The clock gives me

my cue, and my assurance bids me search : there I

shall find KalstaJT. I shall be rather praised for this,

than mocked ; for it is as positive as the earth is firm,

that Falstaff is there : I will go.

Enicr Page, Sliallnw, Slender. Host, Sir Hugh Evans.
Caius, auci Rugby.

Page, Shal., &<:. Well met, master Ford.
Ford. Trust rae, a good knot. I have good cheer

at home ; and I pray you all go wth me.
Shal. I must excuse myself, master Ford.
Slot. .'Vnd so must I, sir: we have appointed to dine

with Mrs. Anne, and I would not break with her for

more monev than I'll speak of.

Sluil. We have lingered about a match between
Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and this day v.e

shaU have our answer.
SUn. I hope I have your good-will, father Page.
Page. You have, ma.ster Slender ; I stand wholly for

you :—but my wife, nuister doctor, is for you altogether.

Caius. Ay, by gar; and de maid is love-a me : my
nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush.

//os(. What say 3'ou to young master Fenton ? he
capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he writes
verses, he speaks holiday, he smells April and May :

he will carry 't, he will carry 't ; 'tis in his buttons ; he
will carry 't.

Page. Not bymy consent, I promise j'ou. The gen-
tleman is of no having : he kept company with the wild
Prince and Poins; he is of too high a region ; he knows
too nmch. No, he shall not knit a knot in his fortunes
with the finger of my substance : if he take her, let

him take her simply ; the wealth I have waits on mj-
consent, and my consent goes not that way.
Ford. I beseech you, heartily, some of you go home

with me to dinner: besides your cheer, you shall have
sport : I will show you a monster.—Master Doctor,
you shall go;—so shall you, master Page ; and you.
Sir Hugh.
Shai. Well, fare you well : we shall have the freei

wooing at master Page's.
S^Exeunt Shallow and Slender.

Caius. Go home, John Rugby ; I come anon
[Exit Rugby.

f/ost. Farewell, my hearts : I will to my honest
knight Falstaff, and drink canary with him.

lExi( Host.
Ford. [Aside.] I think, I shall drink in pipe-wine first

with him ; I'll make him dance.—Willj'ougo, gentles?
Aii. Have with you, to see this monster.

[Exeutt/.

SCENE lll.—yt Room in Ford's House.

Enter Mistress Ford and Mistress Page.

Mrs. Ford. What. John 1 what, Robert 1

Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly:—Is the buck-basket

—

Mrs. Ford. Iwarrant.—What, Robin, I say 1

Enter Servants ioith a large Basket.
Mrs. Page. Come, come, come.
Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. fbrief.

Mrs. Page. Give your men the charge : we must be
Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John, and

Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew-house ; and
when I suddenly call you, come forth, and, without
any pause or staggering, take this basket on your
shoulders : that done, trudge with it in all haste, an<l

carry it among the whitsters in Datchet-mead, and
there empty it in the muddy ditch, close by the Thames
Mrs. Page. You will do it ? [side.

Mrs. Ford. I have told them over and over ; they
lack no direction.—Be gone, and come when you are
called. [Exeunt Servants.
Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin.

Enter Robin.
Mrs. Ford. How now, my cyas-musket I what news

with you f

Rob. My master, Sir John, is come in at your back
door, mistress Ford, and requests your company.
Mrs. Page. You lilllc Jack-a-lcnt, h.avc you beci

true to US?
Rob. Ay, 111 be sworn. My master knows not of

your being here ; an'l hath thrcitenerl to put me into

everlasting liberty, if I tell you of it ; for he swears
heTJ turn nic aw.iy.
Mrs, Page. Thou 'rt a good boy ; this secrecy of

thine shall be a tailor to thee, and shall make thee a
new doublet and hose.—I '11 go hide me.
Mrs. Ford. Do so.—Go tell thy master, I am alone,

—Mistress Page, remember your cue. [Exit Robin.
Mrs, Page. I warrant thee ; if I do not act it, hiss

me. [Exit,
Mrs. Ford. Go to, then : we'll use this unwholesome

humidity, this gross watery pumpion ; we'll teach him
to know turtles from jays.

Enter Falstaff.

Fat. " H.ave I cauglit my heavenly jewel J" Why,
now let me die, for I have lived long enough ; this is

the period of my ambition : O this blessed hour 1

Mrs. Ford. Oh, sweet Sir John !

Fai. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate,
mistress Ford. Now shall 1 sin in my wish : I would
thy husband were dead ; I'll speak it before the best
lord,—I would make Ihee my lady. |a pitiful lady.

.^frs. Ford. I your lady. Sir John I alas, I should be
Fal. Let the court of France show me such another.

I see how thine eye would emulate the diamond : thou
hast the right arched beauty of the brow that becomes
the ship-tire, the tire-valiant, or any tire of Venetian
admittance.
Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, Sir John : my brows

become nothing else ; nor that well neither.
Fal. By the Lord, thou art a traitor to say so : thou

wouldst make an absolute courtier; and the firm fix-

ture of thy foot would give an excellent motion to thy
g.ait, in a semi-circled farthingale. X see what thou
wert, if Fortune thy foe were not, Nature is thy friend.

Come, thou canst not hide it.

Afrs, Ford. Believe me, there 's no such thing in me.
Fai. What made me love thee ? let that persuade

thee, there's something extraordinary in thee. Come,
I cannot cog, and say thou art this and that, like a many
of these lisping hawthorn buds, that come like women
in men's apparel, and smell like Bucklersbury in simple
time : I cannot ; but 1 lo\'e thee ; none but thee : and
thou deservest it. [mistress Page.
Afrs. Ford. Do not betray me, sir. I fear you love
Fal. Thou might'st as well say, I love to walk by the

Counter-gate, which is as hatefiil to me as the reek of
a lime-kiln. [and you shall one day find it.

Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows how 1 love you

;

Fal. Keep in that mind ; I'll deserve it.

.Mrs. Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do ; or else

I could not be in that mind.
Rob. [H^it/iin.] Mistress Ford! mistress Ford I

Here's mistress Page at the door, sweating,and blowing,
and looking wildly, and would needs speak with you
presently. [behind the arras.
Fal. She shall not see me : I "will ensconce mc
Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so : she's a very tattling

woman.

—

[Pa]staff /tides /lintsel/.

Enter Mistress Page and Robin.
What's the matter ? how now

!

Mrs. Page. O mistress Ford \ what have you done?
You're shamed, you are overthrown, you're undone
for ever

!

lilrs. Ford. What s the matter, good mistress Page i

l\[rs. Page. O well-a-day, mistress Ford! having an
honest man to your husband, to give him such cause of

Mrs. Ford. What cause of suspicion? [suspicion!
Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion?—Out upon

j'ou ! how am I mistook in you !

Mrs. Ford. Why. alas, what s the matter?
Mrs. Pai;e. Your husband's coming hither, woman,

with all the officers of Windsor, to search for a gentle-
man, that he says, is here now in the house, by your
consent, to take an ill advantage of his absence : you
Mrs. Ford. 'Tis not so, I hope. [are undone.
Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that you have

such a man here ! but 'tis most certain your husband s

coming with half Windsor at his heels, to search for

such a one. I come before to tell you. Ifyouknov/
j'ourself clear, why, I am glarl of it ; but if you have .'i

friend here, convey, convey him out. Be not amazed ;

call all your senses to you : defend your reputation, or
bifl farewell to your good life for ever.
Mrs. Ford. What shall I do?—There is a gentleman,

my dear friend ; and I fear not mine own sh.amc, so
much as his peril: I had r.ither than a thousand pound,
lie were out of the house.

Afrs. Pace. For shr,me ! never stand " you had
rather," and " you had rather :' j'our Imsband's here
at hand ; bethink you of some conveyance : in the
house yon cannot hide him.—O, how have you dc-
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ceived mc I—Look, here Is a basket : if he be of any
reasonable stature, he may creep in here ; and throw
foul linen upon him, as if it were going to bucklncj:
or, it is whiting-time, send him by your two men to
Datchet-mead. [I do?
Mrs. Ford. He's too big to go in there. What shall

Re-enter Falstaff.

Fal. Let me see't, let me see't, O. let me see't

!

I'll in, I'll in:—follow your friend's counsel:—I'll in.

Mrs. Paj^e. What, Sir John Falstaff I Are these
your letters, knight?
Fai. I love thee, and none but thee; help me

away : let me creep in here. I'll never

—

{linen.

\He gets zjiio the basket ; they cover him luithfoul
Mrs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy.—Call

your men, mistress Ford.—You dissembling knight I

[Exit Robin.
Mrs. Ford. What, John I Robert I Johnl [Re-enter

Servants.] Go take up these clothes here quickly:

—

Where's the cowl-staff? look, how you drumble ! carry
them to the laundress in Datchet-mead ; quickly,
come.

Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans.
Ford. Pray you. come near: if I suspect without

cause, why then make sport at me ; then let me be
your jest ; I deserve it.—How now ! what goes here ?

whither bear you this ?

Ser^<. To the laundress, forsooth.
Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither

they bear it? You were best meddle with buck-
washing.
Ford. Buck ! I would I could wash myself of the

buck 1 Buck, buck, buck? Ay, buck ; I warrant you,
buck; and of the season, too, it shall appear. [Ex-
eunt Servants 7uith the basket.^ Gentlemen, I have
dreajued to-night ; I'll tell you my dream. Here, here,
here be my keys: ascend my chambers ; search, seek,
find out: I'll warrant we'll unkennel the fox.—Let me
stop this way first.—So, now uncape.
Page. Good master Ford, be contented : you wrong

yourself too much.
Ford. True, master Page.—Up, gentlemen ; you

shall see sport anon : follow me, gentlemen. [Exit.
Eva. This is fery fantastical humours and jea-

lousies, [not jealous in France.
Caius. By gar, *tis no de fashion of France; it is

Page. Nay, foUow him, gentlemen ; see the issue of
kis search. [Exeunt Paee, Evans, and Caius.
Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency in this V

Mrs, Ford, X know not which pleases me better,
that my husband is deceived, or Sir John.
Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your

husband asked what was in the basket I

Mrs, Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of
washing ; so, throwing him into the water will do him
a benefit.

Mrs. Ford. I think, my husband hath some special
suspicion of Falstaff's bein.^ here ; for I never saw-

him so gross in his jealousy till now.
Mrs. Page. I wiU lay a plot to try that ; and we will

yet have more tricks with Falstaff: his dissolute
disease will scarce obey this medicine.
Mrs. Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion mis-

tress Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing into
the water ; and give him another hope, to betray him
to another punishment ?

Mrs. Page. We will do it : let him be sent for to-

morrow eight o'clock, to have amends.
Re-enter Ford. Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans.
Ford. I cannot find him: maybe, the knave bragged

of that he could not compass.
Mrs. Page. [Aside to yixs,Vox^.'\ Heard you that?
Mrs. Ford. You use me well, master Ford, do you ?

Ford. Ay, I do so.

Mrs. Ford. Heaven make you better than your
Ford. Amen ! [thoughts I

Mrs. Piigc. You do yourself mighty]wrong, master
Ford, Ay, ay ; I must bear it. [Ford.
Eva. If there be any pody in the house, and in the

chambers, and in the coffers, and in the presses, heaven
forgive my sins at the day ofjudgment I

Caius. By ,ejar, nor I too : dere is no bodies.
Page. Fie, fie, master Ford J are you not ashamed?

What spirit, what devil suggests this imagination? I

would not have your distemper in this kind for the
wealth of Windsor Castle,
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Fold. 'Tis my fault, master Page : I sufler for it.

Ii7'a. You suffer for a pad conscience : your wife is

as honest a 'omans as 1 will desires among five
thousand, and five hundred too.
Cains. By jj[ar, I see 'tis an lionest woman.
Ford. Well; 1 promised you a dinner.—Come, come,

walk in the park : I pray you, pardon me ; I will here-
.after make known to you, why I ha^^c done this.

—

Come, wife ;—come, mistress Page. I pray you,
pardon me ; pray heartily, pardon me.
Page. Let's go in, gentlemen ; but, trust me, we'll

mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to my
house to breakfast : after, we'll a birding together

;

I have a fine hawk for the bush. Shall it be so ?

Ford. Anything.
Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in the company.
Caius. If dere be one or two, I shall make-a de turd.
Ford. Pray you go, master Page.
Eva. I pray you now, remerabrance to-morrow on

the lousy knave, mine host.
Caius. Dat is good ; by gar. vit all my heart.
Eva. A lousy knave, to have his gibes, and his

mockeries

!

{Exeunt

SCENE \V.—A room in Page's House
Enter Fenton and Anne Page.

Fent. I see I cannot get thy father's love ;

Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan.
Aune. Alas I how then?
Fent. Why, thou must be thyself.

He doth object, I am too great of birth ;

And that my state being gall'd with my expense,
I seek to heal it only by his wealth.
Besides these, other bars he lays before rae,

—

My riots past, my wild societies ;

And tells me, 'tis a thing impossible
I should love thee, but as a property.
Anne. May be, he tells you true.
Fettt. No, heaven so speed me in my time to come I

Albeit, I will confess, thy father's wealth
Was the first motive that I woo'd thee, Anne

:

Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value
Than .stamps in gold, or suras in sealed bags ;

.\nd 'tis the verj' riches of thyself
That now I aim at.

Anne. Gentle master Fentoiii
Yet seek my father's love ; still seek it, sir

:

If opportunity and humblest suit

Cannot attain it, why then,—Hark you hither.

[ They converse apart.
Enter Shallow, Slender, aiul Mrs. Quickly.

S>utl. Break their talk, mistress Quickly : my kins-
man shall speak for himself. [venturing.
Slen. I'll make a shaft or a bolt on't. 'Slid, 'tis but
Shnl. Be not dismayed.
Slen. No, she shall not dismay me : I care not for

thiit,—but that I am afeard. [word with you.
Quiet. Hark ye : master Slender would speak a
Anne. I cometohim.

—

[Aside.] This is my father's

O, what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults [choice.
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a year I

Quick. And how does good master Fenton ! Pray
you, a word with you.

Sluii. She's coming ; to her, coz. O boy, thou
liadst a father I

Slen. I had a father, mistress Anne ;—my uncle can
tell you good jests of him.—Pray you, tmcle, tell mis-
tress Anne the jest, how my father stole two geese out
of a pen, good uncle.

Slial. P3istress Anne, my cousin loves you.
Slen, Ay, that I do ; as well as I love any woman in

Gloucestershire.
Skal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman.
Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail, under

the degree of a squire. [jointure.
Shal. He will make you a hundred and fifty pounds
Anne. Good master Shallow, let him woo for himself.
Shal. Marry, I thank youforit; I thank you for that

good comfort.—She calls you. coz: I'll leave you.
Anne. Now. master Slender.—
Slen. Now, good mistress Anne,-^
Anne. What is your will?
Slen. My will ! oil's heartlings, that's a pretty jest

inoleed ! 1 ne'er made my will yet. I thank heaven ,

I am not such a sickly creature, I give heaven praise.
Anne. I mean, master Slender, what would you

with me ?

Slen, Truly, for mine own part, I would little or no-
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tliin- with you. Your father, .ind my uncle, have m.i(k

motPons: if it be my luck, so ; if not. happy man be Ins

dole I They can tJU you how things so.^ettcr thai. I

can: you may ask your father; here lie comes.

Enter P.ige and Mistress Page.

Page. Now. m.aster Slender :—love him, daughter

Anne.— ,, , „

Why. how nu» ! what docs master benloii here!

You \vrong me, sir. thus still to haunt my house

.

told you. sir, my daughter is dispss d of.

Pent. Nay. master Page, be not impatient.

il/M Pa<'e. Good master Fenton, come not Jo my
Page. She is no match for you. [child.

Fent. Sir, will you hear me S

Pa^f No, good master Fenton.—

Come, inaster Shallow ;—come", son Slender ;
in.—

Knowing my mind, you wrong me, master I-enfon.

I
i-«K»,< Page, ShaUow, .iHrf Slender.

Quick. Speak to mistress Page.

Fent. Good mistress Page, for that I love your

In such a righteous fashion as I do. [daughter

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and manners,

I must advance the colours of my love.

And not retire : let me have your good-will.

Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yond tool

Mrs. Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a better hus

OKii-,6. that's my master, master doctor. [band

Anne. Alas I I had rather be set quick i the earth.

And bowld to death witli turnips I

Mrs. Pa<;e. Come, trouble not yourself. — Good

I will not be your friend, nor enemy : (master Fenton.

My daughter will i question how she loves you,

And as I find her. so am I affected.

Till then, farewell, sir: she must needs go m ;

Her father will be angry.

Feiit Farewell, gentle mistress ;—farewell. Nan.
[Exeunt Mrs. Page and Anne.

Quick. This is my doing, now :—" N.ay," said I. " will

vou cast away your child on a fool, and a physician .'

look on master Fenton ;•—this is my doing.

Fent. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to-night

Give my sweet Nan this ring. There s for thy pains.

Qitic/i Now. heaven senci thee good fortune! [Emt

Fenton. I A kind heart he hath : a wom.an would run

through fire and water for such a kind heart. But yet

I would my master had mistress Anne ; or I would

master Slender had her ; or. in sooth, I would master

Fenton had her : I will do what I can for them all

three ; for so I have promised, and III be as good as

my word ; but speciously for master Fenton. vV ell. 1

must of another errand to Sir John Falstaff from my
two mistresses ; what a beast am I to slack it t

[Extt.

SCENE v.—A Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Falstaff aJtd Bardolph.

Fal. Bardolph. I say,—
Bard. Here. sir.

. ,. ^ • ..

Fal. Go fetch me a quart of sack ; put a toast in t.

\Exit Bard.] H.ave I lived to be carried in a basket,

like a barrow of butcher's offal, and to be thrown m
the Thames? Well, if I be served such another trick.

Ill have my brains ta'en out, and buttered, and give

them to a dog for a new years gift. The rogues

slighted me into the river with as little remorse as they

would have drowned a bitch's blind puppies, fifteen i

the litter : and you may know by my size, that I have

a kind of alacrity in sinking ; if the bottom were as

deep as hell, I should down. I had been drowned,

but lh.it the shore was shehT and shallow; a death

that I .djhor ; for the water swells a man ; and what a

thing should I have been when I had been swelled I

I should have been a mountain of mummy.
- • • • -• ;^,iRe.enter Bardolph, luith Ike lyine.

Bard. Here's mistress Ouickly, sir, tospeakwith you

Fal. Come, let me pour in some sack to theThame
water; for my belly's .as cold as if 1 had swallowed

snow-balls for pills to cool the reins. Call her m
Bard. Come in. woman.

Enter Mrs. Quickly.

QMick. By your leave; I cry you mercy :—give your

worship good-morrow.
Fal. T:ike .away these chalices. Go brew ine a pottle

Bard. With eggs, sirt [of sack finely.

Fal. Simple of itself; I'll no pulkt-spcrm in niv

brcwagc.-fAxiV Bardolph.)—How now 1 [tress Ford.

Qitiri. Marry, sir.H come to your worship from mis I

Fal. Mistress Ford I I havehad ford enough; I was

thrown into the ford ; I have my belly full of ford.

Quiet. Alas the day I good heart, that was not her

fault : she does so take on wiili hcrnien ; they mistook

their erection. ,
[promise.

Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish woman s

Quick. Well, she laments, sir. for it. that it would

yearn vour heart to se.' it. Uoi husb.md i;oes this

morniiii,' a birdim; : she desires you once more to come

to her between eight and nine. I must carry her word

quickly: she'll make you amends. I warrant you.

Fal. Well. I will "sit her : tell her so ; and bid

herthinkwhat am.an is: let her consider his frailty.

and then judge of my nient.

Quick. I will tell her.

Fal. Do so. Between nine and ten, sayest thou!

Quick. Eight and nine. sir.

Fal. Well, be gone ; I will not miss her.

Quick. Peace be with you, sir. [Exit.

Fal. I marvel I hear not of master Brook : he sent

me word to stay within. I like his money well.—O

I

here he comes.
Enter Ford.

Ford. Bless you, sir.

Fal. Now, master Brook,—you come to know wnat

hath passed between me and Ford's wife?

Ford. That, indeed, Sir John, is my business.

Fal. Master Brook, I will not lie to you: I was at

her house the hour she appointed me.

/="o>-rf. And sped you, sir! ,- „

Fal. Very ill-favouredly, master Brook. [tien!

Ford. How so. sir! did she change her determina-

Fal. No. master Brook ; but the peaking cornuto

her husband, master Brook, dwelling in a continual

•larum of jealousy, comes me in the instant of our en-

counter, .after we had embraced, kissed, protested,

and as it were, spoke the prologue of our comedy ;

and at his heels a rabble of his companions, thither

provoked and instigated by his distemper, and, for-

sooth, to search his house for his wife's love.

.Forrf. What 1 while you were there!

i^«/. While I was there. (find you?
Ford. And did he search for you, and could not

Fal. Vou shall hear. As good luck would have it.

comes in one mistress Page; gives intellig-ence of

Ford's approach ; and in her invention, and Ford s

wife's distraction, they conveyed me into a biick-

Ford. A buck-basket ? [basket.

Fal. By the Lord, a buck-basket !—rammed me in

with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul stockings,

greasy napkins ; that, master Brook, there was the

rankest compound of villainous smell that ever offended

Ford. And how long lay you there! [nostnl.

Fal. Nay, you shall hear, master Brook, what I have

suffered, to bring this woman to evil for your good.

Being thus crammed in the basket, a couple of Ford s

knaves, his hinds, were called forth by their mistress,

to carry me in the name of foul clothes to Datchet-

lane: they took me on their shoulders ; met the jealous

knave their master in the door, who asked them once

or twice what they had in their basket. I quaked for

fear, lest the lunatic knave would have searched it;

but fate, ordaining he should be a cuckold, held his

hand Well ; on went he for a search, and away went

I forfoul clothes. But mark the sequel, master Brook:

I suffered the pangs of three several deaths: first, an

intolerable fright, to be detected with a jealous rotten

bell-wether: next, to be compassed, like a good

bilbo, in the circumference of a peck, hilt to point, heel

to head : and then to be stopped in, like a strong dis-

tillation, with stinking clothes that fretted in their own

grease : think of that,—a man of my kidney,—thinkof

that.—that am as subject to heat, .as butter ; a m.an of

continu.il dissolution and thaw; it w,as a miracle, to

'scape suffocation. And in the height of this bath,

when I was more than half stewed m grease, hke a

Dutch dish, to be thrown into the Thames, and cooled

glowing hot, in that surge, like a horse-shoe ; think or

that,—hissing hot, —think of that, master Brook I

Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for my
sake you have suffered all this. My suit, tlieii, is

desperate ; you II undertake her no more!
Fat. .Master Brook. I will be thrown into iCtna, .as

I have been into Th.ames. ere I will leave her thus.

Her husbanti is this morning gone a birdiiig : 1 h.avc

received from her another emb.assy of meeting ;
twixt

.ight and nine is the hour, master Brook.

Fnrd. Tis past eight already, sir.



40 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR ^^

.naster Brook
;
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ACT IV.
SCENE \.—T!tt Street.

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Quickly, and William.
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ter comes
;
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mif;,'ra?h°erth';r^;i.ji?.T^f
=°""""'"^'^ -^ --•

Br^>tford:h^sa^/ori'i'o%e"'"'- '"^ ^•''~ °'

Mrs. Page. On my wprd, it wiU serve him ; she's as
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bi|T as he is : and there's her tluuinmed h.it, and her

niiifller too.—Run up, Sir Jolm.
Mrs. Ford. Go, ijo, sweet Sir John : mistress Page

and I will look some linen fcjr your head.

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick ! we'll come dress you
straight : put on the sown the while. {Kxit Falstaff.

Mrs. h'ord. 1 would my luisb.iud would meet him in

this shape : he cannot abitlc the old woman of lircut-

/brd ; he swears she's a witch ; forbade lior my house,

and hath threatened to beat her.

Mrs. Piii;'. Heaven ^uide him to thy husband's

cudgel, and the devil guide his cuds;el afterwards!

Mrs. Ford. But is my husband coming?
Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness, is he ; and talks

ofthe basket too, howsoever he hath had intelligence.

Mrs. Ford. We '11 try that ; for I'll appoint my men
to carry the basket again, to meet him at the door
v.ith it, as they did last time.

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he 'U be here presently : let's

go dress him like the witch of Brentford.
Mrs. Ford. I '11 first direct my men what they shall

do with the basket. Go up ; I'll bring linen for him
straight. \_Exit.

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet ! we cannot
misuse him enough.
We "11 leave a proof, by that which we will do.
Wives may be merry, and yet honest too :

We do not act, that often jest and laugh ;

"Tis old, but true,—" Still swine eat all the draff."

[Exit.

Re-eJiter Mrs. Ford, Tfith two Servants.

Mrs. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again on your
shoulders : your master is hard at door ; if he bid you
set it down, obey him : quickly, despatch, [Exi!.

1 Serv. Come, come, take it up.

2 Serv. Pray heaven, it be not full of knight again.

I Serv. I hope not ; I had as lief bear so much
lead.

Enter Ford, Page, Shallow, Caius, and
Sir Hugh Evans.

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, master Page, have
you any way then to unfool me again ?—Set down the
basket, villains [—Somebody call my wife.—Youth in

a basket !—O you panderly rascals I there's a knot,

a ging, a pack, a conspiracy against me : now shall

the devil be shamed,—What, wife, I say ! — Come,
come forth !—Behold what honest clothes you send
forth to bleaching.
Page. Why, this passes ! Master Ford, you are not

to go loose any longer ;
you must be pinioned, (dog I

F.va. Why, this is lunatics ! this is mad as a mad
Shat. Indeed, master Ford, this is not well ; indeed.

Ford. So say I too, sir.

—

[Ke-enter Mrs. Ford.)

Come hither, mistress Ford, the honest woman, the
modest wife, the virtuous creature, that hath : the

Jealous fool to her husband 1—I suspect without cause,

mistress, do I

!

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do, if you
suspect me in any dishonesty.
Ford. Well said, brazen-face I hold it out.—Come

forth, sirrah. \_Pulls tile clollus out ofthe basket.

Page. This passes

!

Mrs. Ford. Are you not ashamed ? let the clothes

Ford. I shall find you anon. [alone.

Eva. 'Tis unreasonable I Will you take up your
wife's clothes 1 Come away.
Ford. Empty the basket, I say I

Afrs. Ford. Why, man, why,

—

Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there was one
tonvcyed out of my house yesterday in this basket

:

why may not he be there ag.iinf In my house I am
sure he is ; my intelligence is true ; my jealousy is

re.isonable.—Pluck me out all the linen.

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he shall die a
flea's death.

J'ii:;e. Here 's no man.
Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, master Ford

;

this wrongs you.
Eva. Master Ford, you must pray, and not follow

the imaginations of your own heart : this is Jealousies.
Ford. Weil he's not here 1 seek for.

Page. No, nor nowhere else, but in your brain.
Ford. Help to search my house this one time : if I

fmcl not what I seek, show no colour for my cxtremily :

let me for ever be your table-sport ; let them s.iy of
ilous as l-'ord, th.'it searched a hollow

once more search with mc.
Satisfy me once more

Mrs. Ford. What ho, mistress Page t come joii

and the old woman down ; my husband will come into
t'le chamber.
Ford. Old woman ! what old woi^ian 's that ?

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brentford,
Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean I

ll.ue I not forbid her my house? She conies of
errani.ls, tloes she? \V'e are simple men; we do not
kunw what 's brou'.;hl lo pass under the profession 01

f<^rtune-telling. She works by charms, by spells, by
the.figure, and such daubery as this is; beyond our
element : we know nothing.—Come down, you witch,
you hagj you ; come down, I say I

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good, sweet husband,—good gen-
tlemen, let him not strike the old woman.
Enter Falstaff in 7u07>ieiis clothes led by Mrs. Page.
Mrs. Page. Come, mother Pratt ; come, give me

your hand.
Ford. I'll " prat" her.— [&'<!/j- him.\ Out of my

door, you witch, you rag. you baggage, you polecat,
you ronyonl out, out 1 I'U conjure you, I'll fortune-
tell you. {Exit Falstaff.
Mrs. Page. Are you not ashamed ? I tliink you

have killed the poor woman. [for you.
.Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it.

—
'Tis a goodly credit

Foi-d. Hang her, witch 1

Eva. By yea and no, I think the 'oman is a witch
indeed : I like not when a 'oman has a great peard ; I

spy a great peard under her muffler.
Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I beseech you,

follow: see but the issue of my jealousy. If I cry out
thus upon no trail, never trust me when I open again.
Page. Let's o'oey his humour a little farther ; come,

gentlemen.
\Exen7it Ford, Page, Shallow, Caius, and Evans.

Mrs. Page. Trust me, he beat him most pitifully.

Mrs. Ford. Naj', by the mass, that he did not; he
beat him most unpitifully, methought.
Mrs. Page. I'll have the cudgel hallowed, and hung

o'er the altar ; it hath done meritorious service.
Mrs. Ford. What think you ? May we, with the

warrant of womanhood, and the witness of a good
conscience, pursue him with any farther revenge?
Mrs. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure,

scared out of him : if the devil have him not in fee-

simple, with fine and recovery, he will never, I think,
in the way of waste, attempt us again. [served him?
Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we have
Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be butto scrape

the figures out of your husband's brains. If they can
find in their hearts the poor unvirtuous fat kniglit
shall be any farther al^icted, ive two will still be the
ministers.
Mrs. Ford. I'll warrant, they'll have him publicly

shamed; and niethinks there would be no period to the
jest, should he not be publicly shamed.
Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it, then ; shape

it : I would not have things cool. [E.reiinl.

SCENE III.—^ Jioom in the Garter Inn.

Enter Host and Bardolph.

Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three of your
horses : the duke himself will be to-morrow at court,

and they are going to meet him.
Host. What duke should that be, comes so secretly?

I hear not of hint in the court. Let me speak withtne
gentlemen ; they speak English?
Bard. Ay, sir ; I'll call them to you.
Host. They shall have my horses ; but I'll make

them pay ; I'll sauce them : they have had my house
.a week at command ; I have turned away my other
guests : they must come off; I'll sauce them. Come.

\Exeunt.

SCENE W.—A Room in Ford's House.

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Sit
Hugh Evans.

Eva. 'Tis one of the pest discretions of a 'oman a»
ever I did look ujion. finst.antV

Pa^e. And did he send you both these letters at an
Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour.
Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou

I rather will suspect the sun with cold fwilt;
Than thee with wantonness: now doth thy honour
In him that was of late a heretic, [stand,
As firm as failh.

Page. 'Tis well, 'tis well j no more

;
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Be not as extreme in submission

As in offence.

But let our plot go forivard : let our wives

Yet once again, to make us public sport.

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow.

Where we may take him and disgrace him for it. [of.

forj. There is no better way than that they spoke

Ptij^'e. How ! to send him word they'll meet hira in

the p1»rk at midnight? fie, fie ! he'll never come._

£t«. You say, he has been thrown into the nvers,

and has been grievously peaten as an old 'oman : me-

thinks there should be terrors in him, that lie should

not come ; methinks his flesh is punished, he shall

have no desires,

/'.i^f. So tliink I too.

Mrs. Ford. Devise but how you'll use him when he

And let us two devise to bring him thither. [comes,

Mrs. Pa^e. There is an old tale goes, that Heme the

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, [hunter,

Doth all the winter time, at still midnight,

Walk round about an oak, with great ragg'd horns

;

And there he blasts the trees, and takes the cattle.

And makes milch-kinej-ield blood, and shakes a chain

In a most hideous and dreadful manner.

You have heard of such a spirit ; and well you know
The superstitious idle-headed eld

Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age.

This tale of Heme the hunter for a truth.

Page. Why, yet there want not many, that do fear

In deep of nip:ht to walk by this Heme's oak.

But what of this?

Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device

;

That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us,

Disguis'd like Heme, with huge horns on his head.

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'U come.

And in this shape : when you have brought him thither.

What shall be done with him? what is your plot?

Mrs. Pa^e. That likewisehavewe thought upon, and
Nan Page' my daughter, and my little son, [thus :

And three or four more of their growth, we'll dress

Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white.

With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads,

And rattles in their hands. Upon a sudden.

As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met.

Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once
With some diffused song: upon their sight.

We two in great amazeaness will fly

:

Then, let them all encircle hun about.

And, fairy-like, to pinch the unclean knight

;

And ask him, why, that hour of fairy revel,

In their so sacred paths he dares to tread

In shape profane.
Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the tmth.

Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound.

And burn him with their tapers.

Mrs. Pa^e. The truth being known
We'll all present ourselves, dis-horn the spirit.

And mock him home to Windsor.
Pord. The children must

Be practis'd well to this, or they'll ne'er do't.

Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours ;

I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to burn the knight

with my taber. ,.„ ^ [viz.ards.

Ford. That will be excellent. I U go buy them
Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen of all the

Finely attired in a robe of white. [fairies.

Page. That silk will I go buy -.-{AsideX and in that

Shall master Slender steal my Nan away, Ltmic

And marry her at Eton.—[ru tliet>i.\ Go, send to

Falstaff straight.

Ford. Nay, I'll to him again in name of Brook

:

He'll tell me all his purpose. Sure, he'U come.

1 Mrs. Page. Fear not you that. Go, get us properties.

And tricking for our fairies. ... .

Eva. Let us about it : it is admirable pleasures, and

fery honest knaveries. „ , , t-
[Exeun/ Page, Ford, and Evans.

Mrs. Page. Go, mistress Ford,
SendQuickly to Sir John, to know lii^ mind.

[Exit Mrs. Vom.
I'll to the doctor : he hath my good will.

And none but he, to marry witli Nan Page.

That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot

;

And him my husb.iiid best of all affects.

The doctor is well money'd, and his friends

Potent at court: he, none but he. shall have her.

Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave her.

SCENE V.—.'? Xoom in the Garter Inn.
Enter 1 lost and Simple.

Host. What wouldbt thou have, boor ? what, thick-

skin ? speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, short, quick, snaj).

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir John
Falstaff from master Slender.

Host. There's his chamber, his house, his castle, his

standing-bed, and truckle-bed : 'tis painted about with

the story of the prodigal, fresh and new. Go, knock
and call ; he'll speak like an Anthropophaginian unto

thee : knock, I say.

Sim. There's an old woman, a fat woman, gone up
into his chamber : I'll be so bold as stay, sir, till she

come down ; I come to speak with her, indeed.

Host. Ha! a fat woman? the knight maybe robbed:
I'll call.—Bully knight I Bully Sir John! speak from

thy lungs miUtary : art thou there ? it is thine host,

thine Ephesian, calls.

Fal. {Above.'] How now, mine host

!

Host. Here's a Bohemian Tartar tarries the coming
down of thy fat woman. Let her descend, bully, let

her descend ; my chambers are honourable : fie !

privacy ? fie I

Enter Falstaff:

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman even

now with me ; but she's gone. [Brentford J

Si't/t. Pray you, sir, was 't not the wise woman of

Fal. Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell : what would

you with her?
S!7n. My master, sir, master Slender, sent to her,

seeing her go through the streets, to know, sir, whether

one Nym, sir, that beguiled him of a chain, had the

chain or no. .

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it.

Sim. And what says she, I pray, sir ?

Fal. Marry, she says that the verysame man, that be-

guiled master Slender of his chain, cozened him of it.

Sim. I would I could have spoken with the woman
herself ; 1 had other things to have spoken with her,

too, from him,
Fal. What are they ? let us know.
Host. Ay, come ;

quick.

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir.

Host. Conceal them, or thou diest.

Sitn Why sir, they were nothing but about mis-

tress Anne Page ; to know, if it were my master's

fortune to have her, or no.

Fal. 'Tis, 'tis his fortune.

Sim. What, sir?

Fal. To have her,—or no. Go ; say the woman
Sim. May I be bold to say so, sir? [told me so.

Fal. Ay, Sir Tike, who more bold ?

Sim. I thank your worship : I shall make my master

glad with these tidings.
, , , c- ^i'-V''

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, Sir John.

Was there a wise woman with thee?
, . , „

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host ; one that hath

taught me more wit than ever I learned before m iiiy

life"; and I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid

for my learning.
, , ,

Enter Bardolph.

Eard. Out, alas, sir! cozenage, mere cozenage I

Host. Where be my horses? speak well of them,

varletto. ^ „^

.

Bard. Run away, with the cozeners : for so soon as 1

came beyond Eton, they threw me off, from behind one

of them in a slouch of mire : and set spurs and away,

like three German devils, three Doctor Faustuses.

Host. They are gone but to meet the duke, villain :

do not say they be fled : Germans are honest men.
Enter Sir Hugh Evans.

Eva. Where is mine host?

//«/. What is the matter, sir? .

Eva Have a care of your entertainments: there is

a friend of mine come to town, tells me, there is three

cousin gemians, tliat has cozened all the hosts ot

Readings, of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, of horses

;md money. I tell you for good-will, look you
:
you

are wise, and full of gibes and vloutmg-stogs, and tis

not convenient you siiould be cozened. Fare you

well. ^ .
t^-^''-

Enter Doctor Cams.
Caius. Vere is mine host de Jarreliere ?

Host. Here, master doctor, in perplexity, and doiiot-

ful dilemma.
. , , -^ • . n .„„

Cains. I cannot tell vat is dat ; but it is teU-a me,

datyou makegrand preparation for aduke dejarmany:
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,

^«/. I would all the widrm^'h?b?c''o'^ned''^?^;''f 1^"^'''=7 " '"'^.-'hat ;iu'I. pr^^cu e'lt^e":^; 'a"

o Jhe'^ear" of't?"-^^'
"'1 ^eaten^oo 'IfSuld coi^ Ind ' i,T tt 'lawful';,'."^'^

•twixf twelve ajfd'n"
.,?. ri.^^_r°f "'e court how 1 have been transform^H i-„ ':

"
''^h.

'^" f"' "^!"= of marryius,

/,,„";,.,•.";• s"^"' i-iJiiscnc to eo with h m

And,here it ^^.^Z^^^i'l^^^^ZS''
.,;,j T.

^

—

"^ t-uuri now 1 nave been transformed T^ ^;,. VT
""'= oi luarryunj,

and how niy transformation hath he^n"?^[Td^nd\ °JZ ?y^^^^^cudgelled they would melt me out of my fa? dronbv Rr^/(' f' '"'=^^f°J your device: I'll to the vicar-

tlTi^Vt"' J'?"KSrA*""'l"'f "pots with m";
: 'waTr^ant '"'Kf./t ' V^^/^r'^I?" *^1' "« '^clc a priest

"^^

"

o
Y

-..-^j ...jutvi iiiciL iiic Out 01 my lat drop h^

th?v J!,'!,ih"'"i?'"
''*«™'r"'s boots with me : l'warrant I

'pZ f "sn'ch .'iVt
"' *"" *""",' "ot lack a priest

'

reJt fa^y^n
":^'l^ "!'^7"h their fine wits. tUl I were a BesSes 1 II nf.ll f^'^™°'-'^

l^e bound to thee

I for^worj ^ ^ ,'3"'='^ '?'==* I "^^^S"- prospered since
"^'"'''^' ' " "^'^<= ^ present recompense. r}

bil?In^ ,„
"^'£'^ "" prmiero. Well. \imy wind werebut long enough to say my prayers. I would repent?

... .
•*'"'•'- Mistress Quickly.

.> ow , wnence come you ?

Fal^^^^S" ''.'^ '1^° P^"^'<=s. forsooth.

otiTer i Ind t^'l^^^t Tk" Pu^^'J'' ^"^ '"^ dam th,

suffered morffoS ''''",'"' ''°* bestowed. I have

inconstan^v of i^.^'^H-
'=''='^'' '"'?'''^ '^an the villainousoS A^nH h ^ dLsposition IS able to bear.

rJil. "'' ,'''^^<= not they suffered? Yes I war

•-« "^_ai.^.J^ uiybKir into all the colonrq nf th,^ .--iJoK^,.. tj ^^h-c?- rora.
and I „^ like to be appreLnded for the w tch o/ ^-Z^X:;

>"aster .Brook
1 Master Brook,

verpd mp fho I „"
=v.i.iuu ui an om woman, de

.• fh. • ^ "^"^^'^ constable had set me i' the stocks
1 the common stocks, for a witch

stocks,

you'shaii hear hmf^hP'^^ '"* ^""^ '" y™"- chamber
SI.,?." He e'ri''ilg/,"..i,-ld. I warrant. to_you

1 present recompense. [Exeuuf.

ACT V.
SCENE l.-A Room in the Garter Inn

Fa!
p,.;^'"'^''Falstaffa«rfMrs. Quickly.

r^s';h?^S:^-;°-7^^^g-i;^n_^ho.d^

ca&t'X°p^.-.rhk-^-"-
and minlr^' ' ^"^= """= "'="=^

v'}°''^/ffi ^-Z hea<t

i?«.«-Ford.
f''-"''^''=•'•^"'='"y•

,l"t!^„i?,';?^^'„'l'.il'-,?™°k, the matte,
park
1 see

crossed.
^<r/. Come up into my chamber. i.c;i™SCENE Vl.—A>tothc,- Room in the Garter Inn.

Enter Kenton and Host, life is a ih„t7i» T • S:'"-
oecause 1 know also,

Af^T|^?-,|i^,A- n.m my purpose, ;5^|~
''J^"^fi'?r,""?J"?.°W-°-lhany'oLloss. k"n'5.^Vo^3!_^t-£l-'' ^eHver his w'i?^„\°o";t'
i >, J J s>:"i'eraan, i ii mve theeA hundred pound in gold more than your loss [h,nH p n

-"

...^ei^t.\^lV\^^;ir^°o"uSS''^^^^-'°"=-'»"-">-|!^-^^^

£'4e^dlSi5irb'47t'„?.T/„^^^^^^^^^

fSo ?Ar fo',t"h"^Y''^*,^."^^^<=^'d "'V affectiof
'

Evon fo^ as herself might be her chooser)

Of^M.h
""y "'5''- I have a letter from her

Th^ ^i?"^?"'' ^' y°" ^''' 'bonder at

;

The worth whereof so larded with my matter
W^;T

"="''e^singly. can be inanifS^ed.

Jtei.t^itt^;;-^^--^?^^-'^

^'"
""riuii^iii"-- '^"'"'"'^ - ^''-•'•j -

Her'faUierhl'it*'
"""^ ^"'"'"""ff "nk on foot,ner lather hath commanded her to slii,Away with Slender, and with him at k'tonhnmcdmtely to marry : she hath consented.

And'firm''fo; fr"r>"°"? ^^'"s' 'hat match,^na nrm lor Dr. Cams, hath appointedThat he shall likewise shuffle he?awky

And at^.h.'d''"'"'
^'•-•'asking of their 'minds.n.na at the deanery, where a priest attends

Straig^it marry lier : to this he'i mo her^ pfotShe seemingly obedient, likewise hath

tS' T ",""
'I'^'^'l-

^'"'" ^'cnJ" sees Ws time
Sh.. h "m''"

^^- 'he-, hand. an<l bid her go.

it tt^J^l^l.Jliir.ie^'i^r';!^!^^ '"-''"•

1 „ 1
'l"^'"|s pendent, flaring 'bout her he.-i<l •And when the doctor*pics hTs vantage ripe. '

hand -Fnl ow*? c. ' ' ^''"' qehver his wife into your
Rrook:-!foIW~^''^"^^ """^^ '" ''^"d. master

SCENE Il.-Windsor Park
Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender.

tilHvfseeThe hM^r";;'^'"
?°."?h i' the castle-ditch.

Slender, my dauL^Uer°^
°"' faines.-Remember, son

••m„^ •• , ' ^ ^9°^ too : but ivhat needs either vonr
w&^;p^;----ud^i;;f;;>;;^;
con^Tt Jdl' "ffe-u'eifp™;,"*^'"

'""'* ^'"'"''^ ^''l' ''=

means evil but ",e de il' an w. d^viT"'"* \ -^"u"^''"
•u.rns. Lets awaytfollow'l,;:?

^""' ^"°'''
"f-J'.V ''^^

SCENE ni.-r/. .v.... .„ Windsor^.
•

£-«/c-r Mrs. Page, Mrs. l.-or<l, a,ui Dr. Caius.

PY^ wSi^.>^i:^ ^'^nrt^t^rb^ii"

''i/r'r">Li"°r ™' '
''="'^f°

do. Adieu.

n.iHjs?!^;;'^,^^^^,^!;:',;;- -d her troop of

once display to the n!-iii.
Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose but amn/e himMrs PluV, 'f-".^'""°t Choose but amn/e him..>/rx. i'ant. If he be not amazed, he will be
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mocked; if lie be amazed, he will every way be
mocked.
Mrs. Ford. We'll betray him finely.

Mrs. Page, Against such lewdsters, and th<jii-

Those that betray them do no treachery. flecher^'

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on : to the oak, to the
oak

!

\Exettnf.

SCENE IV.—Windsor Park.

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, disj^i/ised as a Satyr, -with

Anne Page and others as Fairies.

Eva. Trib, trib, fairies : come ; and remember
your parts. Be pold, I pray you ; follow me into the
pit ; and when I give the watch-'ords, do as I pid you

:

come, come ; trib, trib. [Exeunt.

SCENE v.—Anotherpart of tlie Park.

Enter Faistaff disguised as Heme, luith a Buck's
Head on.

Fal. The Windsor bell hath struck twelve; the

minute draws on. Now, the hot-blooded gods assist

me !—^remember, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy
Europa; love set on thy horns:—O powerful love!

that, m some respects, makes a beast a man ; in some
other, a man a beast.—You were also, Jupiter, a swan
for the love of Leda :—O onmipotent love ! how near
the god drev.- to the complexion of a goose !—A fault

done first in the form of a beast ;—O Jove, a beastly
fault ! and then another fault in the semblance of a
fowl : think on't, Jove ; a foul fault.—When gods have
hot backs, what shall poor men do ? For me, I am
here a Windsor stag ; and the fattest, I think, i* the
forest. Send me a cool rut-time, Jove, or who can
blame me to piss my tallow S—Who comes here! my
doe?

Enter Mrs. I'ord and Mrs. Page.
Mrs. Ford. Sir John ! art thou tliere, my deer? my

male deer?
Fal. My doe with the black scut !—Let the sky

rain potatoes ; let it thunder to the tune of '* Green
Sleeves ;"' hail kisstng-comfits, and snow eringoes ; let

there come a tempest of provocation. I will shelter me
here. [Etndracing lier.

Mrs. FoJ-d. Mistress Page is come with me, sweet-
heart.

Fal. Divide me like a bribed buck, each a haunch :

I will keep my sides to myself, my shoulders for the
fellow of this walk, and my horns I bequeath your
husbands. Am I a woodman, ha ? Speak I like

Heme the hunter?—Why, now is Cupid a child of

conscience ; he makes restitution. As I am a true
spirit, welcome ! [Noise within.
Mrs. Page. Alas ! what noise ?

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins 1

Fal. What should this be!

m7s. pZf- }
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Fal. I think the devil will not have me danmed,
iest the oil that is in me should set hell on fire ; he
would never else have crossed me thus.
£'?i/efr Sir Hugh Evans, as a Satyr : Mrs. Quickly,

Anne Page, as the Fairy Q:(een, attended by
her brotlicr and otliers, asfairies, with waxen
tapers on their heads.

Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white,
You moonshine revellers, and shades of night.
You orphan-heirs of fixed destiny,
Attend your office and your quality.

—

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes.
Pist. Elves, list your names ; silence, you airy toys !

Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap,
\S'here fires thou find'st unrak'd and hearths imswept,
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry

:

Our radiant queen hates sluts, and sluttery.
Fal. They are fairies: he that speaks to them,

shall die :

I'll wink and couch : no man their works must eye.
[Lies do7un upon his face.

Eva. Where's Bede ?—Go you, and where you find

a maid,
"That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said.
Raise up the organs of her fantasy.
Sleep she as sound as careless infancy :

But those that sleep, and think not on their sins.

Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, and
Quick. About, about

!

[shins.

Search Windsor castle, elves, within and out

:

Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room ;

Tliat it may stand till the perpetual doom.
In state as wholesome as in state 'tis fit

;

Worthy the owner, and the owner it.

The several chairs of order look you scour
With juice of balm and evei-y precious flower;
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest,
\Vith loyal blazon, ever more be blest I

And nightly, meadow-fairies, look you sing.
Like to the Garter's compass, in a ring :

Th' expressure that it bears, green let it be.
More fertile-fresh than all the field to see

;

And, Honi soit quinuzlypense, write.
In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white ;

Like sapphire, pearl, ancl rich embroidery.
Buckled below fair knighthood's bending knee :

—

Fairies use flowers for their charactery.
Away ! disperse ! But, till 'tis one o'clock.
Our dance of custom round about the oak
Of Heme the hunter, let us not forget.

"va. Pray you, lock hand in hand ; yourselves in
order set

;

.\nd twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be.
To guide our measure round about the tree.

—

But. stay! I smell a man of middle earth.
Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welsh fairj',

lest he transform me to a piece of cheese 1 [birth.
Pist. Vile worm, thou wast o'erlook'd, even in thy
Quick. With trial-fire touch me his finger-end ;

If he be chaste, the flame ivill back descend.
And turn him to no pain ; but if he start.

It is the flesh of a corrupted heart.
Pist. A trial, come.
E'ja. Come, will this wood take fire ?

[They burn him with their tapers.
Fal. Oh, oh, oh !

Quick. CoiTupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire !

—

About him, fairies ; sing a scornful rhyme

:

And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time.

SONG.
Fie on sinfulfantasy !

Fie on lust and luxury t

Lust is but a bloodyfire,
Kindled with unchaste desire.
Fed in heart ; whoseflanies aspire,
As thoughts do blow them higlier and higher.
Pinch him, fairies, mutually ;
Pinch himfor his 'villainy ;
Pituh him, and burn him, and turn him about.
Till candles, and star-light, and moonshine be out.

During this song, thefairiespinch Falstaff. Doctor
Caius comes one way, a>ui steals away afairy in
green ; Slender anotlier way, and takes offa fairy
in white : rt;i^Fenton comes, and steals away Anne
Page. A noise of hunting is nuide within. Tlie
fairies run away. Falstaff pulls off kis buck's
head, and rises.

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page atid Mrs. Ford. They
lay hold on Falstaff.

Page. Nay, do not fly : I think we have watch'd you
now ;

Will none but Heme the hunter serve your turn?
Mrs. Page. I pray you come ; hold up the jest no

higher.

—

Now, good Sir John, how like you Windsor wives?

—

See you these, husband ? do not these fair yokes
Become the forest better than the town ?

Ford. Now sir, who's a cuckold now?—Master
Brook, Falstaflfs a knave, a cuckoldly knave ; here
are his horns, master Brook : and, master Brook, he
hath enjoyed nothing of Ford's but his buck-basket,
his cudgel, and twenty pounds of money, which must
be paid to master Brook ; his horses are arrested for
it. master Brook.
Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck; we

could never meet. I will never take you for my love
again ; but I will always count you my deer.
Fal. I do begin to perceive that I am made an ass.
Ford. Ay, and an ox too ; both the proofs are ex-

tant.

Fal. And these are not fairies ? I was three or four
times in the thought, they were not fairies : and yet
the guiltiness of my mind, the sudden surprise of my
powers, drove the grossness of the foppery into a re-
ceived belief, in despite of the teeth of all rhyme and
reason, that they were fairies. See now, how wit
may be made a Jack-a-lent, when 'tis upon ill em-
ployment I



Scene 5.

Eto. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leave yoiir

desires, and fairies will not pinse you.

Ford. WeU said, fairy Hugh.
Evn. And leave you your jealousies too, I pray you.

Ford. 1 will never mistrust my wife again, till thoti

art able to woo her in jjood English.
Fal. Have I laid my brain in the sun, and dried it,

that it wants matter to prevent so ifross o'er-reachln;.^

.as this ! Am I ridden with a Welsh goat too ? shall 1

have a coxcomb of frize ? 'Tis time I were choked
with a piece of toasted cheese. [is all putter.
F^a. Seese is not goot to give putter ; your pelly
Fal. Seese and putter ! have I lived to stand at the

taunt of one that makes frittei-s of English? This is

enough to be the decay of lust anil late-walking
through the realm.
Afrs. Pa^e. Vi'hy, Sir John, do you think, though

we would have thrust virtue out of our hearts by tlie

head and shoulders, and have given ourselves witliout

scruple to hell, that ever the devil could have made
you our delight ?

Ford. What, a hodge-puddiug ? a bag of flax !

Mrs. Page. A puffed man? [trails?

Page. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable en-
Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan
Page. And as poor as Job ?

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ?

Fva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, and
sack, and wiiie, and metheglins. and to drinkings, and
swearings and starings, pribbles and prabbies ?

Fal. Well, I am your theme : you have the start of
me ; I am dejected ; I am not able to answer the
Welsh flannel ; ignorance itself is a plummet o'er
me : use me as you will.

Ford. Marry, sir, we'll bring you to "Windsor, to
one master Brook, that you have cozened of money,
to whom you should have been a pander : over and
above that you have sufl^ered, I think, to repay that
money will be a biting affliction.

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight : thou shalt eat a
posset to-night at my house ; wliere I will desire thee
to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee : tell

her, master Slender hath married her daughter.
Mrs. Page. \Aside.'\ Doctors doubt that: if Anne

Page be my daughter, she is, by this, doctor Cains'
wife.

Enter Slender.

Slcti. \\Tioo, ho ! ho ! father Page ! [despatched ?

Page. Son, how now! how now, son I have you
Slen.—Despatched !— I'll make the best in Glou-

cestershire know on't ; would I were hanged, la, else !

Page. Of what, son?
Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry mistress

Anne Page, and she's a great lubberly boy. If it liad
not been i' the church, I would have swinged him, or
he should have swinged me. If 1 did not think it had
been Anne Page, would I might never stir I—and 'tis

a post-master's Doy.
Page. Upon my life, then, you took the wrong.
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Slen. What need you tell me that? 1 think so,

uhen I took a boy for a girl. If I liad been marriecl
to liim, for all he was in woman's apparel, 1 w ould not
have had him.
Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell

you how you should know my daugliter by her gar-
ments?
Slen. I went to her in white, and cried, " Mum,"

and she cried " Budget," as Anne and I had .ip.

pointed ; and yet it was not Anne, but a post-master's
boy.
Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry : I knew of

your purpose ; turneil my daughter into green ; and,
indeed, she is now with the doctor at the deanery, and
tliere married.

Enter Doctor Caius.

Catits. Vere is mistress Page? By gar, I am cozened:
ha' married icn gn7'con, a boy ; mi />aisan, by gar, a

boy ; it is not Anne Pajje : by gar, I am cozened.
Mrs. Page. Why, did you taike her in green?
Cains. Ay, by gar, and 'tis a boy : by gar, I'll raise

all Windsor.
'

[Exit.
Ford. This is strange. Whohathgottheright Annel
Page. My heart misgives me : here comes master

Fenton.
Enter Fenton and Anne Page.

How now, master Fenton

!

[pardon !

y^nne. Pardon, good father !— good my mother.
Page. Now, mistress,—how chance j'ou went not

with master Slender? [maid?
Mrs. Page. Why went you not with master doctor,
Fent. You do amaze hor: hear the truth of it.

"^'ou would have married her most shamefully,
Where there was no proportion held in love.

The truth is, she and I, long since contracted.
Are now so sure, that nothing can dissolve us.

The off"ence is holy that she hath committed

;

And this deceit loses the name of craft.

Of disobedience, orunduteous title
;

Since therein she doth evitate and shun
A thousand irreligious cursed hours.
Which forced marriage would ha\e brought upon her.
Ford. Stand not amaz'd : here is no remedy.

—

In love, the heavens themselves do guide the state ;

Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate.
Fal. I am glad, though you have ta'en a special

stand to strike at me, that your arrow hath glanced.
Page. Well, what remedy ?—Fenton, heaven give

thee joy !

—

What cannot be eschew'd nmst be embrac'd.
Fal. When night-dogs run, all sortsofdeer arc chas'd.
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muse no farther.—Master

Heaven give you many, many merry days ! [Fenton,
Good husband, let us every one go home.
And laugh this sport o'er by a country fire ;

'"r John and all.

Ford. Let it be so.—Sir John,
To master Brook you yet shall hold your word

;

For he, to-night, shall lie with mistress Ford. [Exeunt.
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ACT I.

SCENE I.

—

An Apartment in the Duke's Palace.

Enter Duke, Escalus, Lords, and Attendants.

Duke. Escalus,

—

Escal. My lord ?

Duke. Of government the properties to unfold.
Would seem in me i' aflect speech and discourse,
Since I am put to know that your own science
Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice
My strength can give you : then no move remains.
But that to your sufficiency, as your worth is able ;

And let them work. The nature of our people.
Our city's institutions, and the terms
For common justice, you're as pregnant in

As art and practice liath enriched any
That we remember. There is our commission.
From which we would not have you warp.—Call hither,

1 say, bid come before us Angelo.

—

[ Exit an Attendant.
What figure of us think you he will bear V

For, you must know, we have with special soul
Elected him our absence to supply

;

Lent him our terror, drest him with our love
;

And given his deputation all the organs
Of our own power. What think you of it ?

Escal. If any in Vienna be of worth
To undergo such ample grace and honour.
It is lord Angelo.
Dttke. Look where he conies.

Enter Angelo.
A>i^. Always obedient to your grace's will,

I come to know your pleasure.

Duke. Angelo,
There is a kind of character in thy life.

That, to th' observer, doth thy history

Fully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings
Are not thine own so proper, as to waste
Thyself upon thy virtues, them on thee.
Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do ;

Not light them for themselves ; for if our virtues

Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd.
But to fine issues ; nor nature never lends
The smallest scruple of her excellence.

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines
Herself the glory of a creditor.

—

Both th.anks and use. But I do bend my speech
To one that can my part in him advertise

;

Hold, therefore, Angelo

:

[ Tendering his commission.
In our remove, be thou at full ourself

;

Mortality and mercy in Vienna
Live in thy tongue and heart. Old Escalus,
Though first in question, is thy secondary :

Take thy commission.
Aug. Now, good niy lord.

Let there be some more test made of'^my metal,
Before so noble and so great a figure

Be stamp'd upon it.

Duke. No more evasion :

We have with a leaven'd and prepared choice
Proceeded to you : therefore take your honours.
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition.
That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestion'd
Matters of needful value. We shall write to you.
As time and our concemings shall importune.
How it goes with us ; and do look to know
What doth befall you here. So. fare you well

:

To the hopeful execution do I leave you
Of your commissions.
Ang. Yet, give leave, my lord.

That we may bring you something on the way.
Duke. My haste may not admit it

;

Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own.
So to enforce or qualify the laws
.\s to your soul seems good. Give me your hand

:

I'll privily away. I love the people.
But do not like to stage me to their eyes :

Though it do well, I do not relish well
Their loud applause and a7>es vehement

;

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion.

That does affect it. Once more, fare you well.

Ang. The heavens give safety to your pur])oses

!

Escal. Lead forth, and bring you back in happiness

!

Duke. I thank you. Fare you well. \,Exit.

Escal. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave
To have free speech with you ; and it concerns me
To look into the bottom of my place :

.\ power I have, but of what strength and nature
I am not yet instructed.
.Ing. "Tis so with me. Let us withdraw together.

And we may soon our satisfaction have
Touching that point.
Escal, I'll wait upon your honour.

\Exeunt.

SCENE 11.—^ Street.

Enter Lucio and two Gentlemen.

Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes, come not
to composition with the king of Hungary, why then,
all the dukes fall upon the king.

1 Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not the king
2 Ge}it. Amen. [of Hungary's I

Lucio, Thou concludest like the sanctimonious

Eirate, that went to sea with the ten commandments,
ut scraped one out of the table.
zGent, " Thou shalt not steal ?"

Lucio, Ay. that he razed.
1 Gent. Why, 'twas .a commandment to command

the captain and all the rest from their functions : they
put forth to steal. There's not a soldier of us all, that,

in the thanksgiving before meat, doth relish the peti-

tion well that prays for peace.
2 Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it.

Lucio. I believe thee ; for I think thou never wast
where grace was s.'titl.

2 Cent. Not a dozen times at least.

I Gent. What, in metre?
Lucio. In any proportion, or in any language.
1 Gent, 1 think, or in any religion.
Lucio, Ay ; why not ? 'Grace is grace, despite of all
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cf^ntroversy ; as, for example,—thou thyself art a
wicked villain, despite of all grace. [twecn us.

I Ge'it. Well, there went but a pair of shears be-

Lucio. I grant; as there inay between the lists and
the velvet :"thou art the list.

I llettt. And thou the velvet : thou art good velvet

;

thou art a three-piled piece, I w'arrant titee. I had as

lief be a list of an English kersey, as be piled, as thou
art piled, for a French velvet. Do I speak feehugly
nowt
Lucio. I think thou dost ; and. indeed, with most

painful feeling of thy speecli: I will, out of tliine own
confession, learn to begin thy health ; but, whiUt I

live, forget to tlrink after thee. (not?

1 Gene. I think I have done myself wrong, have I

c Gent, Yes, that thou hast, whether thou art tainted,

or free.

Lucio. Behold, behold, where madam Mitigation
comes 1 1 have purchased as many diseases under her
roof, as come to

—

2 Oetit. To what, I pray ?

Liicio. Judge.
2 G<nt. Tothree thousand dollars a year.
I Gent, Ay. and more.
Liicio. A French crown more.
I Gent. Thou art always figuring diseases in nie

;

but thou art full of error : I am sotmd.
Liicic. Nay, not as one would say. healthy ; but so

sound as things that are hollow : thy bones are hollow

;

impiety has made a feast of thee.
Enter Mistress Overdone.

1 Gent. How now I Which of your hips has the
most profound sciatica ¥

Afrs. Ov. Well, well ; there's one yonder arrested
and carried to prison, was worth five thousand of you

2 Gent. Who's that. I pray thee? |all.

Mrs. Ov. Marry, sir, that sClaudio, signiorClaudio.
1 GefU. Claudio to prison ! 'tis not so.

Mrs. Ov. Nay, but I know 'tis so : I saw him ar-

rested ; saw him carried away ; and, which is more,
within these three days his head is to be chopped off.

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, 1 would not have it

so. Art thou sure of this?
.\frs. Ov. I am too sure of it ; and it is for getting

madam Julietta with child.

Lucio. Believe me, this may be : he promised to
meet me two hours since, and he was ever precise in

promise-keeping.
2 Gent. Besides, you know, it draws something near

to the speech we had to such a purpose. fmation.
I Gent. But most of all, ;^n'«eing with the procla-
Lucio. Away 1 let's go learn the truth of it.

[Exeunt Lucio afui Gentlemen.
Mrs. Ov. Thus, what with the war, what with the

sweat, what with the gallows, and what with poverty.
I am custom-shrunk.

Enter Clown.
How now ! what's the news with you ?

Clo. Yonder man is carried to prison.
Mrs. Ov. Well ; what has he done I
Clo. A woman.
Mrs. Ov. But what's his offence ?

Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river.
Mrs. Ov. What, is there a maid with child by him!
Clo. No ; but there's a woman with maid by him

You have not heard of the proclamation, have you 'i

Mrs. Ov. What proclamation, m;in?
Clo. All houses in tlie suburbs of Vienna must be

I<hicked down. [city ';

Mrs. Ov. And what shall become of those in the
Clo. They shall stand forseed : they had gone down

too, but that a wise burgher put in for them.
Mrs. Ov. But shall all our houses of resort in thi

suburbs be pulled down?
Clo. To the ground, mistress.
Mrs. Ov. ^Vhy, her./s a change indeed in the com-

monwe.illh ! What sli;ill become of me?
Clo. Come ; fear not yuu : good counsellors lack no

clients : though you change your place, you need not
change j-our trade ; III 1 .,: your tapster still. Courage !

there will be pity taken on you: you tli.at have worn
your eyes almost out in the service, you will be con-
sidered.
Mrs. Ov. What's to do here, Thomas Tapster"?

Let's withdraw.
Clo. Here coincs signior Claudio. led by the pro-

vost to prisoo ; and there's madam JuUet.
[Exeunt.

SCENE II I.-The Same.

Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, and Officers ; Lucio
d/jof/Tt/o Gentlemen.

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to the
IJe.'ir me to prison, where I am committed. [world?
Prov, I do it not in evil disposition.

But from Lord Angelo by special charge.
Claud. Thus can the demi-god. Authority,

Make us pay down for our offence by weight.-—
The words of heaven ;—on whom it will, it will

;

Un whom it will not. so ; yet still 'tis just.

Lucio. Why. how now Claudio ! whence comes this

restraint ?

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty

:

.\s surfeit is the father of much fast.

So every scope by the iinmoderate use
Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue,
(Like rats that ravin down their proper bane),
A thirsty evil ; and when we drink, we die.

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an arrest, I

would send for certain ofmy creditors : and yet. to say
the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of freedom
as the morality of imprisonment.—What's thy offence,
Claudio?
Claud, What, but to speak of would offend again.
Lucio. What is it? murder?
Claud. No.
Lucio. Lechery?
Claud. Call it so.
Prov. Away, sir; you must go.
Claud. One word, good friend.—Lucio, aword with

you. [ Takes hint aside.
Lucio. A hundred, if they'll do you any good.^

Is lechery so looked after ?

Claud. Thus stands it with me :—upon a true con-
I got possession of JuHetta's bed : [tract,
You know the lady ; she is fast my wife.
Save that we do the denunciation lack
Of outward order : this we came not to,

Only for propagation of a dower
Remaining in the coffer of her friends ;

From whom we thought it meet to hide our love.
Till time had made them for us. But it chances.
The stealth of our most mutual entert-iinment.
With character too gross, is writ on Juliet,
Lucio. With child, perhaps?
Claud. Unhappily, even so.

And the new deputy now for the duke,

—

Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness,
Or whether that the body puljlic be
A horse whereon the governor doth ride.
Who, newly in the seat, that it may know
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur

;

Whether the tyranny be in his place.
Or in his eminence that fills it up,
I stagger in :—but this new governor
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties.
Which have, like unscour d armour, hung by the

wall
So long, that nineteen zodiacks have gone round,
/Vnd none of them been worn ; and. for a name,
.\'ow puts the drowsy and neglected act
Freshly on me :

—
'tis surely, for a mune.

Lucio. I warrant it is : and thy head stands so tickle
on thy Ishoulders, tliat a milkmaid, if she be in love,
may sigh it off. Send after the duke, and appeal to
him.
Claud. I have done so, but he's not to be found.

I pr'ythee, Lucio, do me this kind service ;

This diiy my sLster should the cloister enter,
.\nd there receive her approbation :

.Vcquaint her with tlie danger of my state ;

Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends
To the strict deputy ; bid herself essay him :

I have ^e,at hope in that ; for in her youth
There is a prone and speechless diiilect,

Such as moves men : beside, she hath prosperous art
When she will play with reason and discourse.
And Well she can persua<.le.
Lucto. I pr,ay she may ; as well for the encour.igc-

mentof the like, which else would stand under grievous
imposition, as for the enjoying of thy life, who I would
be sorry should be thus foulislily lost at a gallic of
tick-tack. Ill to her.
Claud. I thank you. good friend Lucio.
Lucio. Witliin two hours.—
Claud, Come, ofliccr, away I [Exeunt.
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SCENE IV.—A Monastery.

Enter Duke ajtd Friar Thomas.
Duke. No, holy father; throw away that thought:

Believe not that the dribbling dart of love
Can pierce a complete bosorii. ^Vhy I desire thee
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends
Of burning youth.
Fri. May your grace speak of it ?

Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than you
Hov/ 1 have ever loved the life remov'd ;

And held in idle price to haunt assemblies.
Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps.
I have deliver'd to Lord Angelo
(A man of stricture, and firni abstinence)
My absolute power and place here in Vienna,
And he supposes me travell'd to Poland ;

For so I have strew'd it in the common ear.

And so it is receiv'd. Now, pious sir.

You will demand of me, why I do this J

Fri. Gladly, my lord.

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting laws,

(The needful bits and curbs to headstrong steeds,)

Which for these fourteen years we have let sleep ;

Even like an o'ergrown lion in a cave.
That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond fathers,

Having bound up the threatening twigs of birch.

Only to stick it in their children's sight
For terror, not to use ; in time the rod
Becomes more mock'd than fear'd ; so our decrees,
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead

;

And liberty plucks justice by the nose ;

The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart
Goes all decorum.
Fri. It rested in your grace

T' unloose this tied-up justice when you pleas'd :

And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd,
Than in Lord Angelo.
Duke. I do fear, too dreadful

:

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people scope,
'Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them
For what I bid them do : for we bid this be done.
When evil deeds have their permissive pass.

And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, my
I have on Angelo impos'd the office ;

[father,

Who may, in th' ambush of my name, strike home.
And yet my nature never in the sight.

To do it slander. And to behold his sway,
I will, as 'twere a brother of your order.

Visit both prince and people : therefore, I pr'ythee.

Supply me with the habit, and instruct me
How I may formally in person bear me
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action

At our more leisure shall I render you

;

Only, this one :—Lord Angelo is precise

;

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses
That his blood flows, or that his appetite
Is more to bread than stone : hence shall we see,

If power change purpose, what our seemers be.
{Exeunt.

SCENE v.—A Nunnery.

Enter Isabella and Francisca.

Isab. And have you nuns no farther privileges?

Fran. Are not these large enough ?

Isab. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring more

;

But rather wishing a more strict restraint

Upon the sisterhood, the votarists of Saint Clare.

Lucio. \lVithin.\ Ho! Peace be in this place 1

Isab. Who's that which calls ?

Fran. It is a man's voice. Gentle Isabella

:

Turn you the key. and know his business of him

:

You may, I may not ;
you are yet unsworn.

When you have vow'd. you must not speak with men,

But in the presence of the prioress

:

Then, if you speak, you must not show your face

;

Or, if you show your face, you must not speak.

He calls again ; I pray you. answer him. \Exit.

Isab. Peace and prosperity ! Who is 't that ceills?

Enter Lucio.

Uicio. Hail, virgin, if you be,—as those cheek-roses

Proclaim you are no less ! Can you so stead me,
As bring me to the sight of Isabella,

A novice of this |ilace, and the fair sister

To her unhappy brother, Claudio!
Isab. Why her unhappy brother! let nic aik ;

The rather, for I now must make you know
I am that Isabella, and his sister.

L^tcio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets
Not to be weary with you, he 's in prison. [you :

Isab. Woe me I for what ?

Lucio. For that, which, if myselfmight be hisjudge.
He should receive his punishment in thanks:
He hath got his friend with child.

Isab. Sir, make me not your story. [familiar sin

Ljtcio. 'Tis true. I would not — though 'tis my
With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest.

Tongue far from heart—play with all virgins so

:

I hold you as a thing ensky'd and sainted

;

By your renouncement, an immortal spirit

;

And to be talk'd with in sincerity.

As with a saint.

Isab. You do blaspheme the good, in mocking me.
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth, 'tis

Your brother and his lover have embrac'd : (thus :

—

As those that feed grow full ; as blossoming time.

That from the seedness the bare fallow bringfs

To teeming foison ; even so her plenteous womb
Expresseth his full tilth and liusbandry.
Isab. Same one with child by himV—My cousin Juliet

!

Lucio. Is she your cousin?
Isab. Adoptedly ; as school-maids change their

By vain, though apt, aff'ection. [names,

Lucio. She it is.

Isab. O ! let him marry her

!

Lucio. This is the point,

The duke is very strangely gone from hence

;

Bore many gentlemen, myself being one.

In hand, and hope of action : but we do learn,

By those that know the very nerves of state.

His givings out were of an infinite distance

From his true-meant design. Upon his place,

And with full line of his authority.

Governs lord Angelo ; a man whose blood
Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels

The wanton stings and motions of the sense.

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge
With profits of the mind, study and fast.

He (to give fear to use and liberty.

\Vhich have, for long, run by the hideous law.

As mice by lions) hath pick'd out an act.

Under whose heavy sense your brother's life

Falls into forfeit : he arrests him on it

;

.\nd follows close the rigour of the statute.

To make him an example. All hope is gone.

Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer
To soften Angelo : and that 's my pith

Of business 'twixt you and your poor brother.

Isab. Doth he so seek his life J

Lucio. He's censur d hun
Already; and. as I hear, the provost hath
.'V warrant for his execution.
Isab. Alas ! what poor ability's in me

To do him good?
Lucio. Assay the power you have.

Isab. My power 1 alas, I doubt,

—

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors.

And make us lose the good we oft might win.

By fearing to attempt. Go to lord Angelo,
And let him leam to know, when maidens sue.

Men give like gods ; but when they weep and kneel,

All their petitions are as freely theirs

As they themselves would owe them.
Isab. Ill see what I can do.

Lucio. But speedily.

Isab. I will about it straight

;

No longer staying but to give the mother
Notice'ofmy aflair. I humbly thank you

:

Commend me to my brother: soon at night

I '11 send hiin certain word of my success.

Lucio, I take my leave of you.
Isab. Good sir, adieu, [bxcunl.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—A Hall in Angelo's House.

Enter Angelo, Escalus, a Justice, Provost, Officers,

a)id otlier Attendants.

Ang. We must not make a scare-crow of the law,

Setting it up to fear the birds of prey.

And let it keep one shape, till custom make it

Their perch, and not their terror.

Escal. Ay, but yet

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little,

Than fall, and bruise t« death. Alas J this gentleman.
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Whom I would save, had a most noble father.

I,ct Imt your honour know,
(Whom 1 believe to be most strait in virtue,)

That, in the working of your own affections.

Had time coher'd with piace. or place with wishing,

Or that the resolute actm? of your blood
Could have attain'd th' elfcct of your own purpose,
AVhether you had not. some time in your life,

Err'd in this point which now you censure him.
And puU'd the law upon you.
Aug. 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus,

Another tliinij to fall. I not deny.
The jury, passin.j on the jirisoner's life.

May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two
GuUtier than him they try. What's open made to

That Justice seizes : what know the laws, [justice.

That thieves do pass on thieves ! 'Tis very pregnant.
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it.

Because we see it ; but what we do not see
We tread upon, and never think of it.

You may not so extenuate his offence.
For I have had such faults ; but rather tell me,
^Vhen I, that censure him, do so offend.
Let mine ovm judgment pattern out my death.
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die.

HscaL Be it as your wisdom will.

Aug. Where is the provost V

Prov. Here, if it like your honour.
Ang. See that Claudio

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning.
Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar'd ;

For tliat's the utmost of his pilgrimage. [Exil Provost.
F.scal. Well, heaven forgive him land forgive us all I

Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall

:

Son;e run from brakes of vice, and answer none ;

And some condemned for a fault alone.
Enler Elbow, Froth, Clown, Oflicers, &•€.

Elb. Come, bring them away. If these be good
people in a common-weal, that do nothing but use
their abuses in common houses, I know no law : bring
them away.
Aug. How now, sir I What's yourname? and what's

the matter?
Etb. If it please your honour, I am the poor dukeV

constable, and my name is Elbow : I do lean upon
instice, sir ; and do bring in here before your good
honour two notorious benefactors.
Ang. Benefactors ! Well ; what benefactors are

they ? are they not malefactors ?

Elb. If it please your honour, I know not well what
Ihey are : but precise villains they are, that I am sure
of; and void of all profanation in the world that good
Christians ought to have.
Rscal. This comes off well : here's a wise officer.

Ang. Goto: what quality are they ofY Elbow i>

your name? why dost thou not speak, Elbow J

Clo. He cannot, sir ; he's out at elbow.
Aug. What are you, sir?

Elb. He, sir? a tapster, sir; parcel-bawd; one that
serves a bad woman ; whose house, sir, was, as they
s.ay, plucked down in the suburbs ; and now she pro-
fesses a hot-house, which, I think, is a very ill house too.

Escal. How know you that ?

Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before he.tvcn an<l
Escal. Howl thy wife? [your honour,—
Elb. Ay, sir; whom, I th.ank heaven, is an honest
Escal. IJost thou detest her therefore? [woman,—
F.lh. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well as

she, th,it this house, if it be not ;i bawd's house, it is

pity of her life, for it is a naughty house.
k^cal. How [lost thou know that, constable?
Elb. Marry, sir. by my wife ; who, if she had been

a woman cardinally given might have been accused in

fornication, adultery, and all uncleanliness there.
Escal. By the woman's means ?

hlb. Ay, sir, by mistress Overdone's means : but as
she spit in his face, so she defied him.

Clo. Sir, if it ple.'ise your honour this is not so.
Elb. Prove it before these varlcts here, thou honour-

able man ; prove it.

Escal. (7"fl Angclo.] r)oyouhe.irhow hemisni.nces?
Clo. Sir, she came in, great with child, and longing

(saving your honour's reverence) for stewed prunes,
fcir;—we had but two in the house, which at that very
distant time stood, as it were, in a fruit dish, .a dish of
sonic thri.-opence ;—your honours have seen siK:h
dishes; they arc not, China dishes, but very gooti
dishes,

—

Escal. Go to, go to : no matter for the dish, sir,

Clo. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin ; you arc therein
in the right :—but to the iioint. As I say, this mistress
Elbow, being, as I say, with child, and being great
belly'd, and longing, as I said, for prunes ; and having
but two in the dish, as I said, master Froth here, this

very man, having eaten the rest, as I said, and, as I

say, paying for them very honestly ;—for, as you
know, master Froth, I cou'd not give you threepence
Froth. No, indeed. (again,

—

Clo. Very well ;—you being then, if you be remem-
bered, cracking the stones of the foresaid prunes,—
Froth. Ay, so 1 did, indeed.
Clo. Why, very well ;—I telling you then, if you be

remembered, that such a one, and such a one, were
past cure of the thing you wot of, unless they kept
very good diet, as I told you,

—

Froth. All this is true.

Clo. Why, very well then.
Escal. Come ; you are a tedious fool ; to the pur-

pose. What was done to Elbow's wife that he hath
cause to complain of? Come me to what was done to

Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. Iher.
Escal. No, sir, nor I mean it not.

Clo. Sir, but you shall come to it. by your honour's
leave. And, I beseech you, look into master Froth
here, sir ; a man of fourscore pound a year ; whose
father died at Hallowmas ;—was't not at Hallowmas,
Froth. AU-hallownd eve. [master Froth?—
Clo. Why, very well ; I hope here be truths. He,

sir, sitting, as I say, in a lower chair, sir ;
—

'twas in the
Bunch of Grapes, where, indeed, you have a delight
to sit, have you not ?

—

[good for winter.
Froth. I have so ; because it is an open room, and
Clo. Why, very well then ; I hope here be truths.

Aug. This will last out a night m Russia,
When nights are longest there : I'll take my leave,
.\nd leave you to the hearing of the cause ;

Hoping you'll find good cause to whip them all.

Escal. I think no less. Good-morrow to your lord'
ship. 1 Exit Angelo.

Now, sir, come on : what was done to Elbow's wife,
once more ?

Clo. Once, sir? there was nothing done to her once,
Elb. I beseech you, sir, ask him what this man did
Clo. I beseech your honour, ask me. [to my wife.
Escal. Well, sir ; what did this gentleman to her?
Clo. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentleman's face-

—Good master Froth, look upon his honour ; 'tis for a
good purpose.—Doth your honour mark his face t
Escal. Ay, sir, very well.
Clo. Nay, I beseecii you, mark it well,

Escal. Well, I do so.
Clo. Doth your honour see any harm in his face ?

Escali Why, no.
Clo. I'll be supposed upon a book, his face is the

worst thing about him. Good, then ; if his face be the
worst thing about him, how could master Froth do the
constable's wife any harm ? I would know that of your
honour. [to it J

Escal. He's in the right,—Constable, what say you
hllb. First, an' it like "you, the house is a respected

house ; next, this is a respected fellow ; and his mis-
tress is a respected woman.

Clo. By this hand, sir, liis wife is a more respected
person than any of us all.

Elb. Varlct, thou liest ; thou liest, wicked varlet.
The time is yet to come that she was ever respected
with man, woman, or child. Fried with her.

Clo. Sir, she was respected with him, before he m.ar-
Escal. Which is the wiser here? Justice, or Iniquity?

—Is this true?
Elb. O thou caitiff I O thou varlet ! O thou wicked

Hannib.all I respected with her, before I wiis married
to her?—If ever I was respected with her, or she with
me, let not your worship think me the poor duke's
officer.—Prove this, thou wicked Hannibal, or I'll have
mine action of b.ittery on thee.
Escal. If he took you a box o' the ear, you might

h.avc your action of slander too.
/:/*. Marry, I thank your goorl worship for it. Wh.at

is t your worship's pleasure 1 shall do with this wicked
caitiff?

Escal. Truly, officer, because he hath some offences
ill him, that tlK)U wouUlst discover if thou couUlst, let

him continue in his courses, till thou knowest wliat
Ih<
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tliou wicked varlct now, what's come upon thee;
thou art to continue now, thouvarlet ; thou art to con-
Escat. Where were you born, friend J [tinue.

Froth. Here in Vienna, sir.

Escal. Are you of fourscore pounds a year !

Frotli. Yes, an 't please you, sir.

Escal. So.—{ To Clown. J What trade are you of, sir?

Clo. A tapster ; a poor widow's tapster.
Escal. Your mistress' name ?

Clo. Mistress Overdone.
Escal. Hath she had any more than one husband?
Clo. Nine, sir ; Overdone by the last.

Escal. Nine I—Gome hither to me, master Froth.
Master Froth, I would not have you acquainted with
tapsters : they will draw you, master Froth, and you
will hang them. Get you gone, and let me hear no
more of you.
Froth. I thank your worship. For mine own part,

I never come into any room m a taphouse, but I am
drawn in.

Escal. AVell, no more of it, master Froth : farewell.
\Exit Froth.]—Come you hither to me, master tapster.
What's your name, master tapster

!

Clo. Pompey.
Escal. What else ?

Clo. Bum, sir.

Escal. Troth, .and your bum is the greatest thin^
about you ; so that, in the beastliest sense, you ari;

Pompey the i^rcat. Pompey, you are partly a bawd.
Pompey, howsoever you colour it in being a tapster
Are you not 't come, tell me true : it shall be the bettci
for you.

CVo. Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow that would live.

Escal. How would you live, Pompey ? by being ;\

bawd? What do you think of the trade, Pompey? i^

it a lawful trade ?

Clo. If the law would allow it. sir.

Escal. But the law will not allow it, Pompey ; nor it

shall not be allowed in Vienna.
Clo. Does your worship mean to geld and spay all

the youth of the city ?

Escal. No, Pompey.
Clo. Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they will to 't

then. If your worship will take order for the drabs
and the knaves, you need not to fear the bawds.

Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell

you : it is but heading and hanging.
Cla. If you head and hang all that offend that way

but for ten year together, you'll be glad to give out a
commission for more heads : if this law hold in Vienna
ten year, I'll rent the fairest house in it after three-
pence a day : if you live to see this come to pass, say,
Pompey told you so.

Escal. Thank you, good Pompey ; and, in requital
of your prophecy, hark you :— I advise you, let me not
find you before me again upon any complaint whatso-
ever ; no, not for dwelling where you do : if I do.
Pompey, I shall beat you to your tent, and prove a
shrewd Coesar to you ; in plain dealing. Pompey, I

shall have you whipt; so, for this time, "Pompey, fare
you well.

Clo. I thank your worship for your good counsel

;

but I shall follow it, as the flesh and fortune shall
better determine.
Whip me ! No, no ; let carman whip his jade :

The valiant heart's not whipt out of his trade. [Exif.
Escal. Come hither to me. master Elbow; come

hither, master constable. How long have you been
in this ])lace of constable ?

Elb. Seven year and a half, sir.

Escal. I thought, by your readiness in the oftice.

you had continued in it some time. You say, seven
years together ?

Elb. And a half, sir.

Escal. Alas, it hath been great pains to you ! They
do you wrong to put you so "oft upon 't. Are there not
men in youc ward sufficient to serve it?

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such mfittcrs : as
they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for them

;

I doit for some piece of money, and go through with all.

Escal. Look you bring me in tlie names of some
six or seven, the most sufficient of your parish.
Elh, To your worship's house, sir?

y:'^ai/. To my house. Fare you well. \_Exii ILlhov/.
Wh.at's o'clock, think you!
yust. i;leven, sir.

Escal. I pray you home to dinner with me.
ynsl. I humbly thank you.

Escal. It grieves me for the death of Claudio

;

But there is no remedy.
yust. Lord Angelo is severe.
Escal. It is but needful.
Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so

;

P.ardon is still the nurse of second woe :

But yet, poor Claudio I—There is no remedy :

Come, sir. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

—

Aiiotlicr Room in Atigelo's House.

Enter Provost and a Servant.

Serv. He's hearing of a cause ; he will come
I'll tell him of you. straight:

Prozi. Pray you, do. \Exil Servant.] I'll know
His pleasure ; m.-iy be he will relent. Alas 1

He hath but as offended in a dream :

All sects, all ages smack of this vice; and he
To die for it 1

—

Enter Angelo.
Aii^. Now, v/hat's the matter, provost?
Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow?
Aug. Did I not tell thee, yea? hadst thou not order?

Why dost thou ask again?
Prcrv. Lest I might be too rash :

Under your good correction, I have seen,
When, after execution, judgment hath
Repented o'er his doom.
Ang. Go to ; let that be mine :

Do you your office, or give up your place.
And you shall well be spar'd.
Prov. I crave your honour's pardon.

—

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet?
She's very near her hour.
Ayig. Dispose of her

To some more fitter place ; and that with speed.

Re-enter Servant.
Serv. Here is the sister of the man condemn'd

Desires access to you.
Aug. Hath he a sister ?

Qrov. Ay, my good lord ; a very virtuous maid,
.\nd to be shortly of a sisterhood.
If not already.
Aug. Well, let her be admitted, [f.vj/ Servant

See you the fornicatress be remov'd :

Let her have needful, but not lavish, means

;

There shall be order for it.

[Enter Isabella and Lucio,
Prov. Save your honour I [Offering to retire.
Aug. Stay a little while.—rra Isab.J You're wel-

come : what's j'sur will ?

Isab. I am a woful suitor to your honour.
Please but your honour hear me.
Ang. Well ; what's your suit

!

Isab. There is a vice, that most I do abhor.
And most desire should meet the blow ofjustice

;

For which I would not plead, but that I must

;

For which I nmst not plead, but that I am
At war 'twixt will and will not.
Ang. Well ; the matter ?

Isab. I have a brother is condemn'd to die

:

I do beseech you, let it be his fault,
And not my brother.
Prov. [Aside.\ Heaven give thee moving graces!
Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it?

Why, every fault's condemn'd ere it be done.
Mine were the very cipher of a function.
To fine the fault, whose fine stands in record.
And let go by the actor.
Isab. O just, but severe law !

I had a brother, then.—Heaven keep your houour

!

[Retiring.
Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] Give 't not o'er so : to him

again, entreat him ;

Kneel downbef-^re him, hang upon his gown :

You are too cold ; if you should need a pin.
You could not witli uiore tame a tongue desire it

:

To him, I say.
Isab. Must he needs die?
Ang. Maiden, no remedy.
Isab. Yes ; I do think that you inight pardon him,

And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy.
Ang. I will not do 't.

Isab, But can vou if you would ?

Aitg. Look ; wh.it I will not, tluat I cannot do.
Isab. Butmight you do 't. and clo the world no wrong.

If so your Jieart were touch'd with that remorse
As mine is to him •
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An^. He's sentenc'd J
tis too late.

Liicio. [Aside to Isab.) You are too cold.

/sail. Too late f why, no ; I, that do speak a word.
May call it back aqain. Well, believe this,

No ceremony that to ^'reat ones 'longs,

Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword,
Vhe marshal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe,

Become them with one half so good a grace
As mercy does. If he had been as you, and you as he.

You would have slipt like hiin'; but he, Uke you.
Would not have been so stern.

Aug. Pray you, be gone.
Isiw. I would to heaven I had your potency.

And you were Isabel ! should it then be thus ?

No ; I would tell what 'tAvcre to be a judge.
And what a prisoner. [vein.

Ltuio. [Aside to Isab.] .\y, touch him : there's the
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law,

And you but waste your words.
Isab. Alas, alas

!

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once

;

And He that might the vantage best have took,
Found out the remedy. How would you be.
If He, which is the top ofjudgment, should
But judge you as you are V O ! think on that

;

-And mercy then will breathe within your lips,

Like man new made.
Aitg. Be you content, fair maid ;

It is the law, not I, condenms your brother:
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son.
It should be thus with him : he must die to-morrow.
kab. To-morrow S O, that's sudden ! Spare him,

spare him !

—

He's not prep.ar'd for death. Even for our kitchens
SVe kill the fowl of season : shall we serve heaven
With less respect than we do minister
To our gross selves? Good, good my lord, bethink
Who is It that hath died for this offence 1 [you :

There's many have committed it.

Litcto. [Aside to Isab.] Ay, well said.

A>i£. The law hath not been dead, though it hath
Those many had not dared to do that evil, [slept

:

If the first, that did th' edict infringe.

Had answer'd for his deed : now 'tis awake :

Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet,
Lsoks in a glass, that shows what future evils

(Either new, or by remissness new<onceiv'd.
And so in progress to be hatch'd and born,)
Are now to have no successive degrees.
But, ere they live, to end.
Isab. Yet show some pity.

Ang. I show it most of all when I show justice;
For then I pity those I do not know.
Which a dismiss'd offence would after gall

;

And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong,
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied :

Your brother dies to-morrow : be content.
Isab. So you must be the first that gives this sen-

And he that suffers. O ! it is excellent [tence,
To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous
To use it like a giant.
Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] That's well said.
Isab. Could great men thunder

As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet

;

For every pelting, petty officer.

Would use his heaven for thunder,

—

Nothing but thunder. Merciful heaven

!

Thou rather with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt
Split'st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak.
Than tlie soft myrtle : but man, proud man I

IJrest in a little brief authority.—
Most ignorant of what he's most assur'd.
His glassy essence,—like an angry ape.
Plays sucn fantastic tricks before high heaven.
As nuike the angels weep : who, with our spleens.
Would all themselves laugh inortaL
Lucio. [Aside to Isab.) O, to hun, to him, wench

t

Hc'scommg: I perceive 't. [he will relent:
Prov. [Aside.] Pray heaven, she win him !

Isab. We cannot weigh our brother with ourself

:

Great men may jest witii saints ; 'tis v»it in them.
But, in the less, foul profanation.
Lucio. [Aside to Isab. J Thourt in the right, girl

:

more o' th.at.

Isab. That in the captain's but a choleric word.
Which In the soldier is flat blasphemy. [on 't.

Lucio. [Aside to l.sah,) Art advis'd o' that J more
Ang. Why do you put these sayings upon me?

i
Isab. Because authority, though it err like others.

' Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself,

Th.-it skins the vice o' the top. Go to your bosom
;

Knock there, and ask your heart what it doth kuow
That's like my brother's fault : if it confess
A natural guiltiness such .as is his.

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue
Against my brother's lifc.

Aug. She speaks, and 'tis

Such sense that my sense breeds with it. Fare ye.u
Isab. Gentle, my lord, turn back. [well.
Atig. I will bethink me : come again to-morrow.
Isab. Hark how I'll bribe you : good my lord, turn

back.
Ang. How ! bribe me ! (with you.
Isab. Ay, with such gifts that heaven shall share
Lucio. [Aside to Isab.] You had marr'd all else.
Isab. Not with fond shekels of the tested gold.

Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor
.\s fancy values them ; but with true prayers.
That shall be up at heaven, and enter there
Ere sun-rise,—prayers from preserved souls,

From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate
To nothing temporal.
Aitg. Well ; come to me to-morrow.
Incio. [Aside to Isab.) Go to ; tis well ; away \

Isab. Heaven keep your honour safe !

Ang. [Aside.\ Amen:
For I am that way going to temptation,
Where prayers cross.
Isab. At what hour to-morrow.

Shall I attend your lordship ?

Ang. At any time 'fore noon.
Isab. Save your honour

!

[ir.vt'j»(/ Isabella, Lucio, n^rf Provost
Ang. From thee ; even from thy virtue 1-

What's this, what's this? Is this her fault or mine V

The temptor or the tempted, who sins most, haj
Not she ; nor doth she tempt : but it is I,

That lying by the violet in the sun,
Do, as the carrion does, not as the fiower.
Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be.
That modesty may more betray our sense
Than woman's lightness? Having waste grounri
Shall we flesire to raze the sanctuar>', [enough-
And pitch our evils there? O, fie, fie, fie !

What dost thou, or what art thou, Angelo

!

Dost thou desire her foully for those things
That make her good ? O, let her brother live

!

Thieves for their robbery have authority,
\Vhen judges steal themselves. What ! do I love her,
That I desire to hear her speak again.
And feast upon her eyes? What is 't I dream on?

cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint.
With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerous
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on
To sin in loving virtue. Never could the strumpet,
With .all her double vifjour, art and nature.
Once stir my temper ; out this virtuous maid
Subdues me quite :—ever, till now.
When men were fond, I smil'd, and wonder'd how.

[Exit,

SCENE Wl.—A Room in a Prison.

Enter Duke, disguised as a Friar, and Provost.

Duke. Hail to yeu, provost, so I think you are.
Prov. I am the provost. What's your will, good

friar ?

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bless'd order,
1 come to visit the atMictetl spirits

Here in the prison. Do me the common right
To let me see them, and to make me know
The n.ature of their crimes, that I may minister
To thorn accordingly.

Pro^i. I woulddo mere th.an th.it. if more were need-
Look, herecomcsonc,—a gentlewoman of mine, (ful.

Who, falling in the flames of her own youth,
I lath blister'd her report : she is with child

;

And he that got it, sentenc'd—a young man
More fit to do another such offence.
Than <lie fer this.

/fx/i^r Juliet.
Duke. When must he die ?

Prov, As I do think, to-morrow.

—

[
7'(> Juliet.] I have provided for you ; stay a while.
And you shall be conducted.
Duke. 'Repent you, fair one, of the sin you earn*?
yuliel. I do ; ami bear the shame most |iatientfy.
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Duke. I'll teach you how you shall arrai^ your con-
Ancl try your penitence, if it be sound, [science.

Or hollowly put on.
Jiiliet. ril ffladly learn.
Duke. Love you the ninu that wrong'd you?
yiiliet. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him.
Duke. So then, it seems, yoiir most offenceful act

Was mutually committed ?

Juliet. Mutually.
Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his.

yiiliet. I do confess it, and repent it, father.
Duke. 'Tis meet so, daughter : but lest you do repent.

As that the sin hath brought you to this shame,

—

Whicli sorrow is always toward ourselves, not heaven,
Showing, we would not spare heaven, as we love it.

But as we stand in fear,

—

JtUict. I do repent me, as it is an evil,

And take the shame with joy.
Duke. There rest.

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow.
And 1 am going with instruction to him.
Grace go with you ! Benedicite I [Exit.

yuliet. Must die to-morrow ! O injurious law,
That respites me a life, whose very comfort
Is still a dying horror I

Proz'. 'Tis pity of liim. [E.xeui:t.

SCENE IV.

—

A Room in Angelo's House,

linter Angelo.

Aug. When I would pray and think, I think and pray
To several subjects. Heaven hath my empty words

;

Whilst ray invention, hearing not my tongue,
Anchors on Isabel : heaven in my mouth.
As if I did but only chew his name ;

And in my heart the strong and swelling evil

Ofmy conception. The state, whereon I studied.
Is like a good thing, being often read,
CJrown sear'd and tedious'; yea, my gravity,
Wherein—let no man hear me—I take pride.
Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume,
Which the air beats for vain. O place ! O form I

How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit,

Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls
To thy false seeming ! Blood, thou art blood 1

Let's write good angel on the devil's horn,
'Tis not the devil's crest.

Enter Servant.
How now ! who 's there ?

Serv. One Isabel, a sister.

Desires access to you.
Ang. Teach her the way. \E.xit Servant.

O heavens I

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart.

Making both it unable for itself.

And dispossessing all my other parts
Of necessary fitness ?

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons ;

Come all to help him, and so stop the air

By which he should revive : and even so
The general, subject to a well-wish'd king,

Suit their own part, and in obsequious fondness
rowd to his presence, where their untaught love

Must needs appear offence.
Enter Isabella.

How now, fair maid 1

Jsab. I am come to know your pleasure.

Ang. That you might know it, would much better

please me.
Than to demand what 'tis. Your brother cannot live.

Isab, Even so.—Heaven keep your honour 1

\Retiring.

Ang. Yet may he live a while ; and, it may be,

As long as you, or I : yet he must die.

JSiib. Under your sentence ?

Ang. Yea.
Isab. When, I beseech you ? that in his reprieve,

Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted,

That his soul sicken not.
.-?«!). Hal Fie. these fiUhy vices ! It were as good

To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen

A man already made, as lo remit
Their saucy sweetness, that do coin heaven's image
111 stamps tliat are forbid : 'tis all as easy
Falsely to take away a life true made.
As to put metal in restrained means.
To make a false one.
Isab. 'Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth.

Ang. Say j'ou so? then I shall pose you quickly.
Which had you rather,—that the most just law
Now took your brother's life ; or, to redeem him.
Give up your body to such sweet unclcanncss
As she that he hath stain'd?
Isab. Sir, believe this,

I had rather give my body than my soul.

Ang. I talk not of your soul. Our compell'd sins
Stand more for number than for account.

Isab. How say you
A?ig. Nay. I 'II not warrant that ; for I can speak

Against the thing I say. Answer to this :

—

I. now the voice of the recorded law.
Pronounce a sentence on your brotlier's life :

Might there not be a charity in sin.

To save this brother's life ?

Isab.
_ ^

Please you to do 't,

I'll take it as a peril to my soul.

It is no sin at all, but charity.
Ang. Pieas'd you to do 't. at peril of your soul,

Were equal poise of sin and charity.

Isab. That I do beg his life, if it be sin.

Heaven let me bear it 1 yOM granting of my suit,

If that be sin. I'll make it my morn-prayer
To have it added to the faults of mine,
.\nd nothing of your answer.
Ang. Nay, but hear me.

^'our sense pursues not mine : either you are ignorant,
Or seem so, craftily ; and that's not good.
Isab. Let me be ignorant, and in notliing good.

But graciously to know I am no better.

Ang. Tlius wisdom wishes to appear most bright,
When it doth tax itself ; as these black masks
Proclaim and enshield beauty ten times louder
Than beauty could, display'd.—But mark me

;

To be received plain, I'll speak more gross :

Your brother is to die.

Isab. So.
Ang. And his offence is so, as it appears,

Accountant to the law upon that pain.
Isab. True.
Ang. Admit no other w.ay to save his life,

(As I subscribe not that, nor any other.

But in the loss of question,) that you. his sister.

Finding yourself desir'd of such a person.
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place.

Could fetch your brother from the manacles
Of the all-binding law ; and that there were
No earthly mean to save him, but that either

You must lay down the treasures of your body
To this suppos'd, or else to let him suffer

;

^Vhat would you do ?

Isnb. As much for my poor brother, as myself:
That is, were I under tlie terms of death,
Th' impression of keen whips I'd wear as rubies,

And strip myself to death, as to a bed
That, longing, I've been sick for, ere I'd yield
My body up to shaiiie.

A>ig. Then must
Your brother die.

Isab. And 'twere the cheaper way

:

Better it were a brother died at once.
Than that a sister, by redeeming him,
Should die for ever.
Ang. Were not you, then, as cruel as the sentence

That you have slander'd so ?

Isab. Ignomy in ransom, and free pardon.
Are of two houses: lawful mercy is

Nothing akin to foul redemption.
Ang. You seem'd of late to make the law a tyrant

;

.\nd rather prov'd the sliding of your brother
A merriment, than a vice.

Isah. O, pardon me. my lord ; it oft falls out.

To have what we would have, we speak not what we
I something do excuse the thing I hate, (mean

!

l'"or his advantage that I dearly love.
Anr;. We are all frail.

Isab. Else let my brother die.

If not .a feodary, but only lie.

Owe, and succeed thy weakness.
Ang. Nay, women are frail too.

Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view themselves

;

Wliich are as easy broke as they make forms.
Women !—Help heaven ! men their creation mar
In profiting by tl'.ein. Nay, call us ten times frail

;

For we arc soft as our complexions are,

.\nd credulous to false prints.

A >ig. 1 think it well

:

J
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And from this testimony of your own sex.

(Since, 1 suppose, we are made to be no stronger

Than faults may shake our frames,) let n-e be bold ;•

I do arrest your words. Be that you are.

That is, a woman ; if you be more, you're none

;

If you be one, (as you are well expressd

By all external warrants.) show it now,

By puttins: on the destin'd livery.

Isab. I have no tongiie but one : gentle my lord,

Let me entreat you speak tlie former language.

^iig. Plainly conceive, I love you.

Isab. My brother did love Juliet ; and you tell me
That he shall die for't.

.litg. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love.

]sab. I know, your virtue hath a licence in "t.

Which seems a little fouler than it is,

To pluck on others.

A>ig. Belie\'e me, on mine honour.

My words express my purpose.
Isab. Ha ! little honour to be much believ'd.

And most pernicious purpose !—Seeming, seeming 1—
I will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for 't

:

faign me a present pardon for my brother.

Or with an outstretch'd throat I'll tell the world
Aloud what man thou art.

Aug. Who will believe thee, Isabel ?

My unsoil'd name, the austereness of my life,

My vouch against you, and my place i" the state,

AVill so your accusation overweigh.
That you shall stifle in j'our own report,

And smell of calumny. I have begun
;^

And now I give my sensual race the rein

:

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite ;

Lay by all nicety and piolixious blushes.

That banish what they sue for : redeem thy brother
By j-ielding up thy body to my will

;

Or else he must not only die the death.
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out
To Ungering sufferance. Answer me to-morrow.
Or, by the affection that now guides me most,
111 prove a tyrant to him. As for you.
Say what you can, my false o'erweighs your true. [Exit.

Isab. To whom should I complain? Did I tell this,

"Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths !

That bear in them one and the self-same tongue,
Either of condemnation or approof

;

Bidding the law make court'sy to their mil

;

Hooking both right and wrong to th' appetite.
To follow as it draws. I'll to my brother

:

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood.
Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour.
That, had he twenty heads to tender down
On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up,
Before his sister should her body stoop
To such abhorr'd pollution.
Then, Isabel, live chaste, and. brother, die:
More than our brother is our chastity.
I'll tell him yet of Angelo's request,
Ajid fit his mind to death, for his soul's rest. [Exit.

S3

ACT III.

SCENE I.

—

A Room in tlte Prison.

Enter Duke, dissnised as before, Claudio and
Provost.

Duke. So then, you hope of pardon from Lord
Claud. The miserable h.ave [Angelo?

No other medicine, but only hope :

I have hope to live, and am prepar'd to die.
Dttke. He absolute for death ; either death or life

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with
If I do lose thee, I do lose .i thing [life :—
That none but fools would keejj: a breath thou art,

—

Servile to all the skyey influences,

—

That dost this habitation, where thou keep'st.
Hourly afthct : merely, thou art death's fool

;

For hnn thou labour'st by thy flight to shun,
And yet run'st toward him still. Thou art not noble
For all th' accommodations that thou bear'st
Are nurs'd by baseness. Thou art by no means
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork (valiant
Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep.
And that thou oft provok'st ; yet grossly fear'st
Thy de.ith, which is no more. "Tliou artjnot tliyself

;

For thou exist'st on many a lhous.and grains
That issue out of dust. • Il.nppy thou art not

;

For what thou hast not. still thou striv'st to get.

And what thou hast, forget'st. Thou art not certain ;

For thy complexion shifts to strange effects.

.\fter the moon. If thou art rich, thou'rt poor ;

For. like an ass. vihose back with ingots bows.
Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey,

.•\nd death unloads thee. Friend hast thou none

;

For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire.

The mere effusion of thy proper loins,

Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum,
For'ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor youth nor

But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep, [age

;

Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms
Of palsied eld : and when thou art old and rich.

Thou h.ast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty.

To make thy riches pleasant. What's yet in this

That bears the name of life? Yet in this life

Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear.

That makes these odds all even.

Claud. I humbly thank you.

To sue to live, I find I seek to die

;

And, seeking death, find life : let it come.

Enter Isabella.

Isab. What ho! Peace here; grace and good
company 1

Prov. Who's there ! come in : the wish deserves a
welcome.

Duke. Dear sir, ere long I'll visit you again,

Claud. Most holy sir, I thank you.
Isab. My business is a word or two with Claudio.

Prmi. And very welcome.—Look, signior; here's

Duke. Provost, a word with you. [your sister.

Prat'. As many as you please.

Duke. Bring me to hear them speak, where I may
be conceal'd. [Exeunt Duke and Provost.

Claud. Now, sister, what's the comfort 1

Isab. Why,
As all comforts are ; most good, most good indeed

:

Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven,
Intends you for his swift ambassador.
Where you shall be an everlasting leiger :

Therefore, your best appointment make with speed

;

To-morrow you set on.

Claud. Is there no remedy ?

Isab. None, but such remedy, as, to save a head.
To cleave a heart in twain.
Claud. But is there any?
Isab. Yes. brother, you may live :

There is a devilish mercy in the judge.
If you'll implore it, that will free your life.

But fetter you till death.
Claud. Perpetual durance?
Isab. Ay, just; perpetual durance,—a restraint,

Though all the world's vastidity you had.
To a determin'd scope.
Claud. But in what nature?
Isab. In such a one as (you consenting to 't).

Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear.
And leave you naked.
Claud, Let me know the point.

Isab. O I I do fear thee. Claudio ; and I ciuake.
Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain.

And six or seven winters more respect,
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die?
The sense of death is most in apprehension

;

And the poor beetle, that we tread upon.
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great
As when a giant dies.

Claud. 'Why give you me this shame?
Think you I can a resolution fetch
From flowery tenderness. If I must die,

I will encounter darkness as a bride.
And hug it in mine arms.
Isab. There spake my brother : there my father's

Did utter forth a voice 1 Yes, thou must die : [gr.ave

Thou art too noble to conserve a life

In base appliances. This outward.sainted deputy—
Whose settled vis.age and deliberate word
Nips youth i" the head, and follies doth enmew
As falcon doth the fowl—is yet a devil

;

His filth within being cast, he would appear
A pond as deep as hell.

Clatid. The princely Angelo!
Isab. O, 'tis the cunning livery of hell.

The d.imned'st body to invest and cover
In princely guards I Dost thou think, Claudio.

—

E



54 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Arf

If I would j-ield him my urginiti',

Thou mightst be freed.

Claud. O heavens ! it cannot be.

Isah. Yes, he would ^ve 't tliee, from this rank
offence,

So to offend him still. This ni^s^ht 's the time
That I should do what I abhor to name,
Or else thou dicst to-morrow.
aaud. Thou shalt not do 't.

Isab. O I were it but my life.

I'd throw it down for your deU\'erance
As frankly as a pin.

Cla7id. Thanks, dear Isabel.

Jsab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to-morrow.
Claud. Yes.—Has he affections in him,

That thus can make him bite the law by the nose,
"when he would force xtl -Sure, it is no sin

;

Or of the deadly seven, it is the least.

Jsab. M'hich is the least?
Claud. If it were damnable, he being so wise,

Why would he for the momentary trick

Be perfurably fin'd?—O Isabel

!

Jsab. AVhat says my brother?
Claud. Death is a fearful thing.

Jsab. And shamed Hfe a hateful.
Claud. Ay, but to die, and ^o we know not where

;

To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot

;

This sensible warm motion to become
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit

To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside
In thriUing region of thick-ribbed ice ;

To be imprison'd in the viewless winds.
And blown with restless violence round about
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst
Of those that lawless and incertain thoughts
Imagine howling I

—
'tis too horrible !

The weariest and most loathed worldly life

That age, ache, penury, and imprisonment
Can lay on nature, is a paradise
To what we fear of death.

Jsab. Alas, alas I

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live :

What sin you do to save a brother's life,

Nature dispenses with the deed so far,

That it becomes a virtue.

Jsab. O you beast

!

O faithless coward ! O dishonest wretch 1

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice?
Is 't not a kind of incest to take life

From thine own sister's shame? What should I think ?

Heaven shield, my mother play'd my father fair I

For such a warped slip of wilderness
Ne'er issu'd from his blood. Take my defiance

;

Die, perish ! might but my bending down
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed :

I'll pray a thousand prayers for thy death,

—

No word to save thee.
Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel.
Jsab. O, fie, fie, fie

!

Thy sin 's not accidental, but a trade.
Mercy to thee would prove iteelf a bawd :

'Tis best that thou diest quickly. {Goiuq.
Claud. O, hear me, Isabella.

Re-enter Duke.
Duke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister ; but one word.
Js(ib. What is your will?

puke. Might you dispense with your leisure, I would
by and by have some speech with you : the satisfac-

tion I would require, is likewise your own benefit.
Jsab. I have no superfluous leisure : my stay must

be stolen out of other affairs; but I will attend you a
while.
Vitke [Aside to Claudio.] Son, I have overheard

what hath past between you and your sister. Angelo
had never the purpose to corrupt her; only he hath
made an assay of her virtue, to practise his judgment
with the disposition of natures : she, having the truth
of honour in her, hath made him that gracious denial
which he is most glad to receive. I am confessor to
Angelo, and I know this to be true ; therefore prepare
yourselfto death. Do not satisfy your resolution with
hopes that are faUible : to-morrow you must die ; go
to your knees, and make ready.
Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so out

of love with life, that I will sue to be rid of it.

Duke. Hold you there: farewell. [^avV Claudio.
Re-enter Provost. I

Provost, a word with you.
'

P>-(r<'. Wliat 's your will, father ?

Duke. That now you are come, you will be gone.
Leave me a while \vith the maid : my mind promises
with my habit no loss shall touch her by my company.
Prov. In good time. [Exit.
Duke. The hand that hath made you fair hath made

you good : the goodness that is cheap in beauty, makes
beauty brief in goodness ; but grace, being the soul of
your complexion, shall keep the body of it ever fair.

The assault that Angelo hath made to you. fortune
hath conveyed to my understanding ; and, but that
frailty hath examples for his falling, I should wonder
at Angelo. How would you do to content this sub-
stitute, and to save your brother?

Isab. I am now going to resolve him ; I had rather
iny brother die by the law, than my son should be un-
lawfully bom. But O, how much is the good duke de-
ceived in Aneelo ! If ever he return, and I can speak
to him, I will open my lips in vain, or discover his
government.
Duke. That shall not be much amiss : yet, as the

matter now stands, he will avoid your accusation ;— *' he
made trial of you only." Therefore, fasten your ear on
my advisings : to the love I have in doing good, a re>

lU'idy presents itse'f. I do make myself"believe, thai
you may most uprighteously do a poor wroneed lady
a merited benefit ; redeem your brother from tne angrj'
law ; do no stain to your own gracious person ; and
much please the absent duke, if peradventureheshall
ever return to have hearing of thisbusiness.
Jsab. Let me hear you speak further ; I have spirit

to do anything that appears not foul in the truth ofmy
spirit.

Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fearful.

Have you not heard speak of Mariana, the sister of
Frederick, the great soldier who miscarried at sea?
Jsab. I have heard of the lady, and good words

went with her name.
Duke. She should this Angelo have married; was

.alHanced to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed:
between which time of the contract, and limit of the
solemnity, her brother Frederick was wrecked at sea,
having in that perished vessel the dowry of his sister.

But mark how heavily this befell to the poor gentle-
woman : there she lost a noble and renowned brother,
^in his love toward her ever most kind and natural;
with him, the portion and sinew of her fortune, her
marriage-dowry ; with both, her combinate husband,
this well-seeming Angelo.
Jsab. Can this be so? Did Angelo so leave her?
Duke. Left her in her tears, and dried not one of

them with his comfort ; swallowed his vows whole,
pretending in her, discoveries of dishonour: in fe%v,

bestowed her on her own lamentation, which she yet
wears for his sake ; and he, a marble to her tears, is

ashed with them, but relents not.

Jsab. What a merit were it in death to take this poor
maid from the world ! What corruption in this life,

that it will let this man live !—But how out of this can
she avail ?

Duke. It is a rupture that you may easily heal ; and
the cure of it not only saves your brother, but keeps
"">u from dishonour m doing it,

Jsab. Show me how, good father.
Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her the

continuance of her first affection : his unjust unkind-
ness, that in all reason should have quenched her love,

hath, like an impediment in the current, made it more
violent and unruly. Go you to Angelo ; answer his

requiring with a plausible obedience; agree with his

demands to the point ; only refer yourself to this ad-
antage,—first, that your stay with him may not be

long ; that the time may have all shadow and silence
in it; zmd the place answer to convenience; this

being granted in course, now follows all. We
shall acivise this wronged maid to stead up your ap-
pointment, «^o in your place ; if the encounter acknow-
ledge itself hereafter, it may compel him to her
recompense : and here, by this, is your brother saved*
your honour untainted, the poor ^fariana advantaged,
and the corrupt deputy scaled. The maid will I

frame, and make fit for liis attempt. If you think well

to carry this, as ^ou may, the doubleness of the bene-
it for re

of it?

fit defends the deceit reproof. What think you

Jsab. The image of it gives me content already ; and
I trust it will grow to a most prosperous perfection.
Duke. It lies much fn your holding up. Haste you
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speedily to Angclo : if for this night he entreat you
to his bed, ijive him promise of satisfaction. I will

presently to St. Luke's : tlierc, at the moated grange,
resides this dejected Mariana. At that place call

upon me ; and despatch with Angelo, that it may be
quickly.

Isab. I thank you for this comfort. Fare you well,

good father. [Exeunt.

SCENE 11.—The Street before the Prison.

Enter Duke, as a/riar: to him Elbow, atid Officers,

with Clown.
Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that

you will needs buy and sell men and women like

beasts, we shall have all the world drink brown and
white bastard.
Duke. O heavens ! what stuff is here !

Clo. 'Twas never merry world, since, of t\vo usuries,

the merriest was put down, and the worser allowed by
order of law a furred gown to keep him warm ; and
furred with fox and lamb skins too, to signify, that
craft, being richer than innocency, stands for the
facing. ffriar.

Elb. Come your way, sir.—Bless you, good father
Duke. And you, good brother father. What olTence

hath this man made you, sir ?

Elb. Marr>', sir, he hath ofTonded the law : and. sir.

we take him to be a thief too, sir; for we have found
upon him, sir, a strange pick-lock, which we have sent
to the deputy.
Dttke. Fie, sirrah ! a bawd, a wicked bawd I

The evil that thou causest to be done.
That is thy means to live. Do thou but think
What 'tis to cram a maw or clothe a back,
From such a filthy vice : say to tliyself,

—

From their abommable and beastly touches
I drink. I eat, array myself, and live.

Canst thou believe thy living is a life.

So stinkingly dependmg? Go mend, go mend.
Clo. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir; but yet,

sir, I would prove

—

[sin,

Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for
Thou wilt prove his.—Take him to prison, officer:
Correction and instruction must both work,
Ere this rude beast will profit.

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir ; he has given
him warning. The deputy cannot abide a wliore-
master : if he be a whoremonger, and comes before
him, he were as good go a mile on his errand.
Duke. That we were all, as some would seem to be.

From our faults, as faults from seeming, free \

Elb. His neck will come to your waist,—a cord, sir.

Clo. 1 spy comfort : I cry. Bail. Here's agentleman.
and a friend of mine.

Enter Lucio.
Lucio. How now, noble Ponipey ! What, at the

wheels of Cxsar ! Art thou led in triumph? Wh;it—
is there none of Pygmalion's images, newly made
woman, to be had now, for putting the hand in the
pocket and extracting it clutcncd? ~ What reply? ha '!

What s-ty'st thou to this tune, matter, and method ?

Is "t not drowned i" the last rain, ha? What sayesi
thou to'tt Is the world as it was, man? Which is

the way ? Is it sad, and few words 1 or how ? The
trick of it?

Duke. Still thus, and thus I still worse

!

Lucio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mistress ?

I'rocurcs she still, ha?
Clo. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up alt her beef, and

she is herself in the tub.
Lucio. Why, 'tis good ; it is the right of it ; it must

be so : ever your fresh whore, and your powdered
bawd: an unshunned consequence; it must be so.
Art going to prison, Pompeyl

Clo. 'Ves, faith, sir.

Lucio. Why, 'tis not amiss, Pompey. Farewell.
Go, say I sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey ? or
how?
Elb. For being a baw d, for being a bawd.
Lucio. Well, tficn, imprison him. If imprisonment

\

be the due of a bawd, why, 'tis his right : bawd is he, 1

doubtless, and of anti'|iuty, loo; bawd-born.—Fare-

1

well, good Pompey: coiuniend me to the prison,
Pompey. You will turn good husband, now, Pompey

;

you will keep the house.
Clo. I hope, sir, your good worship will lie my bail.
Lucio. No, indeed will I not. Pompey; it is not the

wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase yourbondage

:

ss

if you take it not patiently, why, your metal is the
more. Adieu, trusty Pompey.—Bless you, friar.

Duke. And you.
Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey, ha

!

Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come.
Clo. You will not bail me, then, sir?

Lucio. Then, Ponipey '< nor now.— What news
abroad, friar? What news?
Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come.
Lttcio. Go,—to kennel, Pompey, go.

[Exeunt Elbow, and Officers, with Clown.
What news, friar, of the duke?
Duke. I know none. Can you tell me of any ?

Luci». Some say, he is with the emperor of Russia

;

other some, he is in Rome : but where is he, think
you ? [hini well.

Duke. I know not where ; but wheresoever, I wish
Lucio. It was a mad fantastical trick of him to steal

from the state, and usurp the beggary he was never
born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his absence ;

he puts transgression to "t.

Duke. He does well in 't

Lucio. A Httle more lenity to lechery would do no
harm in him : something too crabbed that way, friar.

Duke, It is too general a vice, and severity must
cure it.

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great
kindred ; it is well allied : but it is impossible to extirp
it quite, friar, till eating and drinkinr be put down.
They say, this Angelo was not matie by man and
woman, after the downright way of creation : is it true.

Dttke. How should he oe made, then? fthinkyou?
Lucio. Some report, a sea-m.iid spawn'd him ; some,

that he was begot between two stock-fishes. But it is

certain, that when he makes water, his urine is con-
gealed ice ; that I know to be true : and he is amotion
ungenerative ; that's infallible.

Duke. You are pleasant, sir, and speak apace.
Lttcio. Why, what a ruthless thing is this in him,

for the rebellion of a cod-piece to take away the life

of a man ! .Would the duke that is absent have done
this? Ere he would have hanged a man for the get-
ting a hundred bastards, he would have paid for the
nursing a thousand : he had some feeling of the sport

;

he knew the service, and that instructed nim to mercy.
Dttke. I never heard the absent duke much detected

for women ; he was not inclined that way.
I^ucio. O, sir, you are deceived.
Dttke. 'Tfis not possible.
Lttcio. Who? not the duke? yes, your beggar of

fifty ; and his use was, to put a ducat in her clack-
lish : the duke had crotchets in him : he would be
drunk too ; that let me inform you.
Duke. You do him wrong, surely.
Lttcio. Sir, I was an inward of his. A shy fellow

was the duke: and, I believe, I know the cause of his
ithdrawing.
Duke. What, I pr'ythee, might be the cause?
Lucio. No,—pardon ;

—
'tis a secret must be locked

within the teeth and the lips ; but this 1 can let you
understand,—the greater file of the subject held the
duke to be wise.
Duke. Wise? why, no question but he was. [low.
Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, unwcighing fel-

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or mistaking

:

the very stream of his life, and the business he hath
helmed, must, upon a warranted need, give him .1

better proclamation. Let him be but testinionied in
his own bringings forth, and he sh.iU appear to the
envious, a scholar, a statesman, and a soldier. There-
fore, you speak unskilfully ; or, if your knowledge be
more, it is much darkened in your malice.

Lttcio. Sir, I know him. and I love him.
Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and know-

ledge with dearer love.
Lttcio. Come, sir. I know what I know.
Dttke. I can h.irdly believe that, since you know not

wh.it you spc.ik. But, if ever the duke return, (as our
pr.iyers are he may,) let me desire you to niake your
answer before him : if it be honest you have spoke,
you have courage to maintain it : f ;im bound to call
upon you ; and, I pray you, yiur n.une? (duke.
Lucio. Sir, my name is Liicif); well known to the
Dttke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may live to

report you.
Lttcio. I fear you not.
Dttke. O, you hope the dukt will return no Hiorc

;

or you imagine me too unhurtful on opposite. But,
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indeed, I can do you little harm : you'U forswear this

again.
Lucio. I'll be hanged first: thou art deceived in

nie, friar. But no more of this. Canst thou tell, if

Claudio die to-morrow, or no?
Duke. Why should he die, sir?

Lucio. Why, for filling a bottle with a tun-dish. I

would the duke we talk of were returned again : this

ungenitured agent will unpeople the province with

continency; sparrows must not build in his house-
eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke yet

would have dark deeds darkly answered ; he would
never bring them to light : would he were returned 1

Marry, this Claudio is condemned for untrussing.

Farewell, good friar ; I pr'ythee, pray for me. The
duke, I say to thee again, would eat mutton on Fri-

days. He's now past it : yet, and I say to thee, he
w-ould mouth with a beggar, though she smelt brown
bread and garlic : say that I said so. Farewell. ( Exit.

Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality

Can censure 'scape : back-wounding calumny
The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong,

Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue

!

But who comes here?
Enter EsCcUus, Provost, and Officers with

Mrs. Overdone.
Escal. Go ; away with her to prison \

Mrs. Ov. Good my lord, be good to me ; your
honour is accounted a merciful man ; good my lord.

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and still for-

feit in the same kind ? This would make mercy swear,

and play the tyrant. [please your honour.

Prov. A bawd of eleven years' continuance, may it

Mrs. Ov. My lord, this is one Lucio's information

against me. Mistress Kate Keep-doivn was with child

by him in the duke's time ; he promised her marriage

:

his child is a year and a quarter old, come Philip and
Jacob: I have kept it myself; and see how he goes
about to abuse me I

Escal. That fellow is a fellow of much licence :—let

him be called before us.—Away with her to prison I—
Go to ; no more words. [Exeunt Officers with Mrs.

Overdone.] Provost, my brother Angelo will not be
altered, Claudio must die to-morrow : let him be fur-

nished with divines, and have all charitable prepara-
tion ; if my brother wrought by my pity, it should not

be so with him.
Prm. So please you, this friar hath been with him,

and advised him for the entertainment of death.
Escal, Good even, good father.

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you 1

Escal. Of whence are you?
Du>ae. Not of this country, thoughmy chance is now

To use it for my tune : I am a brother
Of gracious order, late come from the See,
In special business from his holiness.

Escal. What news abroad i' the world ?

Duke. None, but there is so great a fever on good-
ness, that the dissolution of it must cure it : novelty is

only in request ; and it is as dangerous to be aged in

any kind of course, as it is virtuous to be constant in

any undertaking : there is scarce truth enough alive

to make societies secure ; but security enough to

make fellowships accursed :—much upon this riddle

runs the wisdom of the world. This news is old

enough, yet it is every day's news. I pray you, sir,

of what disposition was the duke ?

Escal. One that, above all other strifes, contended
especially to know himself.
Duke. What pleasure was he given to ?

Escal. Rather rejoicing to see another merry, than
merry at anything whicli professed to make him re-

joice : a genUeman of all temperance. But leave we
him to his events, with a prayer they may prove pros-

Iierous: and let me desire to know how you find

Claudio prepared. 1 am made to understand, that

you have lent him visitation.

Duke. He professes to have received no sinister

measure from his judge, but most willingly humbles
himself to the determination of justice : yet had he
framed to himself, by the instruction of his frailty,

many deceiving promises of life ; which I, by my
good leisure, have discredited to him, and now is he
resolved to die.

Escal. You have paid the heavens your fvmction,

antl the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I

have laboureil for the poor gentleman to theextrciiicst

shore of my modesty >^tvuy brother justice have Ij

Act

.

found so severe, that he hath forced me to tell him.
he is indeed—justice.
Duke. If his own life answer the straitness of his

proceeding, it shall become him well ; wherein if he
chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself.
Escal. I am going to visit the prisoner. Fare you
Duke. Peace be with you ! [well.

[Exeunt Escahis and Provost.
He, who the sword of heaven will bear.
Should be as holy as severe ;

Pattern in himself to know,
Grace to stand, and virtue go

;

More nor less to others paying,
Than by self otfences weigliinjj.

Shame to him, whose cruel striking
Kills for faults of his own liking

!

Twice treble shame on Angelo,
To weed my vice, and let his grow I

O, what may man within him hide,
Though angel on the outward side 1

How may likeness, made in crimes.
Making practice on the times.
To draw with idle spiders' strings
Most pond'rous and substantial things 1

Craft against vice I must apiily.
With Angelo to-night shall lie

His old betrothed, but despis'd :

So disguise shall, by the disguis'd.
Pay with falsehood false exacting,
A"nd perform an old contracting. [Exit.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Be/ore tile tiwated Grange.

Mariana discovered sitting; a Boy singing,

SONG.
Take, O, take those lips away.
That so sweetly wereforsworn ;

And those eyes, tlie break ofday.
Lights that do mislead the morn :

£ut my kisses bring again,
bring again ;

Seals oflove, but seal'd in -vaiit,

seal'd in vain.

Mart. Break off thy song, and haste thee quick
away

:

Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice
Hath often still'd my brawUiig discontent.

—

[Exit Boy.
Enter Duke.

I cry you mercy, sir ; and well could wish
You had not found me here so musical

:

Let me excuse me, and believe me so,

—

My mirth it much displeas'd, but [ileas'd my woe.
Duke. 'Tis good; though music oft hath such a

charm
To make bad good, and good provoke to harm.—
I pray you, tell me, hath anybody inquired for me
liere to-day? much upon this time have I promised
here to meet. (here all day.
Mart. Vou have not been inquired after: I have sat

Duke. I do constantly believe you.—The time is

come, even nov/. I shall crave your forbearance a
little : may be, I will call upon you anon, for some
advantage to yourself.

Mari. I am always bound to you. fExit,

Enter Isabella.

Duke. Very well met, and welcome.
What is the news from this good deputy
Isab. He hath a garden circummur'd with brick.

Whose western side is with a vineyard back'd ;

And to that vineyard is a pianched gate,
That makes his opening with this bigger key

:

This other doth command a little door,
Wliich from the vineyard to the garden leads

;

There have I made my promise on the heavy
Middle of the night to call upon him. [way !

Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find thil

/sab. I have ta'en a due and wary note ujjon it

:

With whispering and most guilty diligence.

In action all of precept, he did show me
The way twice o'er.

Duke. Are there no other tokens
Between you 'greed, concerning her observance?
Jsjb, No, none, but only a repair i" the dark

;
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And that I have possessed him my most stay
Can be but brief: for I have macfe him know,
I have a servant comes with me alongf,

That stays upon me ; whose persuasion is,

1 come about my brother.
Duie. 'Tis well borne up.

1 have not yet made known to Mariana
A word of this.—\\'liat ho ! within ! come forth.

Re-ctUer Mariana.
I pray you, be acquainted with this maid

;

She comes to do you good.
Isab. I do desire the like.

Duke. Do you persuade yourself that I respect
you? [it.

Mari. Good friar, I know you do, .nnd have found
Duke. Take, then, this your companion by the hand,

Who hath a story ready for your ear.

I shall attend your leisure : but make haste

;

The vaporous night apiiroaches.
Mari. Will 't please you walk aside

!

,
[F.xeunt Mariana <iud Isabella.

Duke. O place and greatness ! millions of false eyes
Are stuck upon thee. Volumes of report
Run with these false and most contrarious quests
Upon thy doings ! thousand 'scapes of wit
Make thee the father of their idle dream,
And rack thee in their fancies

!

Re-enter- Mariana and Isabella.
Welcome ! How agreed f

Isab. She'll take the enterprise upon her, father,
If you adWse it.

Duke. It is not my consent.
But my entreaty too.

fsab. Little have you to say.
When you depart from him, but, soft and low,
" Remember now my brother."
Mari. Fear me not.
Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all.

He is your husband on a pre-contract

:

To bnng you thus together, 'tis no sin,

Sitli that the justice of your title to him
Doth flourish the deceit. CoTne, let us go :

Our corn's to reap, for yet our tithe's to sow. \Exaiiit.

SCENE II.

—

A RooJK in tlu Prison.

Enter Provost and Clown.
Prov. Come hither, sirrah. Can you cut off a man's

head?
Clo. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can ; but if he

be a married man, he is his wife's head, and I can
never cut off a woman's head.
Prov. Come, sir ; leave me your snatches, and yield

me a direct aitswer. To-morrow morning are to di

Cl.audio and Barnardine. Here is in our prison
common executioner, who in his office lacks a helper:
if you will take it on you to assist him, it shall redeem
you from your gyves ; if not, you shall have your full

time ofimprisonment, and your deliverance with an un-
pitied whipping, for you have been a notorious bawl

Cto. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time out o:

mind ; but yet I will be content to be a lawful hang
man. I would be glad to receive some instruction
from my fcllov/ partner.

Prarv. What no, Abhorson! \Vhcre's Abhorson,
there?

Enter Abhorsoru
ytbhor. Do you call, sir?
Prov. Sirrah, here 's a fellow will help you to-mor-

row in your execution. If you think it meet, com-
pound with him by the year, and let him abide here
ivith you ; if not, use him for the present, and dismiss
him ; he cannot plead (his estimation with you ; he
hatli been a bawd.
Abhor. A bawd, sir! Fie upon him I he will dis-

credit our mystery,
PrcTB. Go to, sir ; you weigh equally ; a feather will

turn the scale. {Exit.
Clo. Pray, sir, by your good favour,—for surely, sir,

<i good favour you have, iiut that you have a hanging
look,—do you call, sir, your occupation a mystery?
Abhor. A^, sir; a mystery.
Cto. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mystery ;

and your whores, sir, being members of my occupa-
tion, using p.-iffltitig, do prove my occupation a mys-
rery: but what mystery there should be in hanj.TUg, If

I should be hanged, I camnw imagine.
Abhor. Sir, It is aluystery.
Clo, Proof?

,4hhor. Every true man's apparel fits your thief—
Clo. If it be too little for your thief, your true man

thinks it big enough; if it be too big for your thief,

your thief thinks it little enough : so, every true man's
apparel fits your thief.

Rc-eutcr Provost.
Prov. Are you agreed ?

Clo. Sir, I will serve him ; for I do find, your hang-
an is a more penitent trade than your bawd,—he

doth often ask forgiveness.
Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and your axe

to-morrow, four o'clock.
Abhor. Come on, bawd ; I will instruct thee in mj

trade; follow.
Clo. I do desire to learn, sir ; and, I hope, if you

have occasion to use me for your own turn, you shall

find lue yare ; for, truly, sir, for your kindness I owe
you <a good turn.

Prov. CaU hither Barnardine and Claudio :

[Exeunt Clown and Abhorson.
Th* one has my pity ; not a jot tlie other.
Being a murderer, though he were my brother.

Enter Claudio.
Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death

:

Claud. As fast lock'd up in sleep, as guiltless labo
When it lies starkly in the traveller's bones •-

He will not wake.
Prov. Who can do good on him?

Well, go, prepare yourself. [A'nocking-toithin.] But
hark, what noise ?—

Heaven give your spirits comfort I—{Exit Claudio.J
fiy and by !

—

1 hope it is some pardon, or reprieve,
For the most gentle Claudio.

—

Enter Duke.
Welcome, father.

Duke. The best and wholesom'st spirits of the night

Envelop you, good provost ! Who call'd here of late ?

Prov. None, since the curfew rung.
Duke. Not Isabel!
Pro-:: No.
Duke. They will, then, ere 't be long.
Pro:/. What comfort is for Claudio ?

Duke. There's some in hope.
Prcn'. It is a bitter deputy.
Duke. Not so, not so ; his life is parallel'd

Even with the stroke and line of his great justice

:

He doth with holy abstinence subdue
That in himself, which he spurs on his power
To qualify in others : were he mcal'd with that
Which he corrects, then were he tyrannous

;

But this being so, he's just.

—

[Knocking within.\
Now are they come. \Exit Provost.

This is a gentle provost : sehlom, when
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men.— {Knockiii,^.

How now! What noise? That spirit 's possess'd with
haste.

That wounds th' unsisting postern with these strokes.

Re-enter Provost, spcakinj; to one at tltc door.
Prov. There he must stay until the officer

Arise to let him in : he is call'd up.
Duke. Have you no couiiterniand for Claudio yet.

But he must die to-morrow ?

Prov. None, sir, none.
Duke. As near the dawning, provost, as it is.

You shall hear more ere morning.
Pro^j. Happily,

You something know; yet, I believe, there comes
No countermand ; no such example have we

;

Besides, upon the very siege of justice,
Lord Angelo hath to the public ear
Profess'd the contrary.

Enter a Messenger.
This is his lordship's man.

Duke. And here comes Cl;iudio's pardon.
Mes. \Giving a paper.^ My lord h.ith sent you this

note; and by me this farther charge,—that you swerve
not from the snuallest article of it, neither in time,

matter, or other circumstance. Good-morrow; for. as

I take it, it is almost d.ay.

Prtn'. I shall obey him. \Exit Messenger.
Duke. \Aside.\ This is his pardon, purch.ased by

For which the pardoner himself is in. [such sin

Hence h.atli offence his quick celerity,

Wlien it is borne in high authority

:

Wlien vice makes mercy, mercy's so extended.
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That for the fault's love is th' offender friended.—
Now, sir, what news ?

Prav. I told you : Lord Ang^elo, belike thinking me
remiss in mine office, awakens me with this unwonted
putting on ; methinks strangely, for he hath not used
Duke. Pray you, let's hear. [it before.
Prov. \R€ads.\
•' Whatsoever you fnay hear io the contrary^ lei

Claudia be executed by/bur o/the clock ; atid, in the
afternoon^ Barnardine. For viy better satisfaction^
let me have Claudio's head sent nte byJive. Let this
be duly perjbrtned ; with a thought that jnore
depends on it tJian ive mustyet deliver. Thus/a il 7iot

ro doyotii' office^ asyou 7viil ausiocr it atyourperil"
What say you to this, sir? [cuted this afternoon?
Duke, What is that Barnardine who is to be exe-
Prov. A Bohemian born; but here nursed up and

bred : one that is a prisoner nine years old.

Duke. How came it that the absent duke had not
either delivered him to his liberty, or executed him %

I have heard it was ever his manner to do so.
Pro^'. His friends still wrought reprieves for hhu :

and. indeed, his fact, till now in the government of
Lord An^elo, came not to an undoubti"ul proof.
Duke, it is now apparent ?

Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by himself.
Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in prison %

How seems he to be touched?
Prov. A man that apprehends death no more dread-

fully but as a drunken sleep ; careless, reckless, and
fearless of what's past, present, or to come ; insensible
of mortality, and desperately mortal.
Duke. He wants advice.
Prov. He will hear none : he hath evermore had the

liberty of the prison ; give him leave to escape hence,
he would not; drunk many times a day, if not many
days entirely drunk. We have very oft awaked Jiim,

as if to carry him to execution, and showed him a
seeming warrant for it : it hath not moved him at all.

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in your
brow, provost, honesty and constancy: if I read i

not truly, ray ancient skill beguiles me ; but, in the
boldness of my cunning, I will lay myself in hazard.
Claudio, whom here you have warrant to execute, is

no greater forfeit to the law than Angelo who hath
sentenced him. To make you understand this in a
manifested effect, I crave but four days' respite ; for
the which you are to do me both a present and a
dangerous courtesy.
Prov. Pray, sir, m what ?

Duke. In the delaying death.
Prov. Alack 1 how niay I do it,—having the hour

limited, and an express command, under penalty, to
deliver his head in the view of Ang-elo. I may make
my case as Claudio's to cross this m the smallest.
Duke. 'By the vow of mine order I warrant you, if

ray instructions may be your o^ide. Let this Barnar-
dine be this morning executed, and his head borne to
Angelo. [the favour.
Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will discover
Duke. O, death 's a great disguiser ; and you may

add to it. Shave the head, and tie the beard; and
9ay it was the desire of the penitent to be so bared
before his death ; you know the course is common. If

anything fall to you upon this, more than thanks and
good fortune, by the saint whom I profess, I will plead
against it with my life.

Prov. Pardon me. good father; it is againstmy oath.
Duke. Were you sworn to the duke or to the deputy?
Prov. To him. and to his substitutes.
Duke. You will t)iink you have made no offence, if

the duke avouch the justice of your dealing?
Prov. But what likelihood is in that ?

Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet
since I see you fearful, that neithermy coat, integrity.

nor persuasion, can with ease attempt you. I will go
fartner than I meant, to pluck all fears out of you
Look you, sir, here is the hand and seal of the duke
you know the character, I doubt not ; and the signet
is not strange to you.
Prov. I know them both.
Duke. The contents of thi&is the return of the duke

:

you shall anon over-read it at your pleasure ; where
you shall find, within these two days, he will be here.
This is a thing that Angelo knows not ; for he this
very day receivi^s letters of strange tenor ; perchance,
of the duke's death ; perchance, entering into somt
monastery; but by chance, nothing of what is writ,

Act^
Look, the unfolding star calls up the shepherd. Put
not yourself into amazementhow these things should
be : all difficulties are but easy when they are known.
Call your executioner, and off with Barnardine's
head : I will give hun a present shrift, and advise him
for a better place. Yet you are amaz'd ; but this shall

absolutely resolve you. Come away ; it is almost
clear dawn. \Exeuni.

SCENE III.

—

Another Room in t}%e Prison.

Enter Clown,

Clo. I am as well acquainted here, as I wais in our
house of profession : one would think it were mistress
Overdone's own house ; for here be many of her old
customers. First, here's young master Hash ; he's in

for a commodity of brown paper and old ginger, nine-

score and seventeen pounds ; of which he made five

marks ready money : marry, then ginger wiis not much
in request, for the old women were all dead. Tiien is

there here one master Caper, at the suit of master
Threepile the mercer, for some four suits of peach-
colour'd satin, which now peaches him a beggar. Tlien
have we young Dizzy, and young master Deepvow,
and master Copper-spur, and master Starve-lackey,
the rapier and dagger-man, and young Drop-heir that
kill'd lusty Pudding, and master Forthright, the tiltcr.

and brave master Shoe-tie the great traveller, and wild
Halfcan that stabbed Pots, and, I think, forty more ;

all great doers in our trade, and are now for the
Lord's sake.

Enter Abhorson.
Abhor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither.

Clo. Master Barnardine! you must rise and be
hanged, master Barnardine.
Abhor. What ho ! Barnardine I

Barnar. [jnthin.] A pox o' your throats I Who
makes that noise there ? What are you?

Clo. Your friend, sir; the hangniau. You must be
so good, sir, to rise and be put to death.
Barnar, [li^i'thin.] Away, you rogue, away! I am

sleepy. [too.

Abhor. Tell him he must awake, and that quickly
Clo. Pray, master Barnardine, awake till you are

executed, and sleep afterwards.
Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out.

Clo. He is coming, sir, he is coming ; I hear his

straw rustle.

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrali ?

Clo. Very ready, sir.

Enter Barnardine.
Barnar. How now, Abhorson 1 what's the news

with you?
Abhor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap into

your prayers ; "for, look you, the warrant's come.
Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all niglit

;

I am not fitted for 't.

Clo. O, the better, sir; for he that drinks all night,
and is hang'd betimes in the morning, may sleep the
sounder alTthe next day.
Abhor. Look you, sir ; here comes your ghos'Jy

father: do we jest now, think you?
Enter Duke, disguised as before,

Duke. Sir, induced bj' my charity, and hearing how
hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise you,
comfort you. and pray with you.
Barnar. Friar, not I : I have been drinking hard

all night, and I will have more time to prepare me, or
they shall beat out my brains with billets : I will not
consent to die this day, that's certain,
Duke. O, sir, you nuist : and therefore, I beseech

Look forward on the journey you shall go. [you,
Barnar. I swear I will not die to-day for any man's

persuasion.
Duke. But hear you,

—

Barnar. Not a word : if you have anything to say
to me, come to my ward ; for thence vnU not I to-day.

{Exit.

Duke, Unfit to live, or die. O, gravel heart !—
After him, fellows ; bring him to the block.

\}ixeu7it Abhorson a>id CIowu.
Enter Provost.

Prov. Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner?
Duke, A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death

;

And, to transport him in the mind he is,

Were damnable.
Prov. Here in the prison, fathc

There died this morning of a cruel fever
One Ragozine, a most no'torious pirate,



Scene 3.

A man of Claudio's years ; his beard and head
Just of his colour. What if we do omit
This reprobate till he were well inclin'd

;

And satisfy the deputy with the visage
<Jf Ra^ozine, more like to Claudio ?

Duie. O, 'tis an accident that heaven provides I

Despatch it presently : the hour draws on
I'renx'd by Angelo ; see this be done,
And sent according tci couunand. whiles I

Petbuade this rude wretch willingly to die.

Prcrj. This shall be done, good father, presently.

But B<irnardine must die this afternoon :

And how shall we continue Claudio,
To save me from the danger that might come.
If he were known ali\ e !

Duie. Let this be done ;—put them in secret holds,
Both Barnardine and Claudio : ere twice
The sun hath made his journal erecting to
The under generation, you shall find

Vour safety manifested.
Prcrv. I am your free dependant
Dukt. Quick, despatch, and send the head to

Angelo. \Exit Provost.
Xow will I write letters to Angelo,

—

The provost, he shall bear them.—whose contents
Shall witness to him I am near at home.
And that, by great injunctions, I am bound
To enter publicly : him Til desire
To meet me at the consecrated fount,
A league below the city ; and from thence,
By cold gradation, and weal-balanc'd form,
We shall proceed with Angelo.

Re-entir Provost.
Prcrv, Here is the head ; 111 carry it myself.
Duki. Convenient is it. Make a swift return

;

For I would commune with you of such things,
That want no ear but yours.

Pr<ru. I'll make all speed. \Exit.
/sab. \WilJiin.] Peace, ho. be here!
Dukf. The tongue of Isabel. Slie's come to know

If yet her brother's pardon be come hither

:

But I will keep her ignorant of her good.
To make her heavenly comforts of despair.
When it is least expected.

Enter Isabel.
Isab. Ho, by your leave. [daughter.
Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious
Isab. The better, given me by so holy a man.

Hath yet the deputy sent my brother's pardon?
DitkCt He hath releas'd him, Isabel, from the world

:

His head is off, and sent to Angelo.
Isab. Nay, but it is not so.

Duke. It is no other

:

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience.
Isab. O, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes !

Duke, 'you shall not be admitted to his sight.
Isab. Unhappy Claudio I Wretched Isabel

!

Injurious world I Most damned Angelo

!

Duke. This nor hurts him. nor profits you a jot

:

Forbear it therefore : give your cause to heaven.
.Mark what I say, which you shall find
By every syllable a faithful verity

:

The duke comes home to-morrow ;—nay, dry your
One of our convent, and his confessor, [eyes

:

Gives me this instance : already he hath carried
Notice to EsciUus and Angelo ;

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates,
There to give up their power. If you can, pace your
In that good path that I would wish it go ; [wisdom
And you shall have your bosom on this wretch,
CJracc of the duke, revenges to your heart.
And general honour.
Isab. I am directed by you.
Duke. This letter, then, to friar Peter give

;

Tis that he sent me of the duke's return :

Say, by this token, I desire his company
At Mariana's house to-night. Her cause, and yours,
I'll perfect him withal : and he shall bring you
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angelo
Accuse him home and home. For my poor self,

I am combined by a sacred vow.
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter.
Command these fretting waters from your eyes
With a Kght heart : trust not my holy order.
If I pervert your course.—Who s here?

llnler I.ucio.
I'f'o. . Good even

Friar, where is the provost ?
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Duke. Not within, sir?
Ljicio. O pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine heart to

see thine eyes so red ; thou must be patient. I am fain

to dine and sup with water and bran ; I dare not for
my head fill my belly ; one fruitful meal would set me
to 't. But they say, the duke will be here to-morrow.
By my troth, Isabel, I loved thy brother : if the ol<l

fantastical duke of dark corners had been at home, he
had lived. [f.iY/ Isabella.
.Duke. Sir. the duke is marvellous little beholden to

your reports ; but the best is. he lives not in them.
Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so weU

as I do : he's a better woodman than thou takest him
for. [well.

Duke. Well, you'll answer this one day. Fare ye
Lucio. Nay, tarry: I'll go along with thee: I can

tell thee pretty tales of the duke.
Duke. You have told me too many of him already,

sir, if they be true : if not true, none were enough.
Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench
Duke. Did you such a thing? [with child.

Lucio. "Yes, marry, did I : but I was fain to for-

swear it ; they would else have married me to tlie rotten
medlar.
Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest.

Rest you well.

Lucio. By my troth. I'll go with thee to the lane's

end : if bawdy talk offend you, we'll have very little

it. Nay, friar, I am a kind of burr ; I shall stick.

{Exettnt.

SCENE W.—A Room in Angelo's House.

Enter Angelo and Escalus.
Escat, Every letter he hath writ hath disvouched

other.
>i§^. In most uneven and distracted manner. His

actions show much like to madness : pray heaven his

wisdom be not tainted! And why meet him at the
gates, and redeliver our authorities there '!

Escal. I guess not.
Ang^. And why should we proclaim it in an hour be-

fore his entering, that if any crave redress of injustice,
they should exhibit their petitions in the street

!

Escal. He shows his reason for. that;—to have a
despatch of complaints, and to deliver us from de-
vices hereafter, which shall then have no power to
stand against us.

Aug'. Well, I beseech you. let it be proclaim'd :

Betimes i' the morn I'll call you at your house ;

Give notice to such men of sort and suit

As are to meet him.
Escal. I shall, sir; fare you well.

Anir. Good night.

—

[Exeunt Escalus.
This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregimnt,
.\nd dull to all proceedings. A deflower'd maid '.

And by an eminent body, that enforc'd
The law against it 1 But that her tender shame
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss,

I low might she tongue me I "Vet reason dares her No

;

I'^or my authority bears so credent bulk.
That no particular scandal once can touch.
But it confounds the breather. He should have liv'd.

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense.
Might in the times to come have ta'cn revenge.
By so receiving a dishonour'd life,

Witli ransom of such shame. Wou\d yet he had liv'd'

.A.lack ! when once our grace we have forgot.

Nothing goes right : we would, and we would not.
[I-:.xil.

SCENE V.—FieMs without the Town.

Enter Duke, in his 07vn habit, and Friar Peter.
Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me.

\r,i-nu:r letters.

The provost knows our purpose, and our plot,

riie matter being afoot, keep your instruction.
And hold you ever to our special drift.

Though sometimes you do blench from this to that.

As cause doth minister. Go. call at Flavins' house.
And tell him where I stay : give the hkc notice
To "Valentinus. Rowland, anti to Crassus,
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate ;

But send mo Flavins first.

/•'. Peter. It shall be speeded well. [Exit.

E)tter V'arrius.

Duke. I thank thee, Varrius ; thou hast made gouil

liaste

:

Come, we will walk. There's other of our friends
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. H'reiint
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SCENE Vl.—S/ret-t near the City Gate.

Enter Isabella and Mariana.

hab. To speak so indirectly, I am loth

:

I would say the truth ; but to accuse him so.

That is your part : yet I'm advis'd to do it

;

He says, to veil full purpose.
Mart. Be rul'd by huii.

Jsab. Besides, he tells me, that if peradventure

He speak aj;ainst me on the adverse side,

I should not think it strange ; for 'tis a physic

That's bitter to sweet end.
j\fari. i -.vould, friar Peter—
Jsab. O, peace ! the friar is come.

Enter Friar Peter.

F. Peter. Come ; I have found you out a stand most fit.

Where you may have such vantage on the duke.

He shall not pass you. Twice have the trumpets

The generous and gravest citizens [sounded

Have iier.t the gates, and very near upon
Thedukeisent'ring: therefore hence, away. \Exeiint.

ACT V.

SCENE \.—A fublic Place luar the City Gate.

Mariana, veiled, Isabella, and Friar Peter, at a dis-

tance. Enterfroin one side, Duke, Vamus, Lords

;

from the other. Angelo, Escalus, Lucio, Provost,

Officers, and Citizens.

Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met :—
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you.

Ang. and Bscal. Happy return be to your royal

grace I

Duke.' Many and hearty thankings to you both.

AVe have made inquiry of you ; and we hear

Such goodness of your justice, that our soul

Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks,

Forerunning more requital.

A nz- You make my bonds still greater.

DiiAe. O, your desert speaks loud; and 1 should

wrong it.

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom.
When it deserves, with characters of brass,

A forted residence 'gainst the tooth of time.

And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand.

And let the subject see, to make them know
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim

Favours that keep within.—Come. Escalus
;

You must walk by us on our other hand ;—
And good supporters are you.

Friar Peter and Isabella comeforward.
F. Peter. Now is your time : speak loud, and kneel

before him.
Isab. Justice, O royal duke I Vail your regard

Upon a wrong'd, I'd fain have said, a maid I

O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye

By throwing it on any other object.

Till you have heard me in my true complaint.

And given me justice, justice, justice, justice I

Duke. Relate your wrongs ; in what? by whom? Be
Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice : [brief

;

Reveal yourself to him.

Isab. O worthy duke.

You bid me seek redemption of the devil

:

Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak.

Must either punish me, not being believ'd.

Or wring redress from you : hear me, O, hear me, here !

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm :

She hath been a suitor to me for her brother.

Cut off by course ofjustice,— ,....,
Isab By course ofjustice !

An^ And she will speak most bitterly, and strange.

IscCb. Most strange, but yet most truly, will I speak :

That Angelo's forsworn ; is it not strange ?

That Angelo's a murderer: is't not strange?

That Angelo is an adulterous thief,

A hypocrite, a virgin-violator ;

Is it not strange, and strange!
Duke. Nay. it is ten times strange

Isab. It is not truer he is Angelo,

Than this is all as true as it is strange :

Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth

To th' end of reckoning.
Duke. Away with her,—poor soul.

She spe.iks this in th' infirmity of sense.

Isab. O prince. I conjure thee, as thou believ st

There is another comfort than this world.

That thou neglect me not, with that opinion

That I am toiich'd with madness ; make not impossible

That which but seeins unlike ; 'tis not impossible.

But one, the wicked'st caitiff on the ground.

May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute

As Angelo ; even so may Angelo,

In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms.

Be an arch-villain : believe it, royal prince :

If he be less, ho 's nothing ; but he 's more,

Had I more name for badness.
Duke. By mine honesty.

If she be mad.—as I believe no other.—
Her madness hath the oddest frame ot sense,

Such a dependency of thing on thing.

As e'er I heard in madness.
Isab. O gracious duke.

Harp not on that ; nor do not banish reason

For inequality ; but let your reason serve

To make the truth appear where it seems hid.

And hide the false, seems true.

Duke. Many that are not mad.

Have, sure, more lack of reason.—What would you

Isab. I am the sister of one Claudio, [say r

Condemn'd upon the act of fornication

To lose his head ; condemn'd by Angelo.

1, in probation of a sisterhood.

Was sent to by my brother ; one Lucio

As then the messenger,—
Lucio. That's I, an't like your grace

:

I came to her from Claudio, and desir'd her

To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo,

For her poor brother's pardon.
Isab. That's he indeed.

Duke. You were not bid to speak.

Liicio. No, my good lord.

Nor wish'd to hold ray peace.
Duke. I wish you now, then

;

Pray you, take note of it : and when you have
A business for yourself, pray heaven, you then

Be perfect.
Lucio. I warrant your honour.
Duke. The warrant 's for yourself ; take heed to it.

Isab. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale,—

Lucio. Right.
Duke. It may be right ; but you are m the wrong.

To speak before your time.—Proceed.
Isab. I went

To this pernicious caitifT deputy,

—

Duke. That 's somewhat madly spoken.
Isab. Pardon it

;

The phrase is to the matter.
Duke. Mended .again. The matter ;—proceed.
Isab. In brief,—to set the needless process by.

How I persuaded, how I pray'd, and kneel'd.

How he refell'd me, an d how I replied,

(For this was of much length,)—the vile conclusion

I now begin with grief and shame to utter :

He would not, but by gift of my chaste body
To his concupiscible intemperate lust,

Release my brother; and, after much debatement.

My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour.

And I did yield to him : but the next mom betimes,

His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant

For my poor brother's head.
Duke. This is most likely I

Isab. O, th.at it were as like as it is true !

Duke. By heaven, fond wretch 1 thou know'st not

what thou spcak'st.

Or else thou art suborn'd against his honour
In hateful practice. First, his integrity

Stands without blemish : next, it imports no reason

That with such vehemency he should pursue
Faults proper to himself: if he hhd so offended,

He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself.

And not have cut him off. Some one hath set you on :

Confess the truth, and say by whose advice

Thou cam'st here to complain.
Isab. And is this all?

Then, O ! you blessed ministers above.
Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time,

Unfold the evil which is here wr.-ipt up
In countenance 1—Heaven shield your grace from woe.

As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go

!

Duke. I know you 'd fain be gone.—An officer

!

To prison with her !—Shall we thus permit

A btisting and a scandalous breath to fall

On him so ne.ar us? This needs must be a practice,—

Who knew of your intent, and coming hither?
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Isab. One that I would were here, friar Lodowick.
Duke. A ghostly father, bcUke.—Who knows that

Lodowick !

Lticio, My lord, I know him ; 'tis a meddling friar

;

I do not like the man : had he been lay, ray lord.

For certain words he spake against your grace
In your retirement, I had siving'd him soundly.
Duke. Words against me ! This' a good friar, belike :

And to set on this wretched woman nere
Against our substitute !—Let this friar be found.

Ziteio.—But yesternight, my lord, she and that friar.

I saw them at the prison : a saucy friar,

A very scurvy fellow.

F. Peter. Bless'd be your royal grace 1

I have stood by. my lord, and I have heard
Your royal ear abus'd. First, hath this woman
Most wrongfully accus'd your substitute.
Who is as h^ee from touch or soil with her,
As she from one ungot.
Duke. We did believe no less,

Know you that friar Lodowick, that she speaks of?
F. Peter. I know him for a man divine and holy :

Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler,
As he 's reported by this gentleman

;

And, on my trust, a man that never yet
Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace.

Lxicio. My lord, most villainously ; believe it.

F. Peter. Well, he in time may come to clear himself;
But at this instant he is sick, my lord.
Of astrange fever. Upon hismere request,

—

Being come to knowledge that there was complaint
Intended 'gainst lord .\ngelo,—came I hither.
To speak, .IS from his mouth, what he doth know
Is true, and false ; and what he, with his oatli
And all probation, will make up full clear.
Whensoever he's convented. First, for this woman

;

(To justify this worthy nobleman.
So vulgarly and personally accus'd,)
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes.
Till she herself confess it.

Duke, Good friar, let 's hear it.

[Isabella is carried otfguarded ; attd
Mariana cojtiesforward.

Do you not smile at this, lord Angelo ?—
heaven, the vanity of ^vretchea fools !

—

Give us some seats.—Come, cousin Angelo

;

In this I'll be impartial : be you judge
Uf your own cause.—Is this the witness, friar?
First, let her show her face, and after speak.
Mari. Pardon, my lord ; I will not show my face,

Until my husband bid me.
Duke. What, are you married ?

.Mari. No, my lord.
Duke. Are you a maid f

Mari. No, my lord.
Duke. A widow, then !

Mari. Neither, my lord.
Duke. Why, you

Are nothing, then :—neither maid, widow, nor wife '/

Lucid. My lord, she may be »i>unk ; for many of
them .ire neither maid, widow, nor wife.
Duke. Silence that fellow : I would he had some cause

To prattle for himself.
Lucio. Well, my lord.
.Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne'er was married

;

And I confess, besides, I am no m.iid :

1 have known my husband
; yet my husband knows not

That ever he knew me. [better.
Lucio. He was drunk, then, my lord : it can be no
Duke. For the benefit of silence, 'would thou wert
Lucio. Well, my lord. [so too.
Duke. This is no witness for lord Angelo.
Mari. Now I come to 't, my lord :

She that accuses him of fornication.
In self-same manner doth accuse my husband ;

And charges him, my lord, with such a time.
Whan, I'll depose, 1 hnd him in mine anns.
With all th' effect of love.
Ing. Chargesshe more than me t

Mari. Not that I know.
Duke. No t you say, your husband.
Mari. ^Vhy, just, my lord, and that is Angelo

Who thinks he Icnows that he ne'er knew iriy body

;

But knows he thinks that he knows Isabel's.
Ann. This is a strange abuse.— Let's .see thy face.
Mari. My husband bids me ; now I will unmusk.

I Uttveiiins.
This Is that face, thou cruel Angelo,

\Vhich once thou swor'st was worth the looking on ;

This is the hand, v.iiith, with a vow'd contract,
^Vas fast belock'd in tliino ; this is the body
That took away the match from Isabel,
And did supply thee at thy garden-house
In her imagin'd person.
Duke. Know you this woman ?

Lucio. Carnally, she says.
Duke. Sirrah, no more !

Lucio. Enough, my lord.
.-lug. My lord, I must confess, I know this woman

;

And tive years since there was some speech of mar-
Betwixt myself and her ; which was broke off, [riage
Partly, for that her promised proportions
Came short of composition ; but, in chief.
For that her reputation was disvalued
In levity : since which time, of five years
1 never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her.
Upon my faith and honour.
.Mari. Noble prince, [breath,

.\s there comes light from heaven, and words from
As there is sense in truth, and truth in virtue,
I am affianc'd this man's wife, as strongly
As words could make up vows : and, my goo 1 lord.
But Tuesday night last gone, in 's garden-house.
He knew me as a wife. As this is true.
Let me in safety raise me from my knees ;

Or else for ever be confixed here,
A marble monument 1

Ans^. I did but smile till now

:

Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice
;My patience here is touch'd. I do perceive.

These poor informal women are no more
But instruments of some more mightier member.
That sets them on. Let me have way, my lord.
To find this practice out.
Duke. Ay, with my heart

;

And punish them unto your height of pleasure.

—

Thou foolish friar; and thou pernicious woman.
Compact with her that's gone, think'st thou thy oaths.
Though they would swear down each particular saint.
Were testimonies against his worth and credit.
That's seal'd in apijrobation?—You, lord Escalus,
Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains
To find out this abuse, whence 'tis derived.

—

There is another friar that set them on

;

Let him be sent for.

F. Peter. Would he were here, my lord ! for he.
Hath set the women on to this complaint. [indeed.
Your provost knows the place where he abides.
And he may fetch him.
Duke. Go do it instantly.

—

[Exit Provost.
And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin.
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth.
Do with your injuries as seems you best.
In any chastisement : I for a while
Will leave you ; but stir not you, till you have well
Determined upon these slanderers.

F.scal. My lord, we 'U do it thoroughly.

—

[Exit Duke,
Signior Lucio. did not you say you knew that friar
Lodowick to be a dishonest person?
Lucio. Cucuilus 710JL facit nionachuvi : honest in

nothing, but in his clothes ; and one that hath spoke
nost villainous speeches of the duke.
Hscat. We shall entreat you to abide here till, he

.ume, and enforce them against him : we shall find
this friar a notable fellow.

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word.
F.scal. [To an Attendant.] Call th.at same Isabel

here once again : I would speak with her. (/;jr!/ At-
tendant.] Pray you, my lord, give me leave to qucs-

; you shall see how I'll handle her
Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report.
F.scaL .Say you

?

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think, if you handled her pri-
alely, she would sooner confess ; perchance, pub-

licly she'll be .ashamed.
F.scal. I will go darkly to work with her. [night.
Lueio. Th.'it*s the way ; for women .are light at ini('

Re.e)iter Oflicers tvilh Isabella, Duke, as afriar,
and Provost.

F.scal. [To Is<iK] Come on, mistress: here's .1

gentlewoman denies M that you have said.
Lueto. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke of;

here, with tlie provost.
liscal. In very good time:—speak not you to hiuw

till wc call upon you.
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Lucio. Muin.
Escal. Come. bir. did you bet these women on to

slander Lord AngeloV they have confebSed you did.

Diii:e. 'Tis falsi-.

Esca!. How ! know you where you are 1 [devil

Duke. Respect to your great place! and let the

Be sometiim; honour'd for his burninij throne !—

Where is the duke 1 'tis he should hear me speak.

Escal. The duke 's in us; and we will hear you

Look you speak justly. [speak :

Diike. Boldly, at least.—But, O, poor souls I

Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox?

Good night to your redress. Is the duke gone?
Then is your cause gone too. The duke 's unjust,

Thus to retort your manifest appeal,

And put your trial in the villain's mouth
Vvhich here you come to accuse.

Lucio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke of.

Escal. AVhy, thou unreverend and unhallow'd friar

!

Is 't not enough, thou hast suborn'd these women
To accuse this worthy man, but, in foul mouth,
And in the witness of his proper ear.

To call him villain ? and then to glance from hiin

To the duke himself, to tax him with injustice?—

Take him hence ; to the rack with him I—Wc '11

touze you
Joint by joint, but we will know his purpose.—
What I unjust?
Duke. Be not so hot : the duke

Dare no more stretch tlus finger of mine, than he
Dare rack his own ; his subject am I not.

Nor here provincial. My business in this state

Made me a looker-on here in Vienna,
Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble.

Till it o'er-run the stew : laws for all faults

;

But faults so countenanc'd, that the strong statutes

Stand like the forfeits in a barber's shop,

As much in mock as mark. [prison !

Escal. Slander to the state !—Away with him to

Aug-. What can you vouch against him, signior

Is this the man that you did tell us of? [
Lucio ?

Lucw. 'Tis he, my lord. Come hither, goodman
bald-pate : do you know me ?

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of you:

voice : I met you at the prison, in the absence of the

duke.
Lucio. O, did you so? And do you remember what

you said of the duke?
Duke. Most notedly, sir.

Lucio. Do you so, sir? And was the duke a flesh

monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported

him to be ?

Duke. You must, sir, change persons with me, ere

you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke so of

him ; and mucli more, much worse.
Lucio. O thou damnable fellow 1 Did not I pluck

thee by the nose, for thy speeches'*

Duke. I protest, I love the duke as I love myself.

A7tg: Hark how the villain would close now, after

his treasonable abuses.
.

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talkd with.al,

Away with hiin to prison 1—Where is the provost?—

Away with him to prison ! Lay bolts enough on him

:

let him speak no more.—Away with those giglots too,

and with the other confederate companion

!

[ The Provost lays hands on tlte Duke.

Otike. Stay, sir ; stop awhile.

Ang. What ! resists he ? Help him, Lucio.

Lucio. Come, sir: come, sir; come, sir; fohl sir.

Why, you b,ild-pated,lying rascal ! you mustbe hooded,

must you? show your knave's visage, with a pox to

you ! show your sheep-biting face, and be hanged an

hourl Wiirtnot off?

{Pulls offthefriars hood, and disco^'crs the Duke.

Duke. Thou art the first knave that e'er made a

Duke.—
First, Provost, let me bail these gentle three.—

jTo Lucio,] Sneak not away, sir; for the friar and you

Must have .i word anon.—Lay hold on him.

Lucio. This m.iy prove worse than hanging.

Duke. [To Escnlus.) What you have spoke, I par-

don ; sit you down:

—

We'll borrow place of him.—[ To Angelo.J Sir, by your

leave.

Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence.
That yet can do tlicc office ? If thou hast

Rely upon it till my tale be heard.

And hold no longer out.

An:,'. O my dread lord,

I shoiild be guiltier than my guiltiness.

To think I can be undiscemible.
When I perceive your grace, like power divine.

Hath look'd upon my iJasses. Then, good prince.

No longer session hold upon my shame.
But let my trial be mine own confession

:

Immediate sentence then, and sequent death.

Is all the grace I beg.
Duke. Come hither, Mariana.

—

Say, wast thou e'er contracted to this woman !

Ang. I was, my lord.

Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her i nstantly.

Do you the office, friar ; which consummate.
Return hiin here again.—Go with him, provost.
' ixcunl Angelo, Mariana. Friar Peter, and Provost.

Escal. My lord, I am more aniaz'd at his dishonour.

Than at the strangeness of it.

Duke. Come hither, Isabel

Your friar is now your prince : as I was then
Advertising and holy to your business.

Not changing heart with habit, I am still

Attorney'd at your service.

/sai. O, give me pardon.
That I, your vassal, have employ'd and pain'd

Your unknown sovereignty 1

Duke. You are pardon'd, Isabel

:

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us.

Your brother's death, I know, sits at your heart

;

And you may marvel why I obscur'd myself.

Labouring to save his life, and would not rather

Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power.

Than let them so be lost. O most kind maid.

It was the swift celerity of his death.
Which I did think with slower foot came on.

That brain'd my purpose : but, peace be with him

!

That life is better life, past fearing death.

Than that which lives to fear. Make it your comfort.

So happy is your brother.
Isal). I do, my lord.

Re-enter Angelo, Mariana, Friar Peter, and Provost.

Duke. For this new-married man appn lachiug here,

Wliose salt imagination yet hath wrong'd
Your well-defended honour, you must pardon
For Mariana's sake : but, as he adjudg d your brother,

(Being criminal, in double violation

Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breach
Thereon dependent, for your brother's life,)

The very mercy of the law cries out

Most audible, even from his proper tongue,
" An Angelo for Claudio. death for death 1"

Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure ;

Like doth quit like, and Measure still for Measure.

Then, Angelo, thy fault's thus manifested ;

Which, though thou wouldst deny, denies thee vau-

We do condemn thee to the very block [tage ;

Where Claudio stoop'd to death, and withhke haste.—

Away with him.
Marl. O, my most gracious lord,

I hope you will not mock me with a husband.

Duke. It is your husband mock'd you with a husbanu

:

Consenting to the safeguard of your honour,

I thought your marriage fit ; else imputation,

I''or that he knew you, might reproach your life,

.\ud choke your good to come. For his possessions.

Although by confiscation they are ours,

We do instate and widow you withal.

To buy you a better husband.
Mari. O, my dear lord,

I crave no other, nor no better man.
Duke, Never crave him : we are definitive.

Mari. [fCneeling.] Gentle my liege,

—

Duke. You do but lose your labour.— (you.

Away with him to death 1—{TV Lucio.l Now, sir, to

Mari. O, my good lord!—Sweet Isabel, take my
Lend me your knees, and, all my life to come, [part

:

I'll lend you all my life to do yoiv service.

Duke. Against all sense you do importune her

:

Should she" kneel down in mercy of this fact.

Her brother's ghost his paved bed would break.

And take her hence in horror.

Afari. Is.abel,

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me

:

Hold up your hands, say nothing,—I'll speak aL.

They say best men are mouldea out of faults

;

And, for the most, become much more the better

For being a little bad : so may my husband.

O, Isabefl mil you not lepd a knee 11

I
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Duke. He dies for Claudio's death.
Isab. [KnalDii,'. \

Most bounteous sir,

Look, ifit please you, on this man condenin'd,

As if my brother hv'd. I partly think,

A due sincerity govern'd his deeds.
Till he did look on me : since it is so,

Let him not die. My brother had but justice,

in that he did the thing for which he died :

For Angelo,
His act did not o'ertake his bad intent

;

And must be buried but as .an intent

That perish'd by the w.ay : thoughts are no subjects

;

Intents but merely thouijlits.

Mari. Merely, my lord.

Duke. Your suit's unprofitable ; stand up, I say.

—

I have bethought me of another fault.

—

Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded
At an unusual hour !

Prm. It w.as commanded so.

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the deed?
Prtn'. No, my good lord ; it was by private message.
Duke. For winch I do discharge you of your office;

Give up your keys.
Pr(rj. Pardon me, noble lord :

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not

;

Yet did repent me, after more advice :

For testimony whereof, one in the prison,

That should by private order else have died,
I have reserv'd alive.

Duke. %Vhat's he !

Prcrv. His name is Bamardine.
Duke. I would thou hadst done so by Claudio.

—

Go, fetch him hither ; let me look upon him.
\^lixit Provost.

Escal. I am sorry, one so learned and so wise
As you, lord Angelo, have still appear'd.
Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood.
And lack of temper'd judgment aftenvard.
Aii^. 1 am sorry that such sorrow I procure :

And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart,
That I crave death more willingly than mercy ;

Tis my de'sen-ing, and I do entreat it.

Re-enter Provost, -with Bamardine, Claudio, m-iijffled,

ajirf Juliet.

Duke. Which is that Bamardine ?

Prm. This, my lord.
Duke. There was a friar told me of this man.

—

Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul.

That apprehends no further than this world,
And squar'st thy life according. Thou 'rt condemned :

But. for those earthly faults, 1 quit them all

;

And pray thee, take this mercy to provide
For better times to come.—Friar, advise him ;

1 leave him to your hand.—What muffled fellow 's that ?

Prcrv. This is another prisoner that I sav'd,
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That should have died when Claudio lost his head

;

As like almost to Claudio as himself.
[Unvzji^es Claudio,

Duke. \To Isabella.] If he be like your brother, for
nis sake

Ts he pardon'd ; and, for your lovely sake,
Ci'wc. me your hand, iind say you will be mine.
He is my brother too :—but fitter time for that.
By this, lord Angelo perceives he 's safe

:

Methinks I see a quick'niny in his eye.

—

Well, Anijelo, your evil quits you well

:

Look that you love your wife ; her worth, worth
I find an apt remission in myself

;

[yours.

—

And yet here 's one in place 1 cannot pardon ;

—

\^To Lucio.J You, sirrah, that knew rae for a fool, a
coward.

One all of luxury, an ass, a madman;
Wherein have I so deserv'd of you,
That you extol me thus ?

Liicio. 'Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according to
the trick. If you will hang' me for it, you may ; but 1

had rather it would please you I might be whipped.
Duke. AVhipp'd first, sir, and hang'd after.

Proclaim it, provost, round about the city.

If any woman's wrong'd by this lewd fellow,

(As I have heajrd him swear, himself, there's one
Whom he begot with child,) let her appear.
And he shall raarnr her: the nuptial finish'd,

Let him be whipp d and hangd.
Lucio. I beseech your higHness, do not marry me to

a whore ! Your highness said even now, I made you a
duke : good my lord, do not recompense me in making
me a cuckold.
Duke. Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry her.

Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal
Remit thy other forfeits.—Take him to prison ;

And see our pleasure herein executed.
Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing to

death, whipping, and hanging,
Duke. Slandering a prince deserves it.

—

She, Claudio. that you wrong'd, look you restore.

—

Joy to you, Mariana I—love her, Angelo:
I have confess'd her, and I know her virtue.

—

Thanks, good friend Escalus, forthy much goodness

;

There's more behind that is more gratulate.

—

Thanks, provost, for thy care and secrecy

:

We shall employ thee in a worthier place.

—

Forgive him, Angelo, tliat brought you home
The head of Ragozine for Claudio's

:

The offence pardons itself.—Dear Isabel,
I have a motion much imports your good

;

Wh'.-reto if you '11 a willing ear incline.

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine.

—

So, bring us to our palace ; where we'll show
What's yet behind, that's meet you all should know.

\Exeiint

-^^•|-i2^-^



The Comedy of Errors.

DRAMATIS PERSON/E.

Solinus, Dxke o/Efihesiis.
Ai^Qon, a Merchant o/SyracHse.
Antipholus of Ephesus, f T-win Brothers, sons to

Antipholus of Syracuse, J /Egeon atid ^Emilia,

Dromio of Ephesus, 1 Twin Brothers, attendants
Dromio of Syracuse, J the two Antipholuses.
Balthazar, a Merchant.
Angelo, a Goldsmith.

Merchant. yV;V«(f to Antipholus of Syracuse.
Pinch, a Schoolmaster and a Conjuror.
Emilia, wife to iEgeon, an Abbess at Ephesus.
Adriana, JVi/e to Antipholus of Ephesus.
Luciana, her Sister.

Luce, servant to Adriana.
A Courtezan.

Gaoler, Officers, and other Attendants.

SCENE,—Ephesus.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—A Hall in the Duke's Palace.
Enter Duke, ^geon, Gaoler, Officers, and otlter

Attendants.

j^Z*^- Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall.

And by the doom of death end woes and all.

Duke. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more.
I am not partial to infringe our laws :

The enmity and discord which of late

Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen,

—

Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives,

Have seal'd his rigorous statutes vnth their bloods,
Excludes all pity from our threat'ning looks.

For, since the mortal and intestine jars
'Twixt thy seditious countrymen and us.

It hath in solemn synods been decreed,
Both by the Syracusans and ourselves.

To admit no traffic to our adverse towns

:

Nay, more, if any, born at Ephesus,
Be seen at Syracusan marts and fairs

;

Again, if any Syracusan bom
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies,

His goods confiscate to the duke's dispose,

Unless a thousand marks be levied.

To quit the penalty and to ransom him.
Thy substance, valu'd at the highest rate,

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks

;

Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die.

.Ege. Yet this my comfort,—when your words are
My woes end likewise with the evening sun. [done,
Duke. Well, Syracusan, say, in brief, the cause

AVhy thou departedst from thy native home.
And for what cause thou cam st to Ephesus.
^ge. A heavier task could not have been impos'd,

Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable :

Yet, that the world niay witness that my end
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence,

I'll utter what my sorrow gives me leave.

In Syracusa was I bom ; and wed
Unto a woman, happy but for me.
And by me too, hacl not our hap been bad.
With her I liv'd in joy : our wealth increas'd

By prosperous voyages I often made
To Epidaranum ; till my factor's death.
And the great care of goods at random left.

Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse

:

From whom my absence was not six months old,

Before herself (almost at fainting under
The pleasing punishment that women bear)
Had made provision for her following me.
And soon and safe arrived where I was.
There had she not been long, but she became
A joyful mother of two goodly sons

;

And, which was strange, the one so like the other,

As could not be distinguish'd but by names.
That very hour, and in the self-same inn,

A poor mean woman was delivered
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike.

Those,—for their parents were exceeding poor,—
1 bought, and brought up to attend my sons.

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys.

Made daily motions for our home return :

Unwilling I agreed. Alas, too soon.
We came aboard j

A league from Epidamnum had we sail'd,

Before the ahvays wind-obeying deep
Gave any tragic instance of our harm :

But longer did we not retain much hope

;

For what obscured light the heavens did grant,
Did but convey unto our fearful minds
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ;

Which, though myself would gladly have embrac'd.
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife.

Weeping before for wnat she saw must come,
.\nd piteous plainings of the pretty babes.
That moum'd for fashion, ignorant what to fear,

Forc'd me to seek delays for them and me.
And this it was,—for other means was none.
The sailors sought for safety by our boat.

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to us:
My wife, more careful for the latter-bom.

Had fasten'd him unto a small spare mast,
Such as sea-faring men proride for storms

:

To him one of the other tivins was bound,
Whilst I had been like heedful of the other.

The children thus dispos'd, my wife and I,

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd,

Fasten'd ourselves at either end the mast

;

And floating straight, obedient to the stream,

Were carried towards Corinth, as we thought.

At length, the sun, gazing upon the earth,

Dispers'd those vapours that offended us

;

And, by the benefit of his wish'd light,

Tlie seas wax'd calm, and we discovered
Two ships from far making amain to us

;

Of Corinth that, of Epidaurus this

:

But ere they came,—O, let me say no more I

Gather the sequel by that went before.

Duke. Nay, forward, eld man ; do not break off so

;

For we may pity, though net pardon thee.

^Eg-e. O, had the gods done so, I had not now
Worthily term'd them merciless to us 1

For, ere the ships could meet by twice five leagues.

We were encounter'd by a mighty rock

;

Which being violently borne upon.
Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst

;

So that, in this unjust divorce of us.

Fortune had left to both of us aUke
What to delight in. what to sorrow for.

Her part, poor soul! seeming as burdened
With lesser weight, but not with lesser woe.
Was carried with more speed before the wind

;

And in our sight they three were taken up
By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought.
At length, another ship had seiz'd on us

;

And, knowing whom it was their hap to Sc-ive,

Gave healthful welcome to their shipwreck'd guests

;

And would have reft the fishers of then- prey.

Had not their bark been very slow of sail.

And therefore homeward did they bend their course.—
Thus have you heard me sever'd from my bUss

;

That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd.

To tell sad stories of my own mishaps.
Duke. And, for the sake of them thou sorrowest for,

Do me the favour to dilate at full

What hath befall'n of them, and thee, till now.
jEge. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care.

At eighteen years became inquisitive

After his brother; and importun'd me.
That his attendant (for his cnse was llkei
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Reft of his brother, but retain'd his name,
Mi:;ht bi-'ar hini company in the quest of him:
^Vhom whilst I lalir)iir'<l of a love to sec,

I hazarded the loss of whom I lov'd.

Hive summers have I spent in farthest Greece,
Roaniiuij clean throui^h the bounds of Asia

;

And, co^istin^ homewanl. came to Ephesus,
Hopeless to iind, yet loth to leave unsought
Or that, or any place that harbours men.
But here must end the story ofmy life;

And happy were I in my timely cfeath.

Could all my travels warrant me they live.

Duie. Hapless /Egeon, whom the fates have mark'd
To bear the extremity of dire mishap !

Now, trust me, were it not against our laws,

Ai^inst my crown, my oath, my dignitj',

Which princes, would they, may not disamiul.

My soul should sue as advocate for thee.
But though thou art adjudged to the death.
And passed sentence may not be recall'tl

But to our honour's great disparagement.
Yet will I favour thee in what I can :

Therefore, merchant, I'll hmit thee this day,
To seek thy Ufe by beneficial help.

Try all the friends thou hast in Ephesus

;

Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum.
And live ; if no, then thou art doom'd to die.

Gaoler, take him to thy custody.
Gaol. I will, my lord.

^E^c. Hopeless, and helpless, doth JEgeon wend,
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. \^Exeunt.

SCENE n.—A public Place.

E>tler Antipholus of Syracuse, Dromio of Syracuse,
ajui a Merchant.

Mer. Therefore, give out you are of Epidamnura,
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate.

This very day, a Syracusan merchant
Is apprehencied for arrival here ;

Ancf, not being able to buy out his Ufe,

According to the statute of the town,
Dies ere the wearj- sun set in the west.
There is your money that I had to keep.
Ant. S. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we host,

And stay there, Dromio. till I come to thee.
Within this hour it will be dinner-time :

Till that, I'll view the manners of the town.
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings.

And then return, and sleep within mine inn.

For with long travel I am stiff and weary.
Get thee away.
Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your word.

And go indeed, having so good a mean. [Exil.

Ant. S. A trusty villain, sir; that very oft.

When I am dull with care and melancholy.
Lightens my humour with his merry jests.

^Vhat, will you walk with me about the town.
And then go to my inn, and dine with me?
Afer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchants.

Of whom 1 hope to make much benefit

;

I crave your pardon. Soon at five o'clock,

Please you, I II meet mth you upon the mart.
And afterward consort you till bed-time :

My present business calls me from you now.
Ant. S. Farewell till then : I will go lose myself.

And wander up and <lown to view the city.

Afer. Sir. 1 commend you to your own content. [Exit.
Ant. S. He tluit commends me to mine own content.

Commends me to tlie thing I cannot get,

I to the world am like a drop of water.
That in the ocean seeks another drop;
Who, falling there to find his fellow forth.

Unseen, imiuisitive, confounds himself

:

So I, to find a mother, and a brother,
In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself.

Enter Dromio of Ephesus.
Here comes the almanack of my true date.

—

What now? How cliancc thou art return 'd so soon?
Dro, E. Return'd so S''ion ! rather approach'd too

The capon burns, the pig f.alls from the spit, [late :

The clock hath struckcn twelve upon the bell.

My mistress nuade It one upon my cheek :

She is so hot, because the meat is cold ;

The meat is cold, bei ausc you come not home

;

You come not honi'j. b^^cause you liave no stomach ;

You have no stomach, h.iving broke yout fast

;

But we, that know what 'tis to fast and pray.
Are penitent for your default to-day.
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Ant. S. Stop in your wind, sir : tell mc this, I pray.
Where have you left the money that I gave you?
Dro. E. O,—sixpence, that I had o' tVednesday last

To pay the saddler for my mistress' crupper :

—

The saddler had it, sir ; I kept it not.

.'int. S. I am not in a sportive humour now ;

Tell me, and d.illy not, whore is the money?
We being strangers here, how dar'st thou trust

So great a charge from thine own custody ?

Dra. E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner:
I from my mistress come to you in post

;

If I return, I shall be post indeed.
For she will score your fault upon my pate.
Methinks your maw, like mine, should be your clock.
And strike you home without a messenger, [season

;

Ant, S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out of

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this.

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ?

Dra. E. To me, sir? why, you gave no gold to me.
Ant.S. Come on, sit knave; have done your fool-

ishness.
And tell me how thou hast dispos'd thy charge, [mart
Dro. E. My charge was but to fetch you from the

Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner:
My mistress and her sister stay for you.
Ant. S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer me.

In what safe place you have bestow'd my money

;

Or I shall break that merry sconce of yours.

That stands on tricks when 1 am undispos'd ,

Where is the thousand marks thou had'st of me!
Dro. E. I have some marks of yours upon my pate

;

Some of my mistress' marks upon my shoulders

;

But not a thousand marks between you both.
If 1 should pay your worship those again.
Perchance you will not bear them patiently.

Ant. S. 'Thy mistress' marks? what mistress, slave,

hast thou? [Phcenix;
Dro. E. Your worship's wife, my mistress at the

She that doth fast till you come home to dinner.
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner.

A>it. S. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face,

Being forbid 1 There, take you that, sir knave.
Dro. E. What mean you, sir ? for God's sake, hold

your hands

!

Nay, an you will not, sir, I'll take my heels. \Exit.

Ant, S. Upon my life, by some device or other.
The villain is o'er-raught of all my money.
They say this town is full of cozenage ;

As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye.
Dark-working sorcerers that change the mind.
Soul-killing witches that defonn the body.
Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks,
And many such Uke liberties of sin

:

I r it prove so, I will be gone the sooner.
I'll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave

;

I greatly fear my money is not safe. {Exit.

ACT II.

SCENE l.—AntipJwlus's House.

Enter Adriana and Luciana.

Adr. Neither my husband, nor the slave return'd,

That in such haste I sent to seek his master 1

Sure, Luciana, it is two o'clock.

Luc, Perhaps some merchant hath invited him,
And from the mart he's somewhere gone to dinner.
Good sister, let us dine, and never fret

:

A man is m.aster of his liberty

:

Time is their nuister; and, when they see time.
They'll go or come : if so, be patient, sister.

Adr, Why should their liberty than ours be more?
Luc, Because their business still lies out o' door.
Adr, Look, when X serve him so, he takes it ill.

Lnc, O, know he is the bridle of your wilL
Adr, There's none but asses will be bridled so.

Luc, Why, headstrong liberty is lash'd with woe.
There's nothing, situate under heaven's eye,
But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky

:

The beasts, the fishes, .and the winged fowls.
Are their males' subjects, and at their controls

:

Men, more divine, the masters of all these.
Lords of the wide world, and wiUl wafry seas,
I ndu'd with intellectual sense .and souls,

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls.

Are UListcrs to their feni.iles and their lords :

Then, let y«ur will attend on their accords.
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Adr. This servitude makes you to keep unwed.
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marnaee-bed.
Adr. But, were you wedded, you would bear some
Luc. Ere I learn love, I'll practise to obey, [sway
Adr. How if your husband start some other where
Liic. Till he come home again, I would forbear.
Adr. Patience unmov'd, no marvel though she

riiey can be meek, that have no other cause, [pause ;

A wretched soul, bniis'd with adversity,
We bid be quiet when we hear it cry ;

But were we burden'd with like weight of pain.

As mucit, or more, wc should ourselves complain :

So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee,
With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve me

;

But, if thou live to see like right bereft,

This fool-begg*d patience in thee will be left.

Luc. Well, 1 will marry one day, but to try.

Here comes your man ; now is your husband nigh.
Enter Dromio of Ephesus.

Adr. Say, is yo'r tardy master now at hand ?

Dro. E. Nay, he's at two hands with me, and that
my two ears can witness.
Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him? Know'st

thou his mind !

Dro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear

:

Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it.

Luc. Spake he so doubtfully, thou couldst not feel

his meanmg?
Di-o. E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too well

feel his blows ; and withal so doubtfully, that I could
scarce understand them.
Adr. But say, I pr'ythee, is he coming home S

It seems, he hath great care to please his wife.

Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is horn-mad.
Adr. Horn-mad, thau villain 1

Dro. E. I mean not cuckold-mad
;

But. sure, he is stark mad.
When I desir'd him to come home to dinner.
He ask'd me for a thousand marks in gold

:

*' 'Tis dinner time," quoth I ;
" My gold," quoth he :

"Your meat doth burn," quoth I ; " My gold," quoth
he

:

[lie :

*' Will you come home?" quoth I :
** My gold," quoth

"Where is the thousand marks I gave thee, villain?"
" The pig," quoth I, "is burn'd ;" " My gold," quoth

he

:

[tress !

" My mistress, sir," quoth I : " Hang up thy mis-
I know not tliy mistress ; out on thy niistress I"

Luc. Quoth who?
Dro. h. Quoth my master:

" 1 know," quoth he. "no house, no wife, no mistress."
So that my errand, due unto my tongue,
I thank him, I bear home upon my slioulders

;

1-or, in conclusion, he did beat me there.
Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him home.
Dro. E. Go back again, and be new beaten home?

For God's sake, send some other messenger 1

Adr. Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across.
Dro. E. And he will bless that cross with other beat-

Between you, I shall have a holy head. [ing :

Adr. Hence, prating peasant 1 fetch thy master
home.

Dro. E. Am I so round with you, as you with me.
That like a football you do spurn me thus?
You spurn me hence, and he will spurn iii^ hither:
If I last in this service, you must case me in leather.

[£.v,-'/.

Luc. Fie, how impatience loureth in your face 1

Adr. His company must do his minions grace.
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look.

Hath homely age th' alluring beauty took-

From my poor cheek? then, he hath wasted it

:

Are my diecourses dull ? barren my wit ?

1 f voluble and sharp discourse be marr'd,
Unkindness blunts it more than marble hard ;

Do their gay vestments his affections bait ?

That's not my fault,—he's master of my state

:

What ruins are in me that can be found
By hiin not ruin'd? then is he the ground
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair^

A sunny look of his would soon repair

;

But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale.
And feeds from home : poor I am but his stale.

Luc. Self-harming je.alousy I—fie, beat it hence.
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dispense.

I know his eye ctoth homage other where.
Or else, what lets it but he would be here ?

Sister, you know he promis'd me a chain

:

1

Would that alone, alone he would detain.
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed

!

I see, the jewel best enamelled
Will lose his beauty; and though gold bides still.

That others touch, yet often touching will

Wear gold : and no mail that hath a name.
By falsehood and cormption doth it shame.
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye,
I'll weep what's left away, and weeping die.

Luc. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy 1

\^Exaint,

SCENE \l.—A publU Place.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse.

Ant. S. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up
Safe at the Centaur : and the heedful slave
Is wander'd forth, in care to seek me out.
By computation and mine host's report,
I could not speak with Dromio since at first

I sent him from the mart.—See, here he comes.
Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

How now, sir ! is your merry humour alter'd?
As you love strokes, so jest with me again.
You know no Centaur ? You receiv'd no gold ?

Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner?
My house was at the Phoenix ? Wast thou mad.
That thus so madly thou didst answer me ? [word ?

Dro. S. What answer, sir? when spake I such a
Ant. S. Even now, even here, not half-an-hour

since.
Dro, S. I did not see you since you sent me hence,

Home to the Centaur with the gold you gave me.
Ant. S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold's receipt,

And told'st me of a mistress, and a dinner

;

For which I hope thou felt'st I was displeas'd.
Dro. S. I am glad to see you in this merry vein

:

What means this jest? I pray you, master, tell me.
Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer, and flout me in the

teeth?
Think'st thou I Jest ? Hold, take thou that, and that.

[Beating hint.

Dro. S. Hold, sir, for God's sake! now your jest is

Upon what bargain do you give it me ? [earnest

:

A>it. S. Because that I familiarly sometimes
Do use you for my fool, and chat with you.
Your sauciness \vill jest upon my love,

And make a common of my serious hours.
When the sun shines let foolish gnats make sport.

But creep in crannies when he hides Iiis beams.
If you will jest with me, know my aspect.
And fashion your demeanour to my looks,

Or I will beat this method in your sconce.
Dro. S. Sconce, call you it ? so you would leave

battering, I had rather have it a head : an you use
these blows long, I must get a sconce for my head,
and insconce it too ; or else 1 shall seek my wit in my
shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I beaten?
Ant. S. Dost thou not know?
Dro. S. Nothing, sir, but that I am beaten.
Ant. S. Shall I tell you why?
Dro. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for they say everj'

why hath a wherefore.
Ant. S. Why, first,—for flouting me; and then,

wherefore,—for urging it the second time to nie.

Dro. S. Was there ever any man thus beaten out
of season.

When in the why and the wherefore is neither rhyme
Well, sir, I thank you. [nor reason?

A>it. S. Thank me, sir ! for what?
Dro. S. Marry, sir, for this something that you gave

me for nothing.
Ant. S. I'll make you amends next, to give you

nothing for something. But say, sir, isit dinner-time?
Dro. S. No, sir : I think the meat wants that I have.
A fit. S. In good time, sir ; what's that ?

Dro. S. Basting.
Ant. S. Well, sir. then 'twill be dry.
Dro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you eat none of it.

Art. S. Your reason?
Dro. S. Lest it make you choleric, and purchase

me another dry basting.
Ant. S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time:

there's a time for all things. [so choleric.
Dro. S. I durst have denied that, before you were
Ant. S. By what rule, sir?

Dro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the plain
bald pate of father Time himself.
Ant.S. I-et'shear it..



Scene 2. THE COMEDY OF EKKOKS,
pro, S. Tlieres no time for a uuui to recover hi^

liair that grows bald by nature.
.Int. S. May he not do it by fine and recovery?
Dro. S. Yes. to pay a fine for a periwig, and re-

cover tlie lost hair of another man.
Ant. S. Why is Time such a nigjrard of hair

bemg, as it is, so plentiful an excrement ?
Dra. S. Because it is a blessini; that he bestows on

beasts: and what he hath scanted men in hair, he
)iath Riven them in wit. [hair than wit.

•^' • •^- »•"*'• ""' ""-''= ^ '"3»y a "lan hath more
, ^'l": •?• .^o' a 'uau of those, but he hath the wit to
lose his hair.

.liU. S. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men plain
dealers, without wit.

'^

i„^!^i'f- ^^,^- Pj^?'' .dealer, the sooner lost: yet he
loseth It m a kmd of jollity.
AiU.S. For what reason V
Dro. S. For two ; and sound ones too.
liti. S. Nay, not sound, I pray vou

Dro. S. Sure ones. then. "^ •'
'

I

'i"'- i- J^^y- "°' ^"'e. '1 a tiling falsuiff.
Dro. S. Certain ones. then.
A>ii. S. Name them.
Dro. S. The one. to save the money that he spends

1 tnmming; the other, tliat at dinrter they shouldnot drop in his porrid^^e. [is no time for all thin^^s.A»t S
M°"

»o"W all. this time have proved thereDro. S. .Marry and did, sir; namely, no time torecover hair lost by nature.
A>u. S. But your reason was not substantial, whythere is no time to recover.

"^uiutiui, wnj

=..,H^?; ^-J^^, I ,™end it
: Time himself is bald.

lowers
*"' '^'^ ''"'^' '"" ''^'^ '^^'1 ^'^'•

B.t?'"''fi."^'
IJ^e'^' 't"-ouId be a bald conclusion.

But softi who wafts us yonder!
-£'«/<?'- Adriana <z«tir Luciana.

.Idr. Ay. ay, Antipholus, look strange, and frown •

Some other mistress hath thy sweet asSicts •

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife
'

'

The time was once, when thou unurg'd wouldst vowThat never w-ords were music to thine ear.That never object pleasing in thine eye.
That never touch well welcome to thy hand,That never meat sweet-savour'd in thy taste.
Unless I spake, or lookd, or toucird. or carv'd to theeHow comes it now, my husband, O ! how comes it.

'

That thou art thus estranged from thyselfVThVSelf I r;ill If b.^in.r ctr-,.^.^^ »„ ^
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ri, ir r :,.", .'-aixiujieu irom in
I hyself I call it. being strange to me.
That, undividable. incorporate.Am better than thy dear selTs better part
Ah. do not tear away thyself from me 1

I-or know, my love, as easy may'st thou fallA drop of water in the breaking gulf.
And take unmingled thence that drop a2ain» ithout addition or diminishing

'

As take from me thyself, and not me too.How dearly would it touch thee to the quick.
Shouldst thou but hear I were UcentiousAnd that this body, consecrate to theeBy ruffian lust should be contaminate!

And hurl the name of husband in iny faceAnd tear the stain 'd skin off- my harlot-briwAnd from my false h;uid cut the wedding-ringAnd break it with a deep-divorcing vow?
I know thou can.st ; and therefore, see thou do itI am possess d with an adulterate-blot

:

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust •

I- or if we two be one. and thou play false
'

I do digest the poison of thy flesh,
Being strmnpeted by thy contagion
Keep. then, fair league and truce with thy true bed •

I live unstam d. thou undishuiioured '

Aiit.S. Plead yuu to me f.iir <l nn,.' i i-..„
In Hphesus I am but two liiur" old '

"^"""i „';;,"

As strange unto your town as to your talk ;

'

W 1,0 every word by all my wit being scani'dWant wit in all one word to understand (v,,,,

\/i!^,'
*'*•• ^"•'"''cr! how the world is chaug'd witliWhen w-ere you wont to use my sUtcr thus?ihc sent for you by Dromio home to dinner.

.till. S. By Droiuio J
Dro. S. By mc ?

TgLte.sl!l;;d.'^Xs'fe^-[i.jr
Denied my houic for Iris, mc for hii, wife.

wl'"/" "^iP'^ ^''" converse sir, with this gentlewoman'What IS the course and drift of your compact J

i,i i" wn"'-' ^ I""''"
'^'^ ''"^'" ''" this time.

Di'k ;h^ H f"'
"'°" ''"' ^"' <='"" '"=' very wordsUiJst thou dehver to me on tlie mart.

J^f; c »"""
'''"'''f

"'"^ ^'" 'n all my Ufe.

rAlilt ,rK» K ' '"^" '"^ "'"^' 'hen, call us by our'",e?s It be by mspiration V fnamai
.-i^r. How iU agrees it with your gravity ^ ^

To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave.Abetting him to thwart me in my mood 1Ue It my wrong you are from me exempt.

ro„,'I'°r''^n°<-'
"'''^ '^'°"S "ith a more contempt.Lome. I wiU fasten on this sleeve of tliine-

1 hou art an ehn. my husband,—I a vineWhose weakness, married to thy stronger state,
'Vlakes me with thy strength to communicate

:

1 aught possess thee from me. it is dross
lisAirping ivy. briar, or idle moss ;

i„f V^.
^°' "'^' of pruning, with intrusion

Infcct thy sap, and live on thy confusion.

•wh'i T
™e.she speaks; she moves me for herWhat, was I married to her in my dream J i theineOr sleep I now, and think I hear all this ? "

"

wnat error drives our eyes and ears amiss?
until 1 know this sure uncertainty,
1

11 entertain the offer'd f,illacy. (dinner

n'r": f n "f'"- *^1 ^'J*
"'"^ servants spread forDro. S O, for my beads I I cross me for a sinnerThis IS the fairy land : O spite of spites !We ulk with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites

:

If we obey them not, this will ensue,—

/L Ivl^
°'"'

^""f'^' "^ P'n^^" "^ black and blue.

I Dromin th^P'n
' " ^T '° "^y^^"'- ^"d answerstnot

J

n ™°c ^ '^f°"^' th04 snail, thou slug, thou sot I

J ; ? T ^J?
transformed, master, am not I ?

n o' ir'"'"'^
"'°" ^'^' '" "lind. and so am I

:S^";
'^^

Th^' T''\''I;
both in mind and in my shape,w^c. 5-. Thou hast thine own form.

'

Dro. S. XT^ T

n!f: J.^^!l°" ^" chang'd to aught, 'tis toln ^s.'''"'''

•tT/ ,
Tistrue

; she rides me, and I long for grass
T'f fo- I am an ass ; else it could never be

"'^'•^"•

But I should know her. as well as she knows me
tX n„; ^nS'fi"'

''° • "" l"° ^°"«^' ™" I be a fool,
I o put the finger m the eye and weep.
Whilst man and master laugh my woes to scorn.Come, sir. o dmner.-Dromio, keep the gate.Husband. 1 11 dine above with you to-davAnd shnve you of a thousand idle pranks
birrah, if any ask you for your master.
Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter

A,i/. S. [Aside.] Ami m earth, in heaven orinhcll'Sleeping or waking? mad or weU-advis'd?Known unto these, and to myself disguis'd 1
I U say as they say. and persiver so.And m this mist at all adventures go
Dro. S Master shall I be porter at the gate?
/ ,fr r^ '

""'* '" "?'"= '^'"^'' ''^s' I break^your pate
/.«<:. Come. come. Antipholus; we dine too lafe

[Exeunt.

ACT III,

SCENE l.-The Same.

Mi'54|h^^r^;tn^t:;4r;;:;;^i--r """=
Say that I hnger-d with yuu .-.t your shop '

I o see the m.ikmg i,f her l irk iiKtAnd tliat to-morruw y,,„ „,|1 lirin- it homeBut here s a vilj-.i,,, that w.mid l.iee l le
"
own

And that^ did deny my wifer,',:! houst-
1" ^°'^'

riiou drunkard thou, what di.lst thou mean by this?
-ri . • u "y

""''•" J"'" "ill.sir. but I know what I know-riiat you beat me at the mart. I have your hand to slow •

^^^"re'inlc
''''"'"""'"'• '^'* ""= blow" you gutJ

Your own I'andwViiing woul.l tell yuu what I think.

n ' '"'"'' 'bou art an .iss.

By the wronas I .utfer. and Ihc bK;vrVli:i!'
"'''^'^"
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I should kick, beiiijr kick'd ; and, being .it that pass,
You would keep from niy_ heels, and beware of an ass.

Aiit. E. You are sad, signior Balthazar : pray God,
our cheer

Mayanswermy good-will,and yourgood welcome here.
Bal. I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your wel-

come dear.
Ant. E. O, signior Balthazar, either at flesh or fish,

A table full of welcome makes scarce one dainty dish.
BaL Good meat, sir, is common ; and every churl

affords. [thing but words.
Ajtt. E. And welcome more common; for that 'sno-
Bal. Small cheer and great welcome makes a merry

feast.
'

(guest.
Ant. E. Ay, to a niggardly host, and more sparing

But thoughmycatesbemean, take them in good part;
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart.
But soft ! my door is lockd.—Go bid them let us in.

Dro. E. Maud, Bridget, Marian. Cicely, Gillian,Ginn

!

Dro. S. [1nthin.] Mome, malt-horse, capon, cox-
comb, idiot, patch

!

Either get thee from the door, or sit down at the hatch.
Dost thou cinjure forwenches, that thou call'st forsuch

store, [door.
When one is one too many? Go, get thee from the
Dro. E. What patch is made our porter ?—My master

stays in the street. [catch cold on 's feet.
Dro. S. Let Iiim walk from whence he came, lest he
A'tt. E. Whotalks within there? ho ! op'n the door.
Dro. S. Right, sir; I'll tell you when, an' you '11 tell

me ^vnerefore. [to-day.
Ant.E. Wherefore! for my dinner: I have not din'd
Dro. S. Nor to-day here you must not, come again

when you may. [house I owe I

.Ant, AVhat art thou that keep'st me out from the
Dro. S. [IVithin.] The porter for thi.s time, sir;

and my name is Dromio. [and my name

;

Dro. E. O villain I thou hast stolen both mine office
The one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle blame.
If thou hadst been Dromio to-day in my place.
Thou would'st have chang'd thy face for a name, or

thy name for an ass.

I.iice. [ lyuhitt. ) What a coil is there I Dromio, who
are those at the gate ?

Dro. E. Let my master in. Luce.
Luce. Faith, no ; he comes too late ;

And so tell your master.
Dro. E. O Lord ! I must laugh :

—

Have at you with a proverb ;—Shall I set in my staff i

Ltxe. Have at you with another: that's—when?
can you tell ?

Dro. S. [mt/ii>i.] If thy name be called Luce,

—

Luce, thou hast answered him well. [I hope 1

AiU.E. Do you hear, you minion ? you '11 let us in,

Licce. [II^'Mtz'n.] 1 thought to have ask'd you.
Dro. S. [lyithm.] And you said no.
Dro. E. So, come, help I—well struck ! there was
Ant. E. Thou baggage, let me in. [blow for blow.
Luce. Can you tell for whose sake 't

Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard.
Luce, Let him knock till it ache.
Attt. E. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat tlie

door down.
Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of stocks in

the town? [all this noise?
Adr. [If^it/u'n.] Who is that at the door that keeps
Dro. S. [mt/tin.] By mytrothyourtownis troubled

with unruly boys. [before.
Ant. E. Are you there, wife? you might have come
Acir, Yourwife, sir knave! go, get you from the door.
£>ro. E. If you went in pain, master, this knave

would go sore. [would fain have either.
An^. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome : we
Bat, In debating which was best, we shall part with

neither. [welcome hither.
Dro. E. They stand at the door, master ; bid them
Ant. E. There is something in the wind, that we

cannot get in. [were thin.

Dro. E. You would say so, master, if yourgarments
Your cake here is wami within ; you stand here in the

cold

:

[and sold.

It would make .1 man mad as a buck, to be so bought
Ant. E. Go fetch me something : I '11 break ope the

gate. [knave's pate.
Dro.S. Break auybreaking here, and I'll break your
Dro. E. A man may break a word with you, sir ; and

words are but wind :

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not behind.

Dro. S. It seems thou want'st breakini^: out upon
thee, hind ! [pray thee, let me in.

Dro. A'. Here's too much " out upon thee !" I

Dro. S. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and fish

have no fin.

jifit. £. Well, I'll break in:—go borrow me a crow.
Dro. E. A crow without feather,—master, mean you

so?
For a fish without a fin, there's a fowl without a feather

:

If a crow help us in. sirrah, we'll pluck a crow together.
Ant. E. Go, get thee gone ; fetch me an iron crow.
BaL Have patience, sir ; O, let it not be so I

Herein you war against your reputation,
And draw within t!ie compass of suspect
The unviolated honour ofyour wife.
Once this,—Your long experience of lier wisdom,
Her sober virtue, years, and modestj'.
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown

;

And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse
Why at this time the doors are made against you.
Be rul'd by me ; depart in patience,
And let us to the Tiger all to dinner.
And about evening come yourself alone
To know the reason of this strange restraint.
If by strong hand you otfer to break in.

Now in the stirring passage of the day,
A vulgar comment will be made of it

;

And that supposed by the common rout.
Against your yet ungalled estimation.
That may with foul intrusion enter in,

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead

;

For slander lives upon succession.
For ever housed, where it gets possession.
Ant. E. You have prevaii*d : I \W11 depart in quiet,

And. in despite of mirth, mean to be merry.
I know a wench of excellent discourse,
Pretty and witty ; wild, and yet too gentle :

There will we dine. This woman that I mean.
My wife—but, I protest, without desert

—

Hath oftentimes upbraided me witlial

:

To her will we to dinner.—Get you home.
And fetch the chain ; by tliis, I know, 'tis made :

Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine

;

For there's the house : that chain will I bestow
—Be it for nothing but to spite my wife

—

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste.
Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me,
I'll knock elsewhere, to see if they'll disdain me.

Attg-. I'll meet you at that place some hour hence.
AiU.E, Do so. Thlsjest shall cost mesome expense.

lExcunt.

SCENE W.— The Same.
Enter Luciana and Antipholus of Sjrracuse.

Liic. And may it be that you have quite forgot
A husband's oftice? Shall, Antipholus,

Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot?
Shall love, in building, g-row so ruinous J

If you did wed my sister for her wealth,
Then, for her wealth's sake, use her with more kind-

Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth
;

[ness.

IVlurtle your false love with some show of blindness

:

Let not my sister read it in 3'our eye ;

Be not thy tongue thy own shame's orator ; *

Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty

;

Apparel vice like viitue's harbinger
;

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted

;

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint;

Be secret-false : what heed she be acquainted?
What simple thief brags of his own attaint 2

'Tis double wrong to truant with your bed,
And let her read it in thy looks at board :

Shame hatli a bastard fame, well managed ;

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word.
Alas, poor women I make us but believe,
Being compact of credit, that you love us ;

Thouijn others have the arm, show us the sleeve ;

We m your motion turn, and you may move us.

Then, gentle brother, get you in again

;

Comfort my sister, clneer her, cafl her wife

:

'Tis holy sport to be a little vain.
When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife.

Aut. S, Sweet mistress,—what your name is else, I

Norby whatwondt-ryoudohitofmine.— [know not.

Less in your knowledge and your grace you show not
Than our earth's winder ; more than earth divine.

Teach me, <lear creature, how to think and speak

:

Lay open to my earthy gross conceit,



Scene 2. THE COMEDY OF ERRORS.
Siiiotlier'd in errors, feeble, shallow, weak,

The folded meaning of your words' deceit.
Aq-ninst my soul's pure truth why labour you

fo make it wander in an unknown field f
Are you a god t would you create me new?
Transform me, then, and to your power I'll yield.

But if that I am I, then well I know
Your weeping- sister is no wife of mine,

^or to her bed no homag-e do I owe

:

1-ar more, far more, to you do I decline.
O. tram me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note.To drou-n me in thy sister flood of tears

:

b\ng. siren, for thyself, and I will dote •

-Spread o'er the silver waves thy golden hairs,

A j^ ? * ''" '^"^^ i^em, and there lie

;

.\nd. in that glorious supposition, thinkHe gains by death, that hath such means to die :

r -^x^C
^^'"^ "i^'"' '^'^ drowned if she sink 1

x-itc. yv hat 1 are you mad. that you do reason so ?
>?«/. S. Not mad, but mated; how, I do not know.
/.«<:. It IS a fault that springeth from your eye.
^ nt. S. For gazing on your beams, fair sun, being by.
/./«r. Gaze where you should, and that mil clear

your sight.
Ant. 5. Asgood to wink, sweet love, as look on night
L.UC. Why call you me love ? call my sister so.
yinl. S. Thy sister's sister.

~"^- _ That's my sister.

It is thyself, mine own selfs better part.
Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart
Iny lOOd, mv fortunp. and mv C1l'*»,>^ »,n,,.iV .,.•.,,
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My lood, my fortune, and my sweet hope's aim.My sole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim
Luc. All this my sister is, or else should be.
f'tt. S. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim thee

riiee will I love, and with thee lead my life:
Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no -ivife
Give me thy hand.

TMi4:"'^'v .
<^' s°f^' sir 1 hold you still

:

i U fetch my sister, to get her good-will. \Exil
Enter Dromio of Syracuse, hastily.

A'tt.S. Why, how now, Dromio ! where run'st thou

^°n ' "c- r^ ,
fy"""" ""^n ? ^i" myself?

< ;
?' S2 y°" ''"'"'' '"'^^ S'""- ="" I Dromio? am I

yint. .i. rhou art Dromio, thou art my man. thou
art thyself. [besides myself
aro. i, I am an ass, I am a woman's man, and
Ant. s. What woman's man! and how besides

Jiyself?
Dro. S. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to awoman

; one that claims me, one that hunts me, one
that will have me.
Ant. S. What cbim lays she to thee?
Dro. S. Marry, sir, such claim as you would lay to

jjour horse
: and she would have me as a beast : not

that, I being a beast, she would have me ; but that
she, being a very beastly creature, lays claim to me.

Atit. S. What is she S

Dro. S. A very reverent body: ay, such a one as aman may not speak of, without he say, "sir-reverence "

I have but lean luck in the match, and yet is she awondrous fat marriage.
Am. S. How dost thou mean,—a fat marriage?
Dro. S. Marry, sir, she's the kitchen-wench, and all

grease ; and I know not what use to put her to, but tomake a lamp of her, and run from her by her own
light. I warrant, her rags, and the tallow in them.
will bum a Poland winter ; if she lives till doomsday
she'U burn a week longer than the whole world.
Ant. S. What complexion is she off
Dro. S. Sw.-jrt, like my shoe, but her face nothing

like so clean kept : for why, she sweats ; a man maV
go over shoes in the grime of it.

Ant. S. That's a fault that water will mend.

,;i- U,Z-
*'":"''* '" K™'"; Noah's flood could

Ant. S. What s her namet [not do it
Dro.S. Nell, sir ; but her name and three quarters

—that IS, an ell and three quarters,—will not measure
her from hip to hip-
Ant. ."i. "Then she bears some breadth?
Dro. S. No longer from he,ad to foot, than from hip

to hip : she is spherical, like a globe; I could findoirl
countries in her.
Ant. S. In what j)art of her body stands Ireland?
^"': ?• ^/J"^' ^"- '" '"•' l>""ocks

: I found it out
Ant. S. Where Scotl.md? [by the bogs
,: ): I/?""''

'^ ^y '*"^ I'arrenness
; hard In tlic

Ant. S. Where I-rtmge? |pahii of the liaiid.

I ^f."- ^- I" 'ler forehead; armed and revertedmaking war against her heir.
Ant. S. Where England?
Dro. S.J looked for the chalky cliffs, but I could

find no whiteness m them : but 1 guess, it stood in her
chin, by the salt rheum that ran between France and

./«;. 5. Where Spain? n;

j"; '?' wu"'' ^.^^'^ ' "°'
'
''»' I felt it hot in her

A>it. .S. Where America, the Indies? [breath.

,„;h K-'
"'

^'l "P?" ^^'^ "°*«' '1" o'er embelUshed
with rubiescarbuncles, sapphires, declining their rich

TZ^"^
"" 9"" hot breath of Spain, who lent wholearmadas of carracks to be ballast at her nose

Ant. .9. AVhere stood Belgia, the Netherlands?

,wT J " ^"' I ''"' "°' '°°'^ 5° '°^^- To conclude.
Ins drudge, or diviner. Laid claim to me ; call'd meDromio; swore I was assured to her; told me whatprivy marks I had about me, as the mark of myshoulder, the mole in my neck, the great wart on mylUt arm, that I, amazed, ran from her as a witch •

And. 1 thmk if my breast had not been made of faith.
and my heart of steel.

She had transfomi'd me to a curtail-dog. and mademe turn i' the wheel.
Ant. S. G9 hie thee presently, post to the road:And if the wind blow any way from shore,

1 mil not harbour in this town to-night •

If any bark put forth, come to the liiart,
VVhere I will walk till thou return to me
If every one knows us, and we know none,

'A
'""?• V'""''' '° ""'l.'je, pack, and begone,

c J',/ As from a bear a man would run for life,bo fly I from her that would be my wife [hxitAnt S. There's none but witches do inhabit here:'And therefore 'tis high time that I were henceShe that doth call me husband, even my soul
Doth for a vrife abhor : but her fair sister
1 ossess'd with such a gentle sovereign grace,

li
such enchanting presence and discourse.

Hath almost made me traitor to myself:
But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong,
1 11 stop mine ears against the mennaid's song.

Enter Angelo.
A)tg. Master Antipholus,—
Ant. S. Ay, that's my name.

r ff"-^'J i^S"" ' ^'?"' =''• Lo, here is the chain.
I thought to have ta en you at the Porcupine :
J lie Cham unfinish'd made me stay thus long

,"'•
•^,'.,i^''^','^

your mil that I shall do with this?

,"i- <-^,'''j'''.^^/^ yourself, sir : I have made it forAnt. S Made it for me, sir I I bespoke it not. [youAng. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you have.Go home with it, and please your mfe withal:And soon at supper-time I'll visit you.And then receive my money for the chain.
\

Aiit. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money now,
1-or fear you ne er see chain nor money more.

n,^ fh! ; .^''S'
I ^'i°»''l thmk of this, I cannot tell

:

Hut this I think, there s no man is so vain,
I hat would refuse so fair an otfer'd ch,iin.
' ^ee, a man here needs not live by shifts.
When in the streets he meets such golden "ifts
I II to the mart, and there for Dromio stay

'•

If any ship put out, then straight away. [Exit.

ACT IV.

SCENE l.—r/ie Samtr.
Enter Merchant, Angelo, and an Omcer.

Mcr. You know since Pentecost the sum is due,Aiul smce I have not much importun'd you •

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound
1 1 ersia, and want gilders for my voy.agu

:

1 hcrefore make present satisf.iction,
<->r 1 11 attach you by this officer.

^/«A'. Even just the sum that I do owe to you.
Is growing to me by Antipholus ;

And, in the inst.int tli.it I met with you.He had of ine a chain : at five o'clock
shall receive the money for the same,
leaseth you walk ivith me down to his house,

/VJin-f ''•Y*f'-'
'"y '"""'• ^'"1 'h'"'k yo'i tod.

Uff. J Hat Labour lu.iy you save : see where he comes.
l.iUer Antipholus of I'pliesiisocMfDromio of Ephcsus.
Ant. E. While I go to tlicRXjIdsmith't house, goihou

F
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And buy a rope's end : that I will bestow
Among my wife and her confederates,
Kor locking me out of my doors by day.
But soft, I'see the goldsmith. Get thee gone

;

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me.
Dro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year ; I buy a

rope. {Exit.
Aiit. E. A man is well holp up that trusts to you

:

I promised your presence and the chain

;

But neither chain nor goldsmith came to me.
Belike, you thought our love would last too long.
If it were chain'd together, and therefore came not.
An^. Saving your merry humour, here's the note

How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat.
The fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion,
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more
Than I stand debted to this gentleman :

I pray you, see him presently discharg'd.
For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it.

Ant. E. I am not furnish'd with the present money ;

Besides, I have some business in the to^vn.
Good signior, take the stranger to my house.
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof;
Perchance I will be there as soon as you.
Ah^. Then, you will bring the chain to heryourself ?

A lit. E. No ; bear it with you, lest I come not time
enough. [you ?

Ang^. Well, sir, I will. Have you the chain about
AiU. E. An' if I have not, sir, I hope you have ;

Or else you may return without your money.
A Jig. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain :

"3oth wind and tide stay for this gentleman.
And I, to blame, have held him here too long.
A lit. E. Good lord ! you use this dalliance, to excuse

Your breach of promise to the Porcupine.
I should have chid you for not bringing it,

But. like a shrew, you first begin to brawl.
Mer. The hour steals on; l' pray you, sir, despatch.
Aug. You hear how he importunes me : the chain

—

Aiit. E. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your
money.

Aug. Come, come, you know I gave it you even now.
Either send the chain, or send by nie some token.
A nt. E. Fie I now you run this humour out of breath.

Come, where 's the chain 1 I pray you, let me see it.

Mer. My business cannot brook this dalliance.
Good sir, say whether you '11 answer me, or no ;

If not, I'll leave him to the officer.

Ant. E. I answer you ? what should I answer you ?

Ang, The money that ycu owe me for the chain.
Ant. E. I owe you none till T. receive the chain.
Aug. You know I gave it you half an hour since.
Ant. E. You gave me none : you wrong me much

to say so.

Aug. You wrong me more, sir, in denying it

:

Consider how it stands upon my credit.

Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit.

Off. I do
I
—and charge you in the duke's name to

A>ig. This touches me in reputation. [obey me.
Either consent to pay this sum for me,
Or I attach you by this officer.

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never had I

Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar'st.

Ang. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer,

I would not spare my brother in this case.
If he should scorn me so apparently.

Off. I do arrest you, sir : you hear the suit.

Ant. E. I do obey thee till I give thee bail.

But. sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear,
As all the metal in your shop will answer.
A>ig. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus,

To your notorious shame, I doubt it not.

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Master, there is a bark of Epidamnum
That stays but till her owner comes aboard.
And then, sir, she bears away. Our fraughtage, sir,

I have convey'd aboard ; and I have bought
The oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vit.-e.

The ship is in her trim ; the merry wind
Blows fair from land ! they stay for nought at all

But for their owner, master, and yourself.

Ant. E. How now! a madman! Why, thou peevish
What ship of Epidamnum stays for nieV [sheep,
Dro. S. A ship you sent me to, to hire waftage.
Ant. E. Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for arope

;

And told thcc to what purpose, and what end.

Dro. S. You sent me for a rope's end as soon

;

You sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark.
Ant. E. I will debate this matter at more leisure.

And teach your ears to list me with more heed.
To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight

;

Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk
That's cover'd o er withTiu-kish tapestry.
There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it

:

Tell her I am arrested in the street.
And that shall bail me : hie thee, slave, begone.
On, officer, to prison till it come.

[Exeunt Merchant, Angelo, Officer, and Ant. E.
Dro. S. To Adxii thati rvhere i : din'd.

Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband

:

npass.is too big, I hope, for i

Thither 1 must, although against my'will.
For servants must their masters' minds fulfil. [Exit.

SCENE 11.—A room in the House of .Antipholus of
Ephesus.

Enter Adriana and Luciana.
Adr. Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee so!

Might'st thou perceive austerely in his eye
That he did plead in earnest, yea or no?
Look'd he or red, or pale, or sad, or merrily J
What observation mad'st thou, in this case.
Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face ?

Lnc. First he denied you nad in him no right.
Adi-. He meant, he did me none ; the more my

spite.

Lnc. Then swore he, that he was a stranger here.
Adr. And true he swore, though yet forsworn he
Lite. Then pleaded I for you. [were.
Adr. And what said he !

/.«-. That love I begg'd for you, he begg'd of me.
Adr. With what persuasion did he teinpt thy love S

Lnc. With words, that in an honest suit might move.
First, he did praise my beauty; then my speech.
Adr. Didst speak him fairf
Lnc. Have patience, I beseech.
Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still

;

My tongue, though not my heart, shall have his wilL
He is deformed, crooked, old, and sere,
Ill-fac'd, worse bodied, shapeless every where

;

Vicious, ungentle, fooUsh, blunt, unkind
j

Stigraatical in making, worse in mind.
Luc. Who would be jealous, then, of such a one?

No evil lost is wail'd when it is gone.
Adr. Ah, but I think him better than 1 say.
And yet would herein others' eyes were worse.

Far from her nest the lapwing cries away : [curse.
My heart prays for him, though my tongue do

Enter Dromio of Syracuse.
Dro. S. Here, go ; the .desk, the purse I sweet,

now, make haste.
Luc. How hast thou lost thy breath ?

Dro. S. By running fast.
Adr. \Vhere is thy master, Dromio? is he well?
Dro. S. No, he's in Tartar limbo, worse than helL

A devil in an everlasting garment hath him

;

One whose hard heart is button'd up with steel

;

A fiend, a fairy, pitiless and rough

;

A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff; [mands
A back-friend, a shoulder-clapper, one that comiter-
The passages of alleys, creeks, and narrow lands ;

A hound that runs counter, and yet draws dry-foot
well;

One that, before the judgment, carries poor souls to
.Idr. Why. man, wh.at" is the matter! [hell.

Dro. S. I do not know the matter ; he is 'rested on
the case.

Adr. What, is he arrested 1 tell nie at whose suit.
Dro. S. I know not at whose suit he is arrested well

;

But he's in a suit of buff which 'rested him. that can I
tell. [in his desk J

Will you send him, mistress, redemption,—the money
idr. Go fetch it, sister.—fi;>rt Luciana.] This I

wonder at

:

That he, unknown to me. should be in debt.
me, was he arrested on a band!
o. S, Not on a band, but on a stronger thing,

A chain, a chain : do you not hear it ring !

Adr. What, the chain :

Dro. S. No, no, the bell. 'Tis time that I were gone :

It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one.
Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never hear.
Dra. S. O yes ; if any hour meet a serjeont, 'a turns

back for very fear.
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Adr. As if Time were in debt 1 how fnndly dost
thou reason !

Vro. S. Time is a very bankrupt, and owes more
than he's worth, to season.

Nny, he's a thief too : liave youijot heard men say,

That lime conies stealinfj on by night and day S

If Time be in debt and theft, andaserjeant in the way.
Hath he not reason to turn back an liour in a day?

Kt--c'}tlc'r Lnciana.
.4dr. Go. Droraio ; there's the money, bear it

straight

;

And bring thy master home inmiediately.

—

Come, sister : I am nrcss'd dovri with conceit,

—

Conceit, m.y comfort and my injury. [Excttnt.

SCENE m.—A PuMic Place.

Enter Antipholus of Syracuse.

Ant. S. There's not a man I meet but doth salute

As if I were tlieir well acquainted friend ; [me.
And ever)' one doth call me by my name.
Some tender money to me ; some invite me

;

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ;

Some offer me commodities to buy :

Even now a tailor call'd rae in his shop.
And show'd me silks that he had bought for me.
And therewithal took measure of my body.
Sure, these are but imaginary wiles.

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here.
Enter Dromio of Syracuse.

Dro. S. Master, here's the gold you sent me for.

What, have you got the picture of old Adam new
apparellea ? [mean t

Ant. S. What golc^is this! What Adam dost thou
Dro. S. Not that Adam that kept the paradise, but

that Adam that keeps the prison : he that goes in the
calfs skin that was killed for the prodigiil : he that
came behind you, sir, like an evil angel, and bid you
forsake your liberty.

Ant. S. I understand thee not.
Dro. S. No ! why, 'tis a plain case : he that went,

like a base-viol, in a case of leather ; the man, sir,

that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, and
'rests them ; l>e, sir, that takes pity on decayed men.
and gives them suits of durance ; he that sets up his
rest to do more exploits with his mace than a morris-
Ant. S. What, thou meanest an officer? [pike.
Dro. S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band ; he that

brings any man to answer it, that breaks his band

;

one that thinks a man always going to bed, and says,
"God ^ive you good rest 1"

Ant. S. Well, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is
there any ship puts forth to-night? may we be gone?
Dro. S. Why, sir, 1 brought you word an hour

since, that the bark Expedition put forth to-night

;

and IhenAvere you hindered by the Serjeant, to tarry
for the hoy Delay. Here are the angels that you sent
for, to deliver you.
Ant. S. The fellow is distract, and so am I

;

And here we wander in illusions

:

Some blessed power deliver us from hence I

Enter a Courtezan.
Cour. Well met, well met, master Antipholus.

I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now

;

Is that the chain you promis'd me to-day?
Ant. S. Satan, avoid I I charge thee tempt me not I

Dro. S. Master, is this mistress Satan ?

Ant. S. It is the deWI.
Dro. S. Nay, she is worse, she is the devil's dam ;

and here she comes in the habit of a light wench t

and thereof conies that the wenches say, "Goddamn
me ;" that 's as much as to say, " God make me a
light wench.' It is written, they appear to men like
angels of light : light is an effect of fire, and fire will
bum ; er^o, light wenches will bum. Come not near
her.
Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry, sir,

Will you go with me? we'll mend our dinner here.
Dro. S. Master, if you do, expect spoon-meat ; so
Ant.S. Why, Dromio? [bespeak a long sponn.
Dro. a. Marry, he must liave .1 long spoon tli.it

must cat with the devil.
AtU. S. Avoid thee, fiend I what tell'st thou me of

Thou art, as you are all. a sorceress : [supping?
1 conjure thee to leave me, and be gone.
Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had .it dinner,

Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis'd
;And 111 be gone, slr.'and not trouble yon.

Dro, S. Some devils ask but the parings of one's
A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, [nail,

A nut, a cherry-stone
;

Hut she, more covetous, would have a chain,
Mivstor, be wise ! an if you give it her.
The devil will shake her chain, and fright lis with it.

Cour. I pray you. sir, my ring, or else the chain :

I hope you do not mean to cheat me so. [go.
.tnt. S. Avauut, Ihou witch I Come, Dromio, let us
Dro. S. ** Fly pride," says the peacock : mistress,

. that you know, [fvxeunt Ar\i. S. n7td Dro. ^.

Ccitr. Now, out of doubt, Antipholus is mad,
Else would he never so demean himself.

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats.
And lor the same he promis'd me a chain

:

Both one and other he denies me now.
The reason that I gather he is mad, >

Besides this present instance of his rage.
Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner,
Oi his o%vn doors being shut against his entrance. ^

Belike, his wife, acquainted with his fits,

On purpose shut the doors against his way.
Mv way is now. to hie home to his house.
And tell his wife, that, being lunatic.

He rush'd into my house, and took perforce
My ring away. This course I fittest choose

;

For forty ducats is too much to lose. [Exit.

SCENE IV.—A Street.

Enter Antipholus of Ephesus and an Officer.

Ajtt. E. Fear me not, man ; I will not break away

:

I'll give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money.
To warrant thee, as I am 'rested for.

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day.
And will not lightly trust the messenger

:

That I should be attach'd in Ephesus.
I tell you, 'twill sound harshly in her ears.
Here comes my man ; I think he brings the money.

£?iter Dromio of Ephesus 7vit/t a ropes-end.
How now, sir I have you that I sent you for? [all.

Dro. E. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them
Ant. E. But Where's the money?
Dro. E. Why, sir. 1 g.ave the money for the rope.
A nt. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ?

Dro, E. I'll sen'e you, sir. five hundred at the rate.

Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee
home? [return'd.

Dro. E. To a rope's end, sir ; and to that end am I

A nt. E And to that end, sir, I will welcome you.
Off. Good sir, be patient,

\Beatin^ him.
Dro. E, Nay, 'tis for me to be patient ; I am in ad-
Ojf. Good now. hold tliy tongue. [versity.
Dro. E. Nay. rather persuade him to hold his hands.
A7U. E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain 1

Dro. E, I would I were senseless, sir, that I might
not feel your blows. [and so is an ass.
Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows,
Dro. E. I am an ass indeed

; you may prove it by
my long ears. I have sened him from thehourofmy
nativity to this instant, and have nothing at his hands
for my service but blows. When I am cold, he heats
me wjth beating ; when I am warm, he cools me with
heating : I am waked with it when I sleep ; raisecl

with it when I sit ; driven out of doors with it when I

go from home ; welcomed home with it when I return

:

nay, I bear it on my shouUlers, as a beggar wont her
brat ; and, I think, when he hath hanied me, I shall

beg with it from door to door.
Ant. E. Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder.

Enter Adriana, I.uciana, the Courtezan, and
Pinch, &c.

Dro. E. Mistress, resfiice Ji.nem, respect your end;
or r.ither, to prophesy like the parrot, ." Beware the
rope's end."
Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? {Beats him.
Cour. Howsayyou now? isnot your husbanil mad?
Adr. His incivtfity confirms no less.—

Good <loctor Pinch, you are a conjuror;
ICstablish him in his true sense again.
And I will please you what you will demand.

I.ur. Al.as, how fiery ami how sharp he lookel
Conr. M.irk how he tr. rnl.les in his ecst.isy !

J'iu'h. (live me your hand, and let me feel your pulse.
Ant. E. There is my li.ind. and let it feel your c;ir.

Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, housed within this man.
To yield possession to my ll«ly prayers.
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And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight

:

I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven !

A>it. H. I'eace, dotinfif wizard, peace 1 1 am not mad.
Ady. O, that thou wert not, poor <listressetl soul I

;-/«/. li. You minion, you, are these your customers ?Did this companion with the saffron face
Revel and feast it at my house to-d.ay,
Whilst upon me the frmlty doors were shut,
And I denied to enter in my house ?

/'«'''• O husband, God doth know, you din'd at home •

where 'would you had remain'd until tllis time.
Free from these slanders and this open shame 1

Ant. E. Din'd at home I—Thou villain, what say'st
thou t

Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home
Ant. k

.
Were not my doors lock'd up, and I shut out ?

Dro. E. Perdy, your doors were lock'd, and you
shut out.

Ant. E. And did not she herself revile me there?
Dro. E. Sans fable, she herself revil'd you there.
Ant. E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and

scorn me? U/^^
Dro. E. Certes. she did; the kitchen-vestal scorn'd
Ant. k. And did not I in rage depart from thence ?
Dro.E. In verity, you did ;—my bones bear witness.

That since have felt the vigour of his rage.
Adr. Is 't good to soothe him in these contraries'
Pinch. It is no shame : the fellow finds his vein

And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy.
Ant. E. Thou hast subom'd the goldsmith t(,. ,, ,

-" goldsmith to arrest
AOr. Alas, 1 sent you money to redeem you, [me

By Dromio here, who came in haste for it.

Dro. E. Money by me 1 heart and good-will you
But surely, master, not a rag of money. [might
Ant. E. Went'stnotthoutoherforapurseofducats'
Adr. He came to me, and I deliver^ it.

I-Jic. And I am witness with her that she did.
Dro. E. God and the rope-maker bear me witness.

That I was sent for nothing but a rope I

Pinch. Mistress, both m'an and master is possessed
;

I know it by their pale and deadly looks :

They must be bound, and laid in some dark room
Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth to-

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? [da^-

'

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth.
Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv'd no gold :

But I confess, sir, that we were lock'd out. '

Adr. Dissembling villain! thou speak'st false in both.
Ant. E. Dissembling harlot 1 thou art false in all

;

And art confederate with a damned pack
To make a loathsome abject scorn of me

:

But mth these nails I'll pluck out those false eyes.
That would behold in me this shameful sport. [me.
Adr. O bind him, bind him 1 let him not come near
Pinch. More company I the fiend is strong within him.

Enter Assistants.
Luc. Ah me, poor man. how pale and wan he looks

!

Pinch and Assistants bind Ant. E. and Dro. E.
Ant. E. What, will you murder me ? Thou gaol

I am thy prisoner : wilt thou suffer them "

(thou,
To make a rescue ?

Off. Masters, let him go :

He is my prisoner, and you shall not have him.
Pinch. Go bind this man, for he is frantic too.
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish officer?

Hast thou delight to see a wretched man
Do outrage and displeasure to himself?

Off. He is my prisoner: if I let him go,
The debt he owes will be requir'd of nie.
Adr. I will discharge thee ere I go from thee

!

Bear nie forthwith unto his creditor.
And, knowing how the debt grows, I mil p.ay it.

Good master doctor, see him safe convey'd
Home to my house. O most unhappy day I

A)it. E. O most unhappy strumpet

!

Dro. E. Master, I am here entered in bond for you.
Ant. E. Out on thee, villain I wherefore dost thou

mad me ?

Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing? be mad.
Cry, the devil I [good master

;

Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk I

Adr. Go bear him hence.—-Sister, go you with me.

—

[Exeunt Pinch and Assistants tvith Ant. E.
and Dro. E.

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at?
Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith ; do you know him ?
Adr. I know the man. What is the sum he owes?
Off. Two hundred ducats.

^^''V, r V • .
Say, how grows it due?

Off Due for a chain your husband had of him.
Adr. Ho did bespeak a chain for me, but had it not.
Cour. When as your husband, all in rage, to-davCame to my house, and took away my ring,—

The ring I saw upon his finger now.—
Str.-iight after did I meet him with a chain.
Adr. It may bo so, but I did never see it

Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is •

1 long to know the truth hereof at large
h nter Antipholus of Syracuse, ayid Dromio of Syra-

cuse, tuith rapiers drawn
Luc. God, for thy mercy ! they are loose again.
Adr. And come mth naked swords. Let's Sail moreTo have them bound again. Weh^
'-'^tv ,aj- r

Away 1 they'll kill us.
{Exeunt Adnana, Luciana, the Courtezan and

Officer.

^'"'
f-

I see, these ivitches are afraid of swords.
Dro. S. She, that would be your wife, now ran from

you.
A7it. S. Come to the Centaur; fetch our stuff from

1 long that we were safe and sound aboard, [thence •

Dro. .y. Faith, stay here this night ; they will surely
do us no harm: you saw they speak us fair, give u's
gold

: methinks they are such a gentle nation, that,
but for the mountain of mad flesh tliat claims marriage
of me, I could find in my heart to stay here still, and
turn witch.
Ant.S. I wiU not stay to-night for aU the town

;

1 herefore away, to get our stuff aboard. [Exeunt.

ACT V.
SCENE I.—Be/ore an Abbey.
Enter Merchant and Angelo.

Antf. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder'd you :

But, I protest, he had the chain of me.
Though most dishonestly he doth deny it.
Mer. How is the man esteem'd here in the city ?
A^ig. Of very reverend reputation, sir.

Of credit infinite, highly belov'd.
Second to none that lives here in the city

:

His word might bear my wealth at any time.
Mer. Speak softly : yonder, as I think, he walks.

£«/£>-Antipholus ofSyracuse a«a?Dromio ofSyracuse.
An.^. 'Tis so ; and that self chain about his neck.

Which he forswore most monstrously to have.
Good sir, draw near to me. I'll speak to him.
Signior Antipholus, I wonder much
That you would put me to this shame and trouble

;And, not without some scandal to yourself.
With circumstance and oaths so to deny
This chain, which now you wear so openly

:

Beside the charge, the shame, imprisonment,
You have done wrong to this my honest friend

;Who. but for staying on our controversy.
Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day

:

This chain you had of me ; can you deny it ?
Ant. S. I think I had ; I never did deny it.

Mer. Yes, that you did, sir, and forswore it too.
Ant. S. Who heard me to deny it or forswear it ?
Mer. These ears ofmine, thou know'st, did hear thee.

I-ie on thee, ivretch 1 'tis pity that thou liv'st
To walk where any honest men resort.
ylnt. S. Thou art a villain to impeach me thus

:

I'll prove mine honour and mine honesty
Against thee presenUy, if thou dar'st stand.
Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a villain.

( Thev draw.
/:;/»?- Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and others.
Adr. Holdl hurt him not. for God's sake I he is

Some get within liim ; take his sword away. [mad.
Bind Dromio too, and be,ar them to my house.
Dro. S. Run, master, run ; for God's sake, take a

This is some priory :—in, or we are spoil'd. [house I

{Exeunt Ant. S. and Dro. S. iJito the Abbey,
Enter the Abbess.

Abb. Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng you
hither?

Adr. To fetch my poor distracted husband hence.
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast.
And bear him home for his recovery.
Ang. I knew he vras not in his perfect wits.
/'/«•;-. I am sorry now, that I did draw on him.
Abb. How long hath this possession held the man f



Scene i.

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sadAnd much d.lTerent fro.ii the man he was :
But. till this afternoon, his passion
Ne'er bralce into extremity of ratre fc.-,AM Hath he not lost much' wealth by wreck oBuned some dear friend ? Hath not else fo eyeStray d his atfection in unlawful love»A sin prevailing: much in youthful men.Who give their eyes the liberty of ..azintr.
\Vliich of these sorrows is he subject to?
-4iir To none of these, except it be the last •

^JaV"'t '°T5
"'^f '''•>^^<' I'im oft from home.

1,'Jr. Tv°h7. so I^id":
""' ""^-^ -P-hendea him.

^1 As roughly as my^i^o'dfs^°l^S'?e?r
^''-

^M. Haply, in pnvate.

^fr A u ,. . .
•*"'' '" assemblies too.w*#. Ay, but not enough

i/lfA iJ'
"'.'^ **" '^9Py of O""" conference

!

In bed. he sleipt not for my urifino- itAt board, he fed not for mv uVqing it
•

Alone, It was the subject ofmy thSme': '•

'"..company. I often glanc'd at it

:

,i1"^.'
teU him it was vile and bad.

yIM. And thereof came it that the man was mad •

The venom clamours of a jealous woman
Poison more deadly than a mad doe's tooth.

A n TT^' ^1 ^'^^P^ y""'? hinder'd by thy raUinP,And thereof conies it, that his head Is Ught.
^

rhou say st his meat was sauc'd with thy upbraidinesb nquiet meals make ill di-estions,
Pofaiaings .

1 hereof the raging fire offever bred :And what s a fever but a fit of madness 1Thou say st his sports were hinder d by thy brawls •

Sweet recreation barr'd. what doth eniue.
'

But moody and dull melancholy
Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair:And at her heels a huge infectious troopUf pale disteniperatures. and foes to life !in food, in sport, and life-preserving restTo be disturb'd. would mad or man or beast •

The consequence is, then, thy jealous fitsHave scar d thy husband from the use of wits.

\AZir A
"e^erreprehended him but mildly.

^J
hen he demean'd himself rough, rude, and wildly

rZr/- ? ''"' ^^"'"'y ">« to my own reproofGood people, enter, and lay hold on him

Ad^ ThJnTl^ """"^"'^ "^"^"^ '" my house.

^W Nefthir'^h°", '^r\""
bringmy husband forth.

An/t\L»!l- ,^^ *??*= '>'^ P'^ce for sanctuary

;

T.^iil ^ 'J"""'!^^ '•"" '^^oin your hands
^

'

nrl,c. "^
brought hun to his ivits again.

iJ ™y labour in assaying it.

ni.. K^ "7" attend my husband, be his nurse
?'« h-s sickness

; for it is my office,
"

And w-ill have no attorney but myself-

"//,A T*^"""'"
me have him home with me.

wf,}, ? f
"* ** ^^^ approved means 1 have^V ith wholesome syrups, drugs, and holv DraversTo make of him a fon^l maS ^ain : ^ ^ ^

"'•
It IS a branch and parcel of mme oath.A charitable duty of my order :

Anllt-iJ^i^HTes'cSS^^XS'^ "^"^^^^^

V*T''i''" '•** husband and the wife.AM. Be quiet, and depart : thou shnlt not have him.

f.u^. Complain unto the duke of this indigniiy
"''

Adr. Come, go : I will fall prostrate at his f "etAnd never nse until my tears and prayers

And tZ".'"'/'''"^'--
'°,^"'"<=m perS^hdier,And take perlSrce mv husband from the abbess

An/n v""- ^y "'"• ' "'ink. the dial points at five

Con.^'c ii^
'""•• ""^ ''"'^'^ '"""><=lf in person

"

Comes this >vay to the inehncholy vie.The i.Uce of <fe,ith and sorry executionBehind the ditches of the abCey her"

whop'S;'unii°kif;ij.[r,?.^rbi.y'''"'""" ""=-••

tad'Ub.?c,rf^rti's"^^en^f'='°™'
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7uUk
F.ufer T>\Ae attf„dfd : /Egeon Imyg.headed
n J. J 5 '^'"-I'lsnian n>,d„//ierOff\ccrii.

,r r •^''
J ""•?,"-* "S'"" Pf'claim it publicly.

f any friend will p.ay the sum for him. ^
He shall not die. so much we tender him

niZKf'"^- '"°?' ^''"'"^ ''"'^'' against the .ibbess I/•'«Xf. t>he IS a virtuous and a reverend lady :
It cannot be that she hath <lone thee >vrong.

w-hV, I ''J*
i'lcaseyourgr.ice. AntipholSs, myhus-VV horn I made lord of me and all I had; IbandAt your important letters,—this ill dayA most outrageous fit of madness took him •

w;?h V ^''if",""^^'"'
^"""^'i through the street,-With hini his bondman, all as mad as he,—

IJoing displeasure to the citizens
By rushing in their houses, bearing thence
Kings, jewels, any thing his rage did like.

Ivif? ?'.'' ' ^'"^ '"'" ''"""'i' '^nd sent him home.Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went.
1 hat here and there his fury had committed.
Anon. I wot not by what strong escape.

\„}''°^^l'°"' '!l°^'=
"'a' had the guard of him ;And with his mad attendant and liimself,

tach one with ireful passion, with drawn swords,Met us again, and, madly bent on us.
Chas d us away

; till, raising of more aidWe came agam to bind them. Then they fled
Into this abbey, whither we pursued theni

:

And here the abbess shuts the gates ou us.And will not suffer us to fetch him out,Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence.

r Ifhl ?' K°''
S-"?i°"S duke, with thy commandLet hmi be brought forth, and borne hence for help

A n/l'fi'rhh"^
^"""^ ^}7 husband serv'd me inmy wars

;

And I to thee engag'd a prince's word.
\\ hen thou didst make him master of thy bed,
I o do him all the grace and good I could.

a/?.^,'^ ^^ ^°^' '^"°ck at the abbey gate.And bid the lady abbess come to ine.
' wiU determine this before I stir.

£>iter a Servant.

\:tTf\? ""^^i^^-
""Stress

! shift and save yourself IMy master and his man are both broke loose.Kcaten the rn.iids .a.ro;v, and bound the doctor,
\\ hose beard they have sing'd off with brands of fire-And ever as it blaz'd they threw on him

'

M,??^ Pf^ ^ of puddled mire to quench the hair.

Hi^ m^n^?h^'^^''^
patience to him. and the whileHis man with scissors nicks him hke a fool

:

And sure, unless you send some present help.Between them they will kiU the conjuror

-VmUha^lffni/"?!,' "''; '"^'" ^"'' his man are here.And that IS false thou dost report to us.
ierv. Mistress upon my life. I tell you true;

I have not breath'd almost, since I did see itfHe cries for you, and vows, if he can take you.To scorch your face, and to disfigure you.

Hark hark
1 I hear him, mistress: fly, bigo-Tilf

""•

"""'
"w/tri^as",^

""'-•''''' nothing.-Gua«l

ri^fhVtV"^' ''
'k

'"y.hi'sband : Witness you.
1 hat he IS borne about invisible

:

hven now we hous'd him in the abbey here -

And now he s here, past thought of human reason
IT'iter Antipholus of I- phesus a>,d Dromio ofEphesus.

'^"''- ^'
,^{f ''^f • '""^^ gracious duke I O grant me

Even for the service that long since I did theeWhen I bestrid thee in the wars, and took

ThHt ?h^;;'l'?.'^7 '^J
'"''

=
'=''^" (°' «he blood

A.^e. Unless the fear of death doth nuike me dote
^,V,"VT A"fpholus, and Dromio ! (there i

Sh'^w!^oinSf,u'„^'Tf' """^l; "B^""^' that woman.^nc » nom thou gav st to me to be mv wife
I hat h.ith .abu.sid and dishonnurVl me '

v':"n!i •
'" =*?"="ph and height of injury

:

l.cyond imagin.ition is the wrong

/iJi""/
"^ '^y

l'-'"'
shameless thrown on me.

i>,/;^'^'i°''",
''"" ^"^ "'"" ^halt find me just.

Whi -.if.: J '\"'1>'' «;'=''" <'"'='-•• she shut the cSors
DuJ^ IJ-' ^'H'^ f'^^""''

'> my house, (uponme
wrfn -Nofr°"ood i; r^r^i'^v'sdf";""'"T '^°h ^"'

AS tnis Is false he burdens me withal 1
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Lue. Ne'er may I look on day, nor sfeep on night,

But she telLs to your highness simple truth.

Atig. O perjure! woman ! They are both forsworn :

In this the ninchnan justly chargeth them.
Ant. E. My liejje, I am advised what I say ;

Neither disturb'd with the etTect of wine,

Nor heady-rash, provok'd with raginiJ ire,

Vlbeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad.
fhis woman lock'd me out this day from dinner

:

f liat goldsmith there, were he not pack'd with her.

Could witness it, for he was with me then ;

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain,

Promising to bring it to the Porcupine,
Where Balthazar and I did dine together.

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither,

I went to seek him : in the street I met him,

And in his company, that gentleman.
There did this perjur'd goldsmith swear me down,
That I this day of him receiv'd the chain.

Which, God he knows, I saw not : for the which
He did arrest me with an officer.

I did obey ; and sent my peasant home
For certam ducats : he with none return'd.

Then fairly I bespoke the officer

To go in person with me to my house.

By the way we met
My wife, her sister, and a rabble more
Of vile confederates. Along with them
They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac'd villain,

A mere anatomy, a mountebank,
A threadbare juggler, and a fortune-teller,

A needy, hoUow'-ey'd, sharp-looking wretch,

A living dead man. This pernicious slave.

Forsooth, took on him as a conjuror ;

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse,

And with no face, as 'twere, out-facing me.
Cries out, I was possess'd. Then, altogether

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence.

And in a dark and dankish vault at home
They left me and my man, both bound together

;

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder
\ gaih'd my freedom, and immediately
Ran hither to your grace ; whom I beseech
To give me ample satisfaction

For these deep shames and great indignities.

Aug. My lord, in truth, tHus far I witness with him.

That he dined not at home, but was lock'd out.

Dtikt. But had he such a chain of thee, or no?
Ang. He had, my lord ; and when he ran in here,

These people saw the chain about his neck.
Sec. Mer. Besides. I mil be sworn tliese ears ofmine

Heard you confess you had the chain of him,
After you first forswore it on the mart

:

And thereupon I drew my sword on yon ;

And then you fled into this abbey here.

From whence, I think, you are come by miracle.

A>it. E. I never came within these abbey walls
;

Nor ever didst thou draw thy sword on me :

I never saw the chain, so help me heaven !

And this is false you burden me withal.

Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this I

I think you all have drunk of Circe's cup.

If here you hous'd him, here he would have been

;

If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly

:

Yon say he dined at home ; the goldsmith here
Denies that saying. Sirrah, what say you ?

Dfo. E. Sir, he dined with her there, at the Porcu-
pine, [ring.

Cour. He did ; and firom my finger snatch'd that

Ant. E. 'Tis true, my liege; this ring I had of her.

Duke. Saw'st thou hmi enter at the abbey here ?

Cour. As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace.

Duke. Why, this is strange.—Go call the abbess
hither. [Exit an XtXe\\diin\..

I think you are all mated, or stark mad. fworil

:

./Ege. Most mighty duke, vouclisafe me speak a

Haply, I see a friend will save my life,

And pay the sum that may deliver me.
Duke. Speak freely, Syracusan. what thou wilt.

j^.ge. Is not your name, sir, called Antipholus 1

And is not that your bondman Dromio :

Dro. E. Withm this hour I was his bondman, sir;

But he. I thank him, gnavv'd in two my conls :

Now am I Uromio, and his man, unbound.
j'F.ge. I am sure you both of you remember me.
Dro. E. Ovirselves we do remember, sir, by you

;

For lately we were bound, as you are now.
Vou are not Pinch's patient, are you, sirS

A\ge. Why look you strange on me! you know me
Ant. E. i never saw you in my life, till now. [well.
.^F-ge. O, grief hath chang'd me, since you saw me

And careful hours, with Time's deformed hand, [last

;

Have written strange defeatures in my face :

But tcU me yet, dost thou not know my voice ?

Ant. E. Neither.
-'Ege. Dromio, nor thou ?

Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I.

ALge. I am sure thou dost.
Dro, E, Ay, sir ; but I am sure I do not ; and what-

soever a man denies, you are now bound to believe
him.

.-Ege. Not know my voice ? 0, time's extremity 1

Hast thou so crack'd and splitted iiiy poor tongue
In seven short years, that here my only son
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ?

Though now this grained face of mine be hid
In sap-consmning winter's drizzled snow.
And all the conduits of my blood froze up.
Yet hath my night of life some memory,
My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left.

My dull deaf ears a Uttle use to hear :

All these old witnesses—I cannot err

—

Tell me thou art my son Antipholus.
A7it, E. I never saw my father in my life.

Aige. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy.
Thou know'st we parted : but perhaps, my son.
Thou sham'st to acknowledge me in misery.
Ant. E. The duke, and all that know me in the city.

Can witness with me that it is not so

:

I ne'er saw Syracusa in my Ufe.

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years
Have I been patron to Antipholus,
During which time he ne'er saw Syracusa.
1 see, thy age and dangers make thee dote.

Re-enter Abbess, with Antipholus of Syracuse and
Dromio of Syracuse.

A!i!>. Most mighty duke, behold a man much
wrong'd. [A/tgat/wr to see /tim.

Adr. \ see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me !

Duke. One of these men is Genius to the other

;

And so of these : which is the natural man.
And which the spirit? Who deciphers them?
Dro. S. I, sir, am Dromio : command him away.
Dro. E. I. sir, am Dromio : pray let me stay.

Ant. S. .^kgeon, art thou not? or else his ghost?
Dro. S. O, my old master! who hath bound him

here?
Abi. Whoever bound him. I will loose his bonds,

.'\nd gain a husband by his liberty.

Speak, old ..^igeon, it thou be'st tlie man
Thou hadst a wife once called ./Emilia,

That bore thee at a burden two fair sons :

0, if thou be'st the same .,^geon, speak,
.\nd speak unto the same /Emilia I

Aige. If I dream not, thou art ./Cmilia

:

If thou art she, tell me where is that son
That floated mth thee on the fatal raft ?

Abb. By men of Epidaninum, he and f.

And the twin Dromio. all were taken up

;

But bj' and by. rude fishermen of Corinth
By force took Dromio and my son from them.
And me they left with those of Epidaninum.
What then became of them, I cannot tell

;

1, to this fortune that you see nie in.

Duke. Why, here begins his morninaf story right

:

These two Antipholuses, these two so like.

And these two Dromios, one in semblance,

—

Besides her urging of her wreck at sea ;

—

These are the parents to these children,

\\'hich accidentally are met together;

—

Antipholus, thou cam'st from Corinth first?

Ant. S. No, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse.
Duke. Stay, stand apart ; I know not which is which.
Ant. E. I came from Corinth, my most gracious

lord,—
Dro. E. And I with him. fwarrior.

Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most famous
Duke Menapholi, your most renowned uncle.

i
Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day?

I Ant. S. I, gentle mistress.
I Adr. Ami are not you my husband !

! Ant. E. No ; I say nay to that.

Ant. S. And so do I ; yet did she call me so;
fAnd this fair gentlewoman, her sister here.

Did call me brother.—What I told you then,
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I hope I shall have leisure to make jjood ;

If this be not a dream I see and hear.
.•/«.'.'•. That is the chain, sir, which you had of inc.

A'it. S. I tliink it be, sir ; I deny it not.

A)if. E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested nic.

.iHg. I think I did, sir ; I deny it not.

Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be your bail.

By Dromio ; but I think he broujjlit it not.

Dro, K. No. none by nie.

At:t. S. This purse of ducats I received from you,
.\nd Dromio, my man, did brinjj tliem me.
I see, we still did meet each otlicr's man

;

And I was ta'en for him, and he for me

;

And thereupon these lirrors are arose.
Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my father here.
Duke. It shall not need ; thy father hath his life.

Ccur. Sir, I must have that diamond from you.
Ant. E. There, take it ; and much thanks for mj

good cheer.
Abb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take the pains

To go with us into the abbey here,
And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes ;

—

And all that are assembled in this place.
That by this sympathized one day s error
Have suffer'd wrong, go, keep us company,
And we shall make fuU satisfaction.

—

Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail
Of you, my sons ; nor, till this present hour.
My heavy burdens are delivered.

—

The duke, my husband, and my children both,

And you the calendars of their nativity.
Go to a gossip's feast, and go with me :

After so long grief, such nativity !

Duke. With all my heart ; I'il gossip at this feast.

[ExeufU Duke, Abbess, ^geon. Courtezan,
Merchant, An)^c\o,ariei Attendants.

Dro. S. Master, shall 1 fetch your stuff from shii)-

board? [bark'dl
A 'it. K. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou cm-
Dro. S. Your goods that lay at host, sir, in the Cen-

taur. [Dromio :

Ant. S. He speaks to me.— I am your master.
Come, go with us : we'll look to that anon :

Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with hiin.

[Exeunt Ant. S. .ind Ant. £'..

Adr. and. I.uc.

Dro. S. There is a fat friend at your master's house.
That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner :

She now shall be my sister, not my wife.

Dro. E. Methinks you are my glass, and not my
I see by you I am a sweet-faced youth. [brother

:

Will you walk in to see their gossiping!
Dro. S. Not I, sir ; you are my elder.
Dro. E. Tnat's a question : how shall we try it ?

Dro. S. We'll draw cuts for the senior : till then lead
thou first.

Dro. E. Nay, then, thus :

We came into the world like brother and brother

;

And now let's go hand in hand, not one before another.
[Exeunt.

Much Ado about Nothing.
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SCENE,—Messina.

ACT I.

SCENE I.

—

Grounds adjoining Lconato's House.
Enter Leonato, Hero, and Beatrice, -with a

Messenger.
Leon. I learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of

Arragon comes this night to Messina.
Mess. He is very near by tliis: he was not three

ICTgues off when I left liini. [action?
Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this
Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name.
Leon. A vic<ory is twice itself, when the achiever

brings home full numbers. I find here, that Don Pedro
hath bestowed much honour on a young Florentine
called Claudio.
Mess. Much descr\ed on his part, and equally re-

membered by Don Pe<Iro. He hath borne himself
beyond the promise of his age ; doing, in the figure
[.fa lamb, the feats of .t lion : lie hath, indeed, better
bettered expectation, than you must expect of me to
tell you how. (very much glad of it.

/^on. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be
Mess. I have alre.itly <lclivered him letters, and

there appears much joy in him ; even so much, that
loy could not show itself modest enough without a
badge of bitterness.
Leon. Did he break out into tears}
itut, lo great mcasUHi.

(

Leon. A kind overfiow of kindness : there are no
faces truer than those that are so washed. How mucl>
better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping !

Beat. I pr.iy you is signior Montanto returneA
from the wars or no ?

.Mess. I know none of that name, lady : there was
none such in the army of any sort.

Lco7t. What is he that you ask for, niece ?

Hero. My cousin means signior Benedick of Padua.
Mess. O, he is returned ; and as pleasant as ever

he was.
Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, and

ch.-illenged Cupid at the flight ; and my uncle's fool,
reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid, and
challenged hiui .it the bird-bolt.—I pray you, how
many hath he killed and eaten in these wars? But
how many hath he killed? for, indeed, I promised to
eat all of his killing.

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too
much ; but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not.
Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these

wars.
Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp to

eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-man ; he hath an
excellent stomach.
Mess. And a good soldier, too. I,uly.
Beat. And a good solilicr to a lady;—but wh.it is

he to a lord? (with .all honour.ible virtues.
Mets. A lord to a lord, a man to a man; stuffed
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Jieai. It is so. indeed ; he is no less than a stuffed
man : but for the stuffing"—Well, we are all mortal.
Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece; there

lis a kind of merry war betwixt signior Benedick and
her : they never meet, but there's a skirmish of wit
between them.
Beai. Alas, he gets nothing by that I In our last

conflict four of his five ^vits went halting off, and
now is the whole man governed with one : so that
if he have wit enough to keep himself warm, let him
bear it for a difference between himself and his
horse ; for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to
be known a reasonable creature.—Who is his com
panion now? He hath every month a new sworn
Mess. Is 't possible ? [brother.
Beat, Very easily possible : he wears his faith but

as the fashion of his hat ; it ever changes with the
next block.
Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your books.
Beat. No ; an" he were, I would burn my study.

But I pray you, who is his companion? Is there no
young squarer now, that will make a voyage with him
to the devil?
Mess. He is most in the company of the right nobl<

Claudio.
Beat. O Lord ! he will hang upon him like a disease

he is sooner caught than the pestilence, and the taker
runs presently mad. God help the noble Claudio I if

he have caught the Benedick, it will cost hii

thousand pound ere he be cured.
Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady.
Beat. Do, good friend.

Leo7t. You will ne'er run mad, niece-
Beat. No, not till a hot January.
Mess. Don Pedro is approached.

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Claudio, Benedick, and
Balthazar.

D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are come to
meet your trouble : the fashion ofthe world is to avoid
cost, and you encounter it.

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the like

ness of your grace : for trouble being gone, comfort
should remain ; but when you depart from me, sorrow
abides, and happiness takes its leave.
D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly.

I think this is your daughter.
Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so.

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her?
Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for then you were a

child.

D. Pedro. You have it full. Benedick : we may guess
by this what you are, being a man. Truly, the lady
fathers herseu.—Be happy, lady ; for you are like an
honourable father.
Bene. If signior Leonato be her father, she would

not have his head on her shoulders for all Messina, as
like him as she is.

Beat. I wonder that you will still be talking, signior
Benedick : nobody marks you.
Bene, What, my dearlady Disdain! are you yet living?
Beat. Is it possible disdain should die, while she

hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Benedick ?

Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you come in

her presence.
Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat.—But it is certain

I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted : and I

would I could find in my heart that I had not a liard

heart ; for. truly, I love none.
Beat. A dear happiness to women : they would else

have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I thank
God and my cold blood, I am of your humour for

that : I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, than
a man swear he loves me.

Be)ie. God keep your ladyship still in that mind ! so
some gendeman or other shall 'scape a predestinate
scratched face.
Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an 't were

such a face as yours were.
Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher, [yours.

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beast of
Bene. I would my horse had the speed of your

tongue, and so good a continuer. But keep your way,
o' God's name ; I have done.

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick : I know
you of old,

D, Pedro. This is the sum of all : Leonato,—signior

Claudio, and si^iior Benedick,— my de.ir friend
Leonato hath invited you all. I tell him we shall stay

Acti.

here at the least a month ; and he heartily prays some
occasion may detain us lontjer : 1 dare swear he is no
hypocrite, but prays from fiis heart.
Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be for-

sworn.—Let me bid you welcome, my lord : beincf re-
conciled to the prince your brother. I owe you all dutj'.

D. yohn. I tliank you : 1 am not of many words,
but I thank you.
Leon. Please it your grace lead on?
D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato, we wiU go together.

[Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio.
Clatid. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of

signior Leonato?
Bene. 1 noted her not ; but I looked on her.
Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ?

Bene. Do you question me, as an Tionest man should
do, for my simple true judgment ; or would you have
me speak after my custom, as being a professed tyrant
to their sex ?

Claud. No; I pray thee, speak in sober judgment.
Bene. Why, i' faith, methmks she's too low for a

high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too little

for a great praise: only this commendation I can
afford her : that were she other than she is, she were
unhandsome ; and being no other but as she is, I do
not like her.
Cla ltd. Thou thinkest I am in sport : I pray thee,

tell me truly how thou Ukest her.
Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after her !

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel?
Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak

you this with a sad brow? or do you play the flouting
Jack ; to tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder, and Vul-
can a rare carpenter? Come, in what key shall a man
take you, to go in the song ?

Claud. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that
ever I looked on.
Bene. I can see yet wnthout spectacles, and I see no

such matter: there 's her cousin, an' she were not pos-
sessed with a fury, e.xceeds her as much in beauty, as
the first ofMay doth the last of December. But I hope,
you have no intent to turn husband, have you ?

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had
sworn to the contrary, if Hero would be my wife.

Bene. Is 't come to this, i" faith? Hath not the world
one man, but he will wear his cap with suspicion ?

Shall I never see a bachelor of tlireescore again? Go
to. i' faith ; an' thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a
yoke, -wear the print of it, and sigh away Sundays.
Look, Don Pedro is returned to seek you.

Re-enter Don Pedro.
D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that you

followed not to Leonato's ?

Bene. I would your grace would constrain me to tell.

D. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance.
Bene. You hear. Count Claudio : I can be secret as

a dumb man, I would have you think so ; but on my
allegiance.—mark you this, on my allegiance.—He is

in love. With who ?—now that is your grace's part.
—Mark, how short his answer is;—with Hero, Leo-
nato's short daughter.
Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered.
Bene. Like the old tale, my lord : it is not so, nor

'twas not so ; but, indeed, God forbid it should be so.
Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God for-

bid it should be otherwise.
D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady is

very well worthy.
Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord.

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought.
Claud. And in faith, my lord. I spoke mine.
Bene. And by my two faiths and troths, my lord, I

Claud. That I love her, 1 feel. [spoke mine.
D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know.
Bene. That I neither feel how she should be loved,

nor know how she should be worthy, is the opinion
that fire cannot melt out of me : I will die in it at the
stake.
D. Pedi o. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic in

the despite of beauty.
Claud. And never could maintain his part, but in

the force of his will.

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her;
that she brought me up, I hkewise give her most hum-
ble thanks : Ijut that 1 will have a recheat wintled in
my forehead, or hang uty bugle in an invisible baldrick,
all women shall pardon me. Because I ^vill not do
them the wrong to mistrust any, 1 will do myself the
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right to trust none ; and the fine is, (for the which I

niay^ the finer,) I will live a bachelor. (love.

P. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with
Kent. With aosfer, with sickness, or with hunger,

my loril ; not witli love : prove that ever I lose nmre
blood with love than I will jjet a^ain with drinkint^f,

i)ick out mine eyes «-itli .i Ivillad-niaker's pen, aiid

nan^ nie iiy at the door of a brulhul-house for the sii^n

oflilind Cupid.
D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this faith,

Ihou wilt prove a notable ai>;unienr.

Kene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and
shoot at nie ; and he that hits me, let him be clapped
on the slioulder, and cailed Adam.
D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try :

•• In time the savage bull doth be.ar the yoke.'

Betu. The savage buU may ; but if ever the sensible

Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's horns, and set

them in my forehead : and let me be vilely painted ;

and in sucJi great letters as they write, *' Here is ^'ood
horse to hire," let them signify under my sfgn,

—
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Here you may see Benedick the married man
Claud. If this should ever happen, thou wouldst be

hom-mad.
D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his quiver

in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly.

Beite. I look for an earthquake too, then,
D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize w^th the hours.

In the meantime, good signior Benedick, repair to

Ueonato's : conunend me "to him, and tell him I will

not fail him at supper ; for indeed he hath made great
preparation,
Kent. 1 have almost matter enough in me for such

an embassage : and so I commit you

—

Clattd. To the tuition of God : from my house, if I

had it,

—

[Benedick.
D.Pedro. The sixth of July: j'our loving friend.
Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not. Thebody of your

discourse is sometime guarded with fragments, ana the
guards are but slightly basted on neither: ere you
flout old ends any further, examine your conscience :

and so I leave you. {Exit.
Ciaud. My liege, your highness nowmay dome good.
D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach : teach it but

And thou shall see how apt it is to learn [how,
Aiw hard lesson that may do thee good.
Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord?
D. Pedro. No child but Hero ; she's his only heir :

Dost thou affect her, Claudio

!

Claud. O, my lord.
When you went omvard on this ended action,
I looked uyon her with a soldier's eye.
That lik'd. but had a rougher t.'isk in hand
Than to drh'e liking to the name of love :

But now I am return'd, and that war-thoughts
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms
Come thronging soft and delicate desires.
All promptfng me how fair young Hero is,

Saymg, I lik'd her ere I « ent to wars.
D. Pedro. Thou wilt be hke a lover presently,

And tire the hearer with a book of words.
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it

;

And I will break ivith her, and with her father.
And thou shall liave her. Was 't not to this end
That thou beganst to twist so fine a story?
Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love,

Thai know love's grief by his complexion 1

Bui lest my liking might too sudden seem,
I would liave salv'd it with a longer treatise.
D. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than

The fairest grant is the nece-ssity

:

[the flood ?

I.ook, what will serve is fit : 'lis once, thou lovest

;

And I will fit thee with the remedy.
I know we shall have revelling to-night

:

1 will assume thy part m some disguise,
And tell fair Hero I am Claudio

;

And in her l>osom I'll unclasp uiy heart,
AikI lake her hearing [iriaoner with the force
And strong encounter of my amorous tale :

Then, after, to her father will I break ;

.^nd the conclusion is. she shall be thine:
In practice let us put it presently. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—.4 Rootn in Leonato's House.

Enter I.conato a>ui Antonio.
/.*»«. How now, brother I Where is my cousin,

ycui soji > Hath he provided tlii^ music i

.Ah/. He is very busy about it. But, brother, 1 can
tett you strange news, that you yet dreamt not of.

I^on. Are tney good?
Ant. As the event stamps them : but they have a

good cover ; they show well outward. The prince
and Count CLaudio, walking In a thick-ple.ncheci alley
in my ^ircli.ird, were lliiis mui:h ovurlie.ird by a man
"f mine : the prince discmered to Claudio th.nt he
loved my niece your daughter, and meant to acknow-
ledge it this night in a <lance ; and, if he found her
accordant, he meant to take the present time by the
toj), and Instantly break with you of it.

Leo)i. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this?
Aut. A good sharp fellow ; I will send for him ; and

question him yourself.
Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, till it

appear itself: but I will acquaint my daughter withal,
that she may be the better prepared for an answer, if

peradventure this be true. Go you, and tell her of it.

{Severalpersons cross ike sta^^e.] Cousins, you know
what you have to do,—O, I cry you mercy, friend

; go
you with me, and I will use your skill.—Good cousins,
have a care this busy lime. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

—

Another Rootn in Leonato's House.

Enter Don John and Conrade.
Con. What the good-year, my lord ! why are you

thus out of measure sad?
D. John. There is no measure in the occasion that

breeds, therefore the sadness is without limit.

Co)i. You should hear reason. [bringethit?
D. John. And when I have heard it, what blessing
Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient suffer-

ance.
D. yolin. I wonder that thou, bein^ (as thou say'st

thou art) bom under Saturn, goest about to apply .a

moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. I cannot
hide what I am : I must be sad when 1 have cause,
and smile at no man's jests ; eat when I have stomach,
and wait for no man's leisure ; sleep when I am drowsy,
and tend on no man's business ; laugh when I am
merry, and claw no man in his humour.
Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show of

this, till you may do it without controlment. You have
of late stood out agahist your brother, and he hath
ta'en you newly into his grace: where it is impossible
you sfiould take true root, but by the fair weather that
you make yourself : it is needful that you frame the
season for your own harvest.
D. yoh?t. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than

a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my blood to be
disdained of all, than to fashion a carriage to rob love
from any : in this, though I cannot be said to be a
flattering honest man, it must not be denied but I am
a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted with a muzzle,
and enfrancmsed with a clog; therefore I have de-
creed not to sing in my cage. If 1 liad my mouth. I
would bite ; if I nad my liberty, I would do my liking

:

in the meantime, let me be that I am, and seek not to
alter me.

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent ?

D. yohn. I make all use of it, for I use it only.

—

Who comes here? [Enter Borachio.] What news,
liorachio?
Bora. I came yonder from a great supper : the prince,

your brother, is royally entertained by Leonato ; and
I can give you intelligence of an intended in.arriage.

D. yohn. Will it serve for any model to buiUl mis-
chief on ? What is he for a fool, that betroths himself
to unquietness ?

Bora. Marry, it is your brother's right hand.
D. yohn. Who, the most exquisite Claudio ?

Bora. Even he. (which way looks he?
/->. yohn. A proper squire I And who, and who?
Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter antl heir of

I.eon.ito. [yon to this f

D. yohn. A very forw.ard March-chick ! How came
Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, ;is I was

smoking a musty room, comes me the prince and
Claudio, h.and in hand, in sad conference: I whipt nie
liehind the arras; and there heard it aj^ccd upon,
tliat the prince should woo Hero for himself, and
having obtained her, give her to cmnt Claudio.
D. yohn. Come, come, let us thither : this m.ay prove

food to my disple.isure. Th.xt young start-up h.ith all

the glory of my overthrow: if I can cross him any
.ly, I bless myself every way,
CoH, To the cieathi my ford.

You arc both sure,
[and will assist in
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D. John. I.et us to tlie great supper : their cheer
is the greater, that I am subdued. Would the cook
were of my mind I—Shall we go prove what's to be
done ?

Bora. We'll wait upon your lordship. \Exeuni.

ACT II.

SCENE \.—A Hall in Leouato's House.
Enter l^tawsxo, Antonio, Hero, Jie-aXxKcft, aiui oth-ers.

Leoit. Was not count John here at supper?
Aitt. I saw him not.

Sent. How tartly that gentleman looks ! f never can
see him, but I am heart-burned an hour after.

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition.

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made
just in the mid-way between him and Benedick : the
one is too Uke an image, and says nothing ; and the
other too like my lady's eldest son, evermore tattling.

Leon. Then, half signior Benedict's tongue in count
John's mouth, and half count John's melancholy in

signior Benedick's face,

—

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, and
money enough in his purse, such a man would win any
woman in the world,—if he could get her good will.

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee
a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue.
Ant. In faith she is too curst.

Beat. Too curst is more than curst : I shall lessen

God's sending that way ; for it is said, " God send
a curst cow short horns ;" but to a cow too curst h
sends none. [horns S

Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send you
Beat. Just, if he send me no husband ; for the which

blessing ( am at him upon my knees every morning
and evening. Lord ! I could not endure a husband
with a beard on his face : I had rather lie in the woollen.

Leon. You may light on a husband that hath no
beard.

Beat. What should I do with him ? dress him in my
apparel, and make liim my waiting-gentlewoman '{

He that hath a beard is more than a youth ; and he
that hath no beard is less tlian a man : and he that is

more than a youth is not for me ; and he that is less

than a man, 1 am not for him : therefore I will even
take sixpence in earnest of the bearward, and lead
his apes into hell.

Leon. Well, then, go you into hell?

Beat. No ; but to tlie gate ; and there will the devil

meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on his head,
and say, " Get you to heaven, Beatrice, get you to

heaven ; here's no place for you maids :" so deliver 1

up my apes, and away to Saint Peter : for the heavens,
he shows me where the bachelors sit, and there live

we as merry as the day is long.

Ant. [To Hero.] Well, niece, I trust you will be
ruled by your father.

Beat. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin's duty to make
courtesy, and say, " Father, as it please you :"—but

yet for all that, cousin, let him be .i handsome fellow,

or else make another courtesy, and say, " Father, as it

please me." [with a husband.
Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted

Beat. Not till God make men of some other metal
than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be over-

mastered with a piece of vahant dust t to make an
account of her life to a clod of wayward marl? No,
uncle, I'll none: Adam's sons are my brethren ; and
truly. 1 hold it a sin to match in my kmdred.
Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you : if the

prince do solicit you in that kind, you know your
answer.

Beat. The fault will be in the nmsic, cousin, if you
be not wooed m good time : if the prince be too im-

portant, tell him there is measure in everything, and so

dance out the answer. For, hear lue. Hero :—w ooing,

wedding, and repenting, is as a Scotch jig, a measure,
and a cinque-pace : the first suit is hot and hasly, like

a Scotch jig, and full as fantastical ; the wedding,
iuannerly-modest, as a measure, full of state and an-

cientrv- ; and then comes repentance, and, with his bad
legs, falls into the cinque-pace faster and faster, till

be sink into his grave.
Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly.
Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a church

hy daylight. (f?ood room.
Leon. The revellers are entering, brotlier : make

Fnter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar. Don
John, Borachio, Margaret, Ursula, and others,

unasked.
D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk .ibout with your friend?

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and say
nothing, I am yours for the walk ; and especially when
I walk away.
D. Pedro. With me in your company ?

Hero. I may say so, when I please.

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so ?

Hero. When I like your favour; for God defend
the lute should be like the case 1 [house is Jove.
D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon's roof; within the
Hero. Why, then, your visor should be thatch'd.

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love.

[ Takes her aside.

Bene. Well, I would you did like me.
Marg. So would not I, for your own sake : for I have
Bene. Which is one? (many ill (jualities.

Marg. I say my prayers aloud. [Amen.
Bene. I love you the better ; the hearers may cry
Alarg: God match me with a good dancer!
Balth. Amen.
Mar^. And God keep him out of my sight, when the

dance is done 1—Answer, clerk.

Balth. No more words : the clerk is answered.
Urs. I know you well enough ; you are signior

Ant. At a word, I am not. (Antonio.

Urs. I know you by the waggUng of your head.
Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him.
Urs. You could never do him so ill-well, unless you

were the very man. Hereshisdry handupand down:
Ant. At a word, I am not. [you are he.you are he.

Urs. Come, come, do you thmk I do not know you
by your excellent ivit ? Can virtue hide itself ? Goto.
mum, you are he : graces will appear, and there's an
Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so? [end.

Bene. No, you shall pardon me.
Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ?

Bene. Not now.
Beat. That I was disdainful, and that I had my good

wit out of the " Hundred Merry Tales."—\ie\l, this

was signior Benedick that said so.

Bene. What's he?
Bent. I am sure, you know him well enough.
Bene. Not I, believe me.
Beat. Did he never make you laugh ?

Bene. I pray you, what is he?
Beat. Why, he is the prince's jester: a very dull fool ;

only his gift is in devising impossible slanders; none
but libertines delight in him ; and the commendation
is not in his wit, but in his villainy ; for he both pleases

men and angers them, and then they laugh at him and
beat him. 1 am sure he is in the fleet ; I would he had
boarded me 1

[you say.

Bene. When I know the gentleman, I U tell hun what
Beat. Do, do : he'll but break a comparison or two

on me ; which, peradventure, not marked, or not

laughed at, strikes him into melancholy; and then

tliere's a partridge' wing saved, for the fool will eat no
supper that night. [Music within.] We must follow

Bene. In every good thing. [the leaders.

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them
at the next turning. ..,,„,,.

[Dance : then exeunt all but Don John
Borachio, and Claudio.

D. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, and
hath withdrawn her father to break with him about it:

The ladies follow her, and but one visor remains.

Bora. And that is Claudio : I know him by his bear-

D. John. Are not you signior Benedick? (ing.

Claud. 'You know me well ; I am he.

D. Jolm. Signior. you are very near my brother in

hi^ love : he is'en.-imoured on Hero ; I pray you, dLS-

sviade him from her ; She is no equal for his birth : you

may tlo the part of an honest man in it.

Claud. How know you he loves her?

D. yohn. I heard him swear his affection.

Bora. So did I too; and he swore he would marry

her to-uight.

D. yohn. Come, let us to the banquet.
[E.xeunt Don John atui Borachio.

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick,

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio.

Tis certain so :—the prince woos for himself.

Friendship is constant in all other things,

Save in the office and affairs of love ;

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues

;



Scene i.

Let every eye neg:otiate for itself.
And trust no agent ; for biaiily is a witch
Against whose chan.is faitli iiicltcth into blood.
This IS an accident of hourly proof

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.

Hero 1

Which I mistrusted not. 1-arc'wclI. therefor
Rc-cHter Benedick.

BiHt. Count Claudio f

Claud. Yea, the same.
Bene. Come, will you go with me

!

C/aiid. Whither?
Bt„e. Even to the next willow, about your own

business, count. What fashion wiU you we/r the °rarland oft About your neck, hke a usurers cl .xin? ounder your .inn. like a lieutenant's scarf? You must
*T^'/J"'f

"?y-/°'' ">'= Pri"" hath got your HeroLlaud. I wish hinijoy of her
Bene. Why that's spoken like an lionest drover •

wouM LI"!. ..^""T'''- ,?"' '"'^ y°" ""'k the princewould nave served you thus?
Claud. I pray you leave me.

fh'^K"" ^°; "Ty°"""'^'='''^'= the blind man: 'twas

fv^^
that stole your meat, and you'll beat thi post!Claud, li It will not be, I'll leavS you. \lixUBene. Alas, poor hurt fowl: Now will he creen into

^n^^";^'^"''
"'^' '"J^L^^y I^<=«"-ice should kno,« meand not know mel The princes fool !-Ha! it i av"be I Bounder that title, because I am merry -Yeabut so

;
I ain apt to do myself wrong ; Tarn not so re'puted: It IS the base, though bit'-ter diTpos tion ofBeatrice, that puts the world Tnto her person and sogives me out. W'ell. I'll be revenged as I may.

Rc-etiur Don Pedro.

yousee'hTmf
"'' ^'^'°''' ""'^"^"'^ "'^ '^°""" ^id

Beuf Troth, my lord, 1 have played the part ofady 1-ame. I found him l.ere as melancholy as a

trnP/^ t
"»"«"= I t°'d him, and I think I told himtrue, that your grace had got the good-wiU of hisyoung lady; and I offered hiin my company t awillow tree, either to make him a garland^^^tT^be ,-^

be whii,"pe°d ° '""'* '"'" "P ^ ™'*' ^^ being-worthy tS

^'S'%V I".*^"
"hipped ! AVhat's his fault ?Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy : whobeing overjoy d with huding a bird's nest, shows ithis companion, and he steals it.

t£' fr'iZr
^^'"' '^°-^ "','"''*' * ""^' ^ transgression tThe transgression is in the stealer

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had beenmade, and the garland too ; for the garland he i.^^.hhave worn himself, and the rod he^mSbt have bestowed on you. who. as I take it, have st?len his birdl

tht'^olffi iwlier'"'
'^"'^" "'^" '° ^"'^'' =^^ '«'°-

faifh:'yoiUytoSy".'' ^""^^ ^°"' ">™«- ^^ "^
D. Pedro. The Uidy lieatrice hath a quarrel to vou •

l^7h'=w^^;g^"d'b';u'r"''
^"^ ""'°"' ''-"he i^

blfck f'-.n'„'!'t
^.''^"'^'', '"* P^' "^e endurance of a

hiv^. inl^ ?rtH 1 '
"'"' •""= «'=^" '"f on it. would

Ifc and SCO d with i,

'"^ "^U "ri' '"^K^" to assume
I ic ana scold w th her. She told me, not thinkin" Ihad been mysxlf. that I was the prince's jest "r'tr>iI was duller than a great thaw jhuddHiig jest upon

sirvv^-i;.^i;^^±-?-!-fca^d'^;^r^stabs: Jf her breath w^e .aS terrible as her te'niiin .-
ions, there were no living near her ; she would ifc--to the north star. I would not marAr herrthouVl shewere endowed will, all that Adam had left him beforehe transgressed: she wouUl have made ercuks•ive turned snit. yea, .and have cleft his club to m^ehe fire too (^ornc. talk not of her; you shaU find hV

ch/^ r'''' t'^
'" .eood apparel. I Zuld ,o God so^schoLir would conjure her ; for certainly, while shehere, a man may hve asquiet in hell as m ., sanctuarv •ad people sin upon pun.ose, because they would g,'

AV<«/«. Claudio. Bcitrice, Hero, ««<ir Leoiiato
^' '"'KT?-,,

'-*'"''• '"="- ^he comes.
.1. "l^J. '" y?"' '<'"'-<= toirmiand me any service tothcwoild-s^endV

1 .viUaoonthcslightcs"«r"nHl„w
.., the 4..^.podes tharyou can deviw to wod me

79
fnr!, '^f V"'"''r" •' toothpicker now from the farthest

n. Pedro. Come, fady, come; you have lost theheart of signior Benedick.
nave lost the

Beaf Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhilp • -i,,,! rgave hm, us<i/or it,-a double hear f„r a s ng'le onearry once before he won it of me with fXe dice"therefore your grace may well say I have lo t U
pufhStown.°"

""^-^ ""' """ ''-"'. '-'y. you have

T ^''"'i.,^° ^ ""."'^ "Ot he should do me, mv lord lest

count"n-;;M'"' "r '"°'^'" ^f ^°"^-^ K" e broug,
n P i "'^'?,V,"''oj" yo" sent me to seek.

^
C/«^^''&ol?a&,^^;CI'

-"-^ «'-efore areyou
O. Pedro. How tbenj Sick?

'^^''

Claud. Neither, my lord

nofweIlT'b^°"/:.V' ''"'\'"' ^?d,' "or sick, nor merry,

tr^e-{hZ-rh rnV'"'^^- ^ .V'l"^y°"^ blazon to be
f™se' Here rri .nt^'V".:"'

'^ ""^ be so. his conceit is

(; u '
"-'•'"aio, I have wooed nthy name and

lus.^Z° '?„"?"=. I have broke with h^r father? ^,d

„„ff ;t"

<^ount, take of me my daughter, and with her

I'rL'e^aT^C/ne'n^tf^i?f
"^'" '"^''^ "^ "^'^h. '^^'!^

Beat Speak, count, 'tis your cue.

oF%?'r'--^'"--3:^eps
ea^!'jLXt^L'L°r^tar '"^ ""'" '^"^ '"»*" '-

C/a;,ar And so she doth, cousin.

ontTo-th''e°w^r/d° b'jt f'anl'l"^,';,' su^r^ ^"P T"^
JJ. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, 1 wi 1 get you one

gefdn^ ^
uTh''

"""" '^^^ one%f^?our Other'sgetting. H.ith your grace ne'er a brother like vmi

!

com^bftfi'elfr^^""^'"
'"'^'^-''^' 'f a .naidVould

?• ^''IT"-
'^^'" you have me, ladyf

orklit-d^U''.^.!"";^'
""'"'

,^.
"'«'" '?^^<= a"0ther forworking a; v;.',X' ' ""K"t have another for

Hv fin,
^-^ ^°"' ,^'''06 IS too costly to wear every

^ ^'
.n. K^^f'"'!=-\y°''\ g-'^'^o, pardon me ; I w

*^

boni to speakjirmirthfand ^o mat^^r^'

u.frrfh^",- 1

'"" ^^"""'^ '"o^' Offends me. and to be

wc-r7bo',?,i„':~ff '"'• °'" "^ ''"""-• >-

Cousins, God give you joy I

'""*' *'''
|vo., of^/.^o«. Niece, will you look to those things It IdBeal. I cry you mercy, uncle. -By you? grace''pardon. ' ^ // /

her mv llrd .h
""'^ °^ ""-' ,"'>-'l'"":holy element inncr. my lord : she is never sad, but when she slen,.,

say "sf-'h^tlf''fj""'f
'°' ' ';^4 heard my^th;

wlLr/'hel^l^l^ °!{h1auSir" "' ""'-PP"--i';;"['

/««'^T-.^''"
-^^""'ot cncl-ure to hear tell of 'a , 1

o,nofMiit:'^^"°
""='""= ^'"^ "'O'^'^^ ^'» her wooers

/™«"o''LoJd T,?^''.''''/''''/'!'-"'
"'f*-- fo' Benedick.

."«.^ja'.:^ih^!;r^sr"' '^ '•^^^

^. /''rfr,, Count Claudio, wh,.,, ,„,,,n you to go...^.^.'ochurch f rtill |„vc. have .iH h s r tes

a J-ustteven ni."l,^
.°"''-;^' '"^ ''"" ^°"' ^'''-^h is hence
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D. Pedro. Come, you shake the heiwl at so long a
breathing: but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time
shall not go dully by us. 1 will, in the interim,
undertake one of Hercules' labours : which is, to
bring sis^iiior' Benedick and the lady Beatrice into a
mountain of alfection, the one with the other. I

would fain have it a match; and I doubt not but
to fashion it, if you three wU but minister such assis-

tance as I shall give you direction.
Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me ten
Claud. And I, niy lord. [niglits' watchings.
D. Pedro. And you, too, gentle Hero?
Hero. 1 will do any modest office, my lord, to help

my cousin to a good husband.
D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefuUest

husband that I know. Thus far can I praise him ; he
is of a noble strain, of approved valour, and confirmed
honesty. I will teach you how to humour your cousin,
that she shall fall in love with Benedick ;—and I, with
your two helps, will so practise on Benedick, that, in

ilespite of his quick wit and his queasy stomach, he
thall fall in love with Beatrice. If we can do this,

Cupid is no longer an archer; his glory shall be ours,
for we are the only iove-gods. Go in with me, and I

will tell you my drift. \^Exeunt.

SCENE II.

—

Anotlur Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Don John and Borachio.

D. yohn. It is so ; the count Claudio shall marry
the daughter of Leonato.
Bora. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it.

D. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment
will be medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure
to him; and whatsoever comes athwart liis affection,

ranges evenly with mine. How canst thou cross this

marriage?
Bora. Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly that

no dishonesty shall appear in nie.

D. yo/m. Show me briefly how.
Bora. I tliink I told your lordship, a year since,

how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the wait-
ing-gentlewoman to Hero.
D. John. I remember.
Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the night,

appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber-window.
D. John. What life is in that, to be the death of

this marriage?
Bora. The poison of that Ues in you to temper.

Go you to the prince your brother ; spare not to tell

him, that he hath wronged his honour in marr^'ing
the renowned Claudio (whose estimation do you
mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, such a one
as Hero.
D. John. What proof shall I make of that?
Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex

Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato. Look
you for any other issue ? [any thing.

D. yohn. Only to despite them, I will endeavour
Bora. Go, then; find me a meet hour to draw Don

Pedro and the Count Claudio alone : tell them that
you know that Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal
both to the prince and Claudio, as,—in love of your
brother's honour, who hath made this match ; and his

friend's reputation, who is thus like to be cozened
with the semblance of a maid,—tliat you have disco-

vered tluis. They will scarcely believe this without
trial : offer them instances ; which shall bear no less

likelihood than to see me at her chamber-window

;

liear nie call Margaret, Hero; hear Margaret term
me, Claudio ; and bring them to see this the very
night before the intended wedding, for in the mean,
time I will so fashion the matter that Hero shall be
absent; and there shallappear such seeming truth of
Hero's disloyalty, that jealousy shall be called

assurance, and all the preparation overthrown.
D. yohn. Grow this to what a.iverse issue it can, I

will put it in practice. Be cunning in the working
this, and tliy fee is a thousand ducais.
Bora. Be you constant in tll<i accusation, and my

cunning shall not shame me.
D. yohn, I will presently go k'arn VlisJf f^ay of

lUiuriiige. {lifidint,

SCENE III.—Leouatos Oardcii,

EnKr Benedick en:d a Boy
Bene. Boy !

Soy. Signiort

In my cli.amber-window lies a book ; bring it

hitlier to me in the orchard.
Boy. I am here already, sir.

Be>ic. I Unow that : but I would have thee hence,
and here again. [Exit Boy.J I do much wonder, that

one man, seeing how much another man is a fool when
he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, after he hath
laughed at such shallow foUies in others, become the
argument of his own scorn by falling in love : and sudi
A man is Claudio. I have known,"when there was no
music with him but the drum and the fife ; and now
had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe : I have
known, when he would have walked ten mile afoot to

see a good annour ; and now will he lie ten nights
awake, carving the fashion of a new doubtlet. He was
wont to speak plain, and to the purpose, like an honest
man,and a soldier ; andnow is he turned orthographer

;

his words are a very fantastical banquet.—just so many
strange dishes. May I be so converted, and see with
these eyes? I cannot tell ; I think not : I will not be
sworn but love may transform me to an oyster ; but
I'll take my oath on it, till he have made an oyster of
me, he shall never make me such a fool. One woman
is fair ; yet I am well ; another is wise ; yet I am
well ; another virtuous

;
yet I am well : but till all

graces be in one woman, one woman shall not come
in my grace. Rich she shall be, that's certain ; wise,
or I'll none ; virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her ; fair,

or I'll never look on her ; mild, or come not near me ;

noble, or not I for an angel ; of good discourse, an ex-
cellent-musician, and her hair shall be of what colour
it please God. Ha ! the prince and monsieur Love !

I will hide me in the arbour. . [ll^ithdraTus.

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, and Claudio,/ollowed !>y

Balthazar rtwrf Musicians.
D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ?

Claud. Yea, my good lord.—How still the evening is.

As hush'd on purpose to grace harmony 1

D. Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himself!
Claud. O, very well, my lord : the music ended.

We'll fit the kid-fox with a pennyworth.
D. Pedro. Come.Balthazar.we'll hearthat song again.
Baltk. O, good my lord, tax not so bad a voice

To slander music any more than once.
D. Pedro. It is the OTtness still of excellency.

To put a strange face on his own perfection:

—

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more.
Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing ;

Since many a wooer doth commence his suit

To her he thinks not worthy
;
yet he woos ;

Yet will he swear, he loves.
D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come

;

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument,
Do it in notes.
Balth. Note this before my notes.

There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting.

D. Pedro. Why these are very crotchets that he
speaks

;

Note, notes, forsooth, and noting I \Musie.
Bene. Now, divine air 1 now is his soul ravished I

—

Is it not strange, that sheeps' guts should hale souls

out of men's bodies ?—Well, a horn for my money,
when all's done.

Balthazar sings.

Si^h no more, ladies, sigh no more.
Men leere deceivers ever ;

Onefoot TH sea, and one on shore i
To one thing constant never i

Then sigh not so.

But let thejn go.
And beyou blithe and bonny ;

Converting allyour sounds q/ wot
Into, Hey nonny, nonny.

Sing no more ditties, sing no «w
Of dumps so dull and lieavy ;

Thefraud tif men was ever so.

Since summerjirst wasleavy,
TIten sigh tuit so, &c.

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song.
Balth. And an ill singer, my lord.

D. Pedro. IlaV no, no, faith; thou singest well

enough for a shift.

Jlehe. [.Uide.] An' he had been a dog that should
have howled thus, they would have hanged him ; and
I pray God, Tiis bad voice bode no mischief I I liadas

lief have heard the night-ravsll, coiiiu what plague
could have come afcei it.
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D. Pedro. \To Claudio.J Yea, marry.—Dost thou

hear, Balthazar? I pray thee, get iis some excellent

music ; for to-morrow iiigfht we would have it at the

lady Hero's chamber-window.
Balth. The best I can, my lord.

D. Pedro. Do so : fiirewell. \E.xf1int Balthazar

and Musicians.] Come hither, Leonato: what was
it you told me of to-day,—that your niece Beatrice

was in love with siffnior Benedick ?

Claud. O, ay :—{.-/jzrfd to Pedro.] Stalk on, stalk

on; tlie fowl sits. {Aloud.] I did never think that

lady would have loved any man.
Leon. No, nor 1 neither ; but most wonderful, that

she should so dote on siijnior Benedick, whom she

hath in all outward behaviours seemed ever to abhor.

Bme. [Aside.] Is't possible J Sits the wind in that

corner

t

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to

think of it : but that she loves him with an enraged
alTection,—it is past the infinite of thought.

D. Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit.

Claud. 'Faith, like enough.
Leon. O God I counterfeit! There was never

counterfeit of passion came so near the life of pas-

sion as she discovers it.

D. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she
Claud. Ulside^ Bait the hook well : this fish will bite.

Leon, w hat effects, my lord 't She will sit you,

—

[ To Claudio. j You heard my daughter tell you how.
Claud. She did, indeed.
D. Pedro. How now, 1 pray you? You amaze me :

I would have thought her spirit had been invincible
against all assaults of affection.

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord ; espe-
cially against Benedick.
Bene. [Ast'de.] I should think this a gull, but that

the white-bearded fellow speaks it: knavery cannot,
sure, hide itself in such reverence. |it up.

Claud. [Aside.] He hath ta'en the infection : hold
D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to

Benedick? [torment.
Leon. No ; and swears she never will : that's her
Claud. 'Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter s,iys •

" Shall I," says she, " that have so oft encountered
him with scorn, write to him that I love him ?"

/.eon. This says she now when she is beginning to
write to him ; for she'll be up tiventy times a night

;

and there will she sit in her smock, till she have writ a
sheet of paper:—my daughter tells us all.

Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I re-

member a pretty jest your daughter told us of.

Leon. O,—when she had writ it, and was reading it

over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between the
Claud. That. [sheet.
/-f««. O, she tore the letter into a thousand half-

pence ; railed at herself, that she should be so in

dest to write to one that she knew would flout her
measure him," s.ays she. "by my own spirit; for I

should flout him, if he writ to rac
; yea, though I love

him, I should."
Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps,

sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curses ;

—

" O sweet Benedick I God give me patience 1

"

Leon. She doth indeed : my daughter says so : and
the ecstasy hath so much overborne her, that my
daughter is sometimes afeard she will do a desperate
outrage to herself: it is very true.
D. Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it

by some other, if she will not discover it.

Claud. To what end? he would but make a sport
of it, .ind torment the poor lady worse.
D. Pedro. An' he should, it were an alms to hang

him. She's an excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all
suspicion she is virtuous.
Claud. And she is exceeding wise.
D. Pedro. In everything, but in loving Benedick.
Leon. O my lord, wisdom and bloo(rtoiiib.itlng in

so tender a body, we h.ive ten proofs to one, thai
blood hath the victory. I am sorty for her, as I have
Just cause, being her uncle and her guardian.
D. Pedro. I would she had bestowed this dotage on

mc : I would have flaffcd all other respects, and made
her half myself. I pray you, tell Benedick of it, and
hear what he will say.

I.fon. Were it good, think yim?
Claud. Hero thinks surely she will die ; for she say

she will die if he love her not ; and she will die, ere
klio uiake her luve kjiowu ; ami sha will di«, if be wou

8i

nil bate one breath of her ae-her, rather than slie

customed crossness.
D. Pedro. She doth well: if she should make tender

of her love, 'tis very possible he'll scorn it ; for the
man, as you know all, hath a contemptible spirit.

Claud. He is a very proper man.
D. Pedro. He hath indeed a good outward happi-

ness.
Claud. 'Fore God, and in my mind, very wise.
D. J^dro. He doth indeed show some sparks that

are like \vit.

Leon. And I take him to be valiant.

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in the
managing of quarrels you may say he is wise ; for
either he avoids them with great discretion, or imder-
takes them with a most Christian-like fear.

Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily keep
peace : if he break the peace he ought to enter into a
(.juarrel \vith fear .ind trembling.
D. Pedro. And so will he do ; for the man doth fear

God, howsoever it seems not in him by some large
jests he will in.ike. Well, I am sorry for your niece.

Shall we go seek Benedick, and tell him of her love?
Claud. Never tell him, my lord : let her wear it out
ith good counsel.
Leon. Nay, that's impossible: she may wear her

heart out first.

D. Pedro. AVell, we will hear further of it by your
daughter : let it cool the while. I love Benedick well

;

and I could wish he would modestly examine himself,

to see how much he is unworthy to have so good a lady.

Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready.
Claud. \ Aside.] If he do not dote on her upon this,

I will never trust my expectation.
D. Pedro. [Aside.] Let there be the same net

spread for her ; and that must your daughter and
her gentlewomen carry. The sport will be, when
they hold one an opinion of another's dotage, and no
such matter : that's the scene that I would see, which
will be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to call

him in to dinner.
[E.veitnt Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leonato.

Bene. [Advanc./ro)>i the arbour]. This can be no
trick : the conference was sadly borne. They have
the truth of this from Hero. They seem to pity the
lady : it seems, her affections have the full bent.
Love me 1 why, it must be requited. I hear how I

am censured : they say I will bear myself proudly, if I

perceive the love come from her : they say too, that

she ivill rather die than give any sign of affection.—

I

did never think to marry.— I must not seem proud.

—

Happy are they that hear their detractions, and can
put them to mending. They say the lady is fair, 'tis

a truth, I can bear them witness ; and virtuous,—'tis

so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise, but for loving me :

by my troth, it is no addition to her wit ; nor no great
argument of her folly,—for I will be horribly in love

with her. I may chance have some odd quirks and
remnants of wit broken on me, because I have railed

so long against marriage : but doth not the appetite
Iter? A man loves the meat in his youth, that he

cannot endure in his age. Shall quips and sentences
md these paper bullets of the brain, awe a man from
the career of his humour? No; the world must be
peopled. When 1 said I would die a bachelor, I did

not think I should live till I were married.—Here
comes Beatrice. By this day, she's a fair lady : 1 do
spy some marks of love in her.

Enter Beatrice.

Beat. Against my will, 1 am sent to bid you come In

to dinner.
Bene. F'air Beatrice, I thank you for your pains.

Beat. I took no more pains for those th.anks, than
you take pains to thank me : if it had been painful, I

would not have come.
Bene. You take pleasure, then, in the message?
Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a

knife's point, and choke a d.iw withal.—You have no
sioiiiacn, signior! fhre you well. [Exit.
Bene. Ha! " Agaijtst iny luill / a}n sent to bidyoit

.<>nie -in to din*ier,'^—there's a double meaning in that.
" / took no tnore pains /or those t/tanks^ than yoK
/,>,:/, fiains to thank tne,—X\iM'M as much as to say.
Any lifilns th.at 1 t.akc fur you jire as easy as thanks.
— If I do not take pity of her, 1 am a villain : if I do
not luve her, I am a Jew ; I will ^o (;et her picture.

\Exit.
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ACT III.

SCENE I.—Leonato's Garden.

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula.

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee to the parlour

;

There slialt thou tihd my cousin Beatrice
ProposiiijJ with the Prince and Claudio :

Whisper her ear, and tell her, 1 and Ursula
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse
Is all of her : say that thou overheard'st us ;

And bid her stecu into the pleached bower.
Whore honeysuckles, ripen'd by the sun,

Forbid the sun to enter ;—like favourites,

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride
Ajg-ainst that power that bred it :—there will she hide
To listen our propose. This is thy office

;

[her.

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Marg. I'll make her come, I warrant you, pre-

sently. \kxit.

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come,
As we do trace this alley up and down.
Our talk must only be ef Benedick.
When I do name him, let it be thy part
To praise him more than ever man did merit

:

My talk to thee nmst be. how Benedick
Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter
is little Cupid's crafty arrow made.
That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin

;

Enter Beatrice, behind.
For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, nms
Close by the ground, to hear our conference.

Urs. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish

Cut with her golden oars the silver stream.

And greedily devour the treacherous bait

:

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now
Is couched in the woodbine coverture.

Fear yon not my part of the dialogue. Inotliing

Hero. Then go we near her. that her Ciir lose

Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it.—
\They advance to the bower.

No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful

;

I know her spirits are as coy and wild

As haggards of the rock.
Urs. But are you sure

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely';

Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothcd lord.

Urs. And did they oid you tell her of it, madam 1

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it

;

But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick,
To wish him wrestle with affection.

And never to let Beatrice know of it.

Urs. Why did you so ? Doth not the gentleman
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed.
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon!
Hero. O God of love ! I know he doth deserve

As much as may be yielded to a man

:

But nature never fram'd a woman's heart
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice ;

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes,

Misprising what they look on ; and her wit

Values itself so highly, that to her
AH matter else seems weak : she cannot love,

Ner take no shape nor project of affection,

She is so self-endear'd.

Urs. Sure, I think so

;

And therefore certainly it were not good
She kiiew his love, lest she make sport at it.

Hero. Why, you speak truth. I never yet saw man,
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd.

But she would spell him backward : if fair-fac'd,

•She would swear the gentleman should be her sister ;

If black, why, nature, drawing of an antick.

Made a foul blot ; if tall, a laiice ill-headed

;

If low, an agate very vilely cut

;

If'speakinsj! why, a vane blown with all winds;
If silent, why, a block moved with none.
So turns she every man the wrong side out

;

And never gives to truth and virtue that
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth.
Urs. Sure, sure, such carpmg is not conunendable.
Hern. No ; not to be so odd. and from all faihiona.

As Beatrice is, cannot be coniuicndable :

But who dare tell her so? If I should speak.
She would mock me into air : O. she would laugh nie

Out of myself, press nie to death with wit.

"Therefore let lienedick, like cover'd fire.

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly :

It were a better death than die with mocks,
Which is as bad as die with tickling.

Urs. Yet tell her of it : hear what she will say.

Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benedick,
And counsel him to fight against his passion.

.\nd, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders

To stain my cousin with : one doth not know.
How much an ill word may empoison liking.

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong.
She cannot be so much without true judgment,
(Having so swiit and excellent a wit
As she IS priz'd to have) cis to refuse

So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick.
Hero. He is the only man of Italy,

Always excepted my dear Claudio.
Urs. I pray you, be not angry with nie, madam.

Speaking my fancy : signior Benedick,
For shape, for bearing, argument, and valour,

Goes foremost in report through Italy.

Hero. Indeed, he hath an excellent good name.
Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere ne had it.

When are you married, madam ?

Hero. Why, every day ;—to-morrow. Come, go in:

I'll show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel,

^\hich is the best to furnish me to-morrow.
Urs. She's Um'd, I warrant you : we have caught

her, madam.
Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps

;

Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps.

\Exeitnt Hero and Ursula.

Beat. \^Ad'cancing.'\ What fire is in mine ears!

Can this be true ?

Stand I condemn'd for pride and sco^n so much !

Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu I

No glory lives behind the back of such.

And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee,

Taming my \vild heart to thy loving hand.
If thou dost love, my kindness shall mcite thee
To bind our loves up in a holy band ;

For others say tliou dost deserve, and I

Believe it better than reportingly, {Exit,

SCENE \\.—A Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and Leonato.

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be con-

summate, and tlien go I toward Arragon.
Claud. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll

ouchsafe me.
D. Pedro. Nay. that would be as great a soil m the

new gloss of your marriage, as to show a child his new
coat and forbid him to wear it. I will only be* bold

with Benedick for his company ; for, from the crown
of his head to the sole of his foot, he is all mirth : he
hath twice or thrice cut Cupid's bowstring, and the

little liangman dare not shoot at him ; he hath a heart

as sound as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper ; for

what his heart thinks, his tongue speaks.

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been.

Leon. So say I ; methinks you are sadder.

Claud. I hope he be in love,

D. Pedro. Hang him, truant ! there's no true droj)

of blood in hun, to be truly touched with love. If he

be sail, he wants money.
Bene. 1 have the tooth-ache.

D. Pedro. Draw it.

Bene. Hang it I
[wards.

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it after-

D. Pedro. What! sigh lor the tooth-ache!
Leon. Where is but a humour, or a worm!
Bene. Well, every one can niiister a grief, but he
Claud. Yet say I, he is in love. [that has it.

D. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in hun,

unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange disguises

:

as, to be a Dutchman to-day, a Frenchman to-

morrow; or in the shape of two countries at once; as,

a German from the waist downward, all slops, and a

Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet. Unless

he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath,

he is no fool for fancy, as you would have it appear

he is.

Claud. If he be not in love with some womani there

is no believing old signs : he brushes his hat o' morn-

ings j what should that bode?
D. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber's!

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been seen

with him ; and the okl ornament of his cheek hath

already stulied tciini^-baUs.
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L(on. Indeed he look'; yniin^er than he did, by the

loss of n beard. , ., . .

D Pedro. Nay. he rubs himself with civet ; can you

smeilhimoutbythat! |
in love.

Claud. That's as much as to say the sweet youths

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melancholy.

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face?

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the which. 1

hear what they s.iy of luin.

Claud. Nay. but his jestins: spirit ; which is now
crept into a lutestring, and now governed by stops.

D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for hini.

Conclude, conclude, he is in love.

Claud. Nay, but 1 know who loves him.

D. Pedro. That would I know too : 1 warrant, one

that knows him not.

Claud. Yes, .and his ill conditions; andindespite of

all. dies for him.

D. Pedro. She sh.all be buned with her face upwards.

Bene. Vet is this no charm for the tooth-ache.—OKI

signior, walk aside with me : I have studied eight or

nine wise words to speak to you, which these hobby-

horses must not hear.
{F.xfunt Benedick a>ut Leonato.

D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about

Beatrice.
Claud. 'Tis even so. Hero and Margaret have by

this played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two

bears will not bite one another when they meet.
F.nUr Don John.

D. John. My lord and brother, God save you.

D. Pedro. Good den, brother.

D. yahii. If your leisure served, I would speak with

D. Pedro. In private ? „, ,.
[>'°"-

D. jfohn. Ifitple.ase you: yet Count Claudio may
hear ; for what I would speak of concerns him.

D.Pedro. Wh.afs the matter?

D. yohn. [To Claudio.] Means your lordship to be

manned to-morrow

!

D. Pedro. You know he does. [know.

/). yo/:>i. I know not that, when he knows what I

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you dis-

cover it.
, .

D. John. You may think I love you not : let that ap-

pear hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now
will manifest. For my brother. I think he holds you

well ; and in deamess of heart hath holp to effect yoiu

ensuing marriage.—surely, suit ill-spent, and labour il

D Pedro. Why, what's the matter? (bestowed

D. Johtt. 1 came hither to tell you ; and, circum

stances shortened, (for she hath been too long a talk-

ing of,) the lady is disloyal.

CUiud. Who, Hero?
_

D John. Even she: Leonato s Hero, your Hero,

Claud. Disloyal! [every man's Hero.

D. yohn. The word's too good to paint out her

wickedness : I could say. she were worse : think you

of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder not

till further warrant : go but with me lo-night. yon shall

see her chamber-window entered, even the nigh.t befor.

her wedding-d.ay : if you love her then, to-morrow wee

her; but it would betterfit your honour to change you

Claud. May this be so ? [mind

n. Pedro. 1 will not think it.

D. yohn. Ifyou dare not trust that you see, confcs

not that you know. If you will follow me, I will sho\

you enough ; and when you have seen more, and heard

more, proceed accordingly.
Claud. If I see any thing to-night why I should not

marry her to-monow. in the congregation, where ]

should wed. there will I shame her.

D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I

will join with thee to disgrace litr.

T). yohn. I will disparage her no farther, till you
are iny witnesses : bear il coldly but till midni^t, and
let the issue show itself.

P. Pedro. O day untowardly turne<l I

Claud. O mischief strangely thw.arting !

D. yohn. O plague right well prevented ! So
you say, when you have seen the sequel. [Exeunt.

SCENE IU.—A Stmt.

Enter Dogberry aiul Verges, 7vi!h the Watch.

Dogb. Are you good men and true?

I'erg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should suffer

•alv.ation, body and soul.

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good for

them, if they should have any .allegi.anrp in them, being

.en for the princes watch. [berry.

'r^. Well, givethem their charge, neighbour Dog-
'-?!. b'irst, who think you the most des;\rtless man

to be const.ible?
1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal

;

for they can write and read. _ , ,- i^b. Come hither, neighbour Seaco.a1. God hath

sed you with a good name : lobe a well-favoured

is the gift offortune ; but to write and read comes
by nature.

2 IVatch. Both which, master constable,—
Do'^h. You have : I knew it would be your answer.

\\'c\\. for your favour, sir, why, give God thanks, and
nake no boast of it ; and for your writing and read-

ng, let that appear when there is no need of such

i-,iiiity. You are thought here to be ilie most sense-

less and fit man for the constable of the watch ; tliere-

fore bear you the lantern. This is your charge :—you
ilKiU comprehend all vagrom men ; you are to bid any
man st.and, in the prince's name.

ll'atch. How, if a' will not stand?
Docb. Why, then, take no note of him, but let him

go ; and presently call the rest of the watch together,

1 thank God you are rid of a knave.
'erg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he' is

le of the prince's subjects.

. 1oi;b. True, and they are to meddle with none but

the prince's subjects.—You shall also make no noise in

the streets ; for. for the watch to babble and talk, is

most tolerable and not to be endured.
2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk : we know

what belongs to a watch.
Do^b. Why. you speak like an ancient and most

quiet watchman ; for I cannot see how sleeping should

ffend: only have a care that your bills be not stolen.

-Well, you are to call at all the ale-houses, and bid

those that are drunk gel them to bed.

/rra/t/!. How if they will not?

Dofb. Why. then, let them alone till they are sober:

.f they make you not then the better answer, you may
say they are not the men you took them for.

Watch. WeU. sir.
.

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him. by
irtueofyour office, to be no true man; and, for such

kind of men, the less you meddle or make with them,

why, the more is for your honesty.
2 lyatch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we not

lay hands on hun ? , , . ,

Doi;b. Truly, by your office, you may ; but I think

they'that touch pitch will be defiled : the most peace,

able way for you. if you do take a thief, is, to let him
show himselfwhat he is. and steal out of your company.

Verg. You have been always called a merciful man,

partner.
Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will

;

much more a man who hath any honesty in hiiu.

P'erg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you
must call to the nurse, and bid her still it.

2 li-'atch. How, if the nurse be asleep and will not

hear us?
, , , , .,

,

Dogb. Why, then, depart in peace, and let the child

wake her with crying; for the ewe that will not hear

her lamb when it baes, will never answer a calf when
he bleats.

Verg. 'Tis very true.

Dogb. This is the end ofthe charge.—You constable,

are to present the prince's own person : if you me<rt

the prince in the night, you may stay him.

I'erg. Nay. by 'r lady, that, I think, a' cannot.

Dogb. Five shillings to one on 't, with any man th,at

knows the statutes, he may stay hiiii : marry, not

without the prince be willing ; nor. indeed, the watch
ought to offend no man ; and it is an offence to stay a
mall against his will.

Verg. Hy 'r lady, I think it be so.

Doi:b. Ha, ha, ha I Well, masters, good night: an'

there be any matter of weight chances, call up me :

keep your fellows' counsels and your own ; and good
night.—Come, neighbour.
4 Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge : let us

go sit here upon the church-bench till two, and then

.ill go to bed.
Dogb. One word more, honest neighbours. I pray

you, watch about signior I.eonalo's door; for (he

wedding being there to-inorrow, there is a great coil

to-night. Adieu, be vigilant, I beseech you.
\lixeunt Dogberry and Verges.
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Jzfiter Boracliio nwrf Conrade.

Bora. What, Conraile

!

iratch. [Asuic] Peace! stir not.

Jioya. Conrade, I say I

(,<)«. Here, man; 1 am at thy elbow.

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched ; I thon.^ht there

would a scab toUow. [forward with thy tale.

Coil. I will owe thee an answer for that : and now
Bora. Stand thee close, then, under this pent-house,

for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true drunkard,

litter all to thee. [close.

ll'afcJt. [Asiiic] Some treason, masters: yet stand

Jiora. Therefore, know, 1 have earned of Uon John

a thousand ducats.
, S'i^^^''

Con. Is it possible that any villainy should be so

Bor/t. Thou wouldst rather ask, if it were possible

any villainy should be so rich ; for when rich villains

have need of poor ones, poor ones may make what

price they will.

Con. I wonder at it.

Bora. That shows thou art unconiinned. Thou
knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or a

cloak, is nothinK to a man.
Con. Yes, it is apparel.
Bora. I mean, the fashion.

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion.

Bora. Tush I I may as well say the fool's the fool.

But seest thou not what a deformed thief this fashion is t

Watch. {Asidc.^ I know that Deformed; a' has

been a vile thief this seven year : a' goes up and down
like a gentleman. I remember his name.
Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody t

Con. No ; 'twas the vane on the house.

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief

this fashion is? how giddily he turns about all the hot

bloods between fourteen and five-and-thirtyS some-
time, fashioning them like Pharaoh's soldiers in the

reechy painting ; sometime, like god Bel's priests in

the old church window; sometime, like the shaven
Hercules in the smirched worm-eaten tapestry,—

where his cod-piece seems as massy as his clubf

Coil. All this I see ; and I see that the fashion

wears out more apparel than the man. But art not

thou thyself giddy with the fashion too. that thou hast

shifted out of thy tale into telling me of the fashion ?

Bora. Not so, neither: but know, that I have to-

night wooed Margaret, the lady Hero's gentlewoman.
by the name of Hero : she leans nie out at her mis-

tress' chamber-window, bids me a thousand times

good night,— I tell this tale vilely :— I should first tell

tiiee how the prince, Claudio, and my master, planted

and placed and possessed by my master Don John,

saw afar off in the orchard this amiable encounter.

Con. And thought they Margaret was Hero ?

Bora. Two of them did, the prince and Claudio

;

but the devil, my master, knew she was Margaret

;

and partly by his oaths, which first possessed them,

partly by the dark night, which did deceive them, but

7-hieny by my villainy, which did confirm any slander

ijiat Don John had made, away went Claudio en-

figed ; swore he would meet her, as he was appointed,

•<.-xt morning at the temple, and there, before tlie

/fhole congregation, shame her with what he saw over-

flight, and send her home again without a husband.

1 Watch. 'We charge you in the prince's name
iif,nnd

!

. , , , ,1,

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable. We
have here recovered the most dangerous piece of

lechery that ever was known in the commonwealth.

I Watch. And one Deformed is one of them : I

know him ; a' wears a lock.

Con. Masters, masters,—
j , _t ,

2 Watch. You'll be made bring Deformed forth, 1

warrant you.
Con. Masters,—
I JFatch. Never speak : we charge you, let us obey

you to go with us.

Bora. We are like to prove a gcDdly commodity,

being taken up of these men's bills.

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant you.—
Come, we'll obey you. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—A Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula.

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, and
desire her to rise.

Vrs. 1 will, lady.

Act^.

Hero. And bid her come hither.

Urs. Well. [Exit.

Marg. Troth, 1 think your other r.abato were better.

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this.

Marff, By my troth, it s not so good ; and I warrant,

your cousin will s.iy so. [wear none but this.

Hero. My cousin's a fool, and thou art another : I'll

Mars^. I like the ne\v tire within excellently, if_ the

hair w'ore a thought browner ; and your gown's a

most rare fashion, i' faith. 1 saw the Duchess of

Milan's gown, that they praise so.

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say.

Manr. By my troth, it's but a night-gown in respect

of yours.—cloth o' gold, and cuts, and laced with

silver, set with pearls down sleeves, side sleeves, and
skirts round, underborne witli a bluish tinsel : but for

a fine, quaint, graceful, and excellent fashion, yours is

worth ten on't. [exceeding heavy 1

Hero. God give me joy to wear it ! for my heart is

Maix. 'Twill be heavier soon by the weight ofa man.
Hero. Fie upon thee ! art not ashamed f

Marg. Of what, lady! of speaking honourably? is

not marriage honourable in a beggar? Is not your

lord honourable without marriage ? I think you would

liave me say, saving your reverence,

—

"_ a husband :"

an' bad thinking do not wrest true speaking, I'll offend

nobody. Is there any harm in—" the hea\-ier for a

husband t" None. I think, an' it be the right husband,

and the right wife ; otherwise 'tis light, and not heavy

:

ask my lady Beatrice else ; here she comes.
Enter Beatrice.

Hero. Good-morrow, coz.

Beat. Good-morrow, sweet Hero.
_ J'"'lv

Hero. Why, how now 1 do you speak in the sick

Beat. I am out of all other tune, inethinks.

Marg. Clap us into— "Light o' love;" that goes

without a burden : do you sing it, and I'll dauce it.

Beat. Yea, " Light o' love," with your heels I—then,
if your husband have stables enough, you'll see he

shall lack no barns. [with my heels.

Marir. O illegitimate construction! I scorn that

Beat. 'Tis almost five o'clock, cousin ; 'tis time you

were ready.—By my troth, I am exceeding ill:—

heigh-ho I

Marir. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband?
Beat. For the letter that begins them .all. H.
Mar/r. Well, an' you be not turned Turk, there s no

more sailing by the star.

Beat. What means the fool, trow ?

Marf^. Nothing I ; but God send every one their

heart's desire 1
' (excellent perfume.

Hero. These gloves the count sent me ; they are an
Beat. I am stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell.

Marg. A maid, and stuffed ! there's goodly catching
of cold.

Beat. O, God help me I God help me ! how long
have you professed apprehension?

.l/.«y. Ever since you left it. Doth not my wit

become me rarely 1 . .

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear it in

your cap.—By my troth, I am sick.

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Carduus Bene-
dictus, and lay it to your heart : it is the only thing

for a qualm.
Hero. There thou prick'st her with a thistle.

Beat. Benedictus I why Benedictus? you have some
moral in this Benedictus.

Marj,'. Moral? no, by my troth, I have no moral
me.ining; I meant, plain holy-thistle. You may think,

perchance, that 1 think you are in love : nay, by'r

Lilly, I am not such a fool to think what I Ust ; nor I

list'not to think what I can; nor, indeed, I cannot
think, if I would think my heart out of thinking, that

you are in love, or that you will be in love, or that you
can be in love. Yet Benedick was such another, and
now is he become a man : he swore he would never
marrj- ; and yet now, in despite of his heart, he eats

his meat without grudging : and how you may be con-

verted, I know not ; but methinks you look with yout
eyes as other women do.
Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps?
Marg. Not a false gallop.

Re-enter Ursula.
Urs. Madam, withdraw: the prince, the count,

signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants ol

tlie town, are come to fetch you to church.
Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, gootl

Ursula. \kxeunt.
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SCENE V.—A>iot!ur Room in Leonato's ffoiise.

J: liter Leonato tvillt Dogberry and Verge":.
l.-eou. What would you with me, honest neighbour -

J)o,c/>. Marrj', sir, 1 would have some confidence with
you, that decerns you nearly.
Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for you see it is a busy time
Doffli. Man-)', this it is, sir. [with me.
yer>^. Yes, in truth it is, sir.

Leon. Whit is it, my good friends?
Doffb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off the

matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not so blunt,
^i-,, God help, I would desire they were ; but, in faith,
honest as the skin between his brows.

Ifer^. Yes, I thank God, I am as honest as any man
linnjj. that is an old man, and no honester than 1.

DL^i;K Comparisons are odorous : palabras, neigh-
Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious, (bour Verges.
Do:^-h. It pleases your worship to say so, but we" are

tlie poor duke's officers ; but truly, for mine own part,
It I were as tedious as a king, I could find in my
heart to bestow it all of your worship.
Leon. All thy tediousness on me, ha !

Docb. Yea, an't were a thousand pound more than
tis ; for I hear as good exclamation on your worship,
.as of any man in the city ; and though I be but a poor
man, I am glad to hear it.

yerir- And so am I.

Leon. 1 would fain know what you have to say.
Ki-rn-. Marrj', sir, our watch to-night, excepting your

worship's presence, have ta'en a couple of as arrant
knaves as any in Messina,

Jlogb. A good old man, sir, he will be talking ; as
they say, when the age is in, the wit is out. God help
us

: It is a world to see 1—Well said, i' faith, neighbour
Verges !—well, God's a good m.an : an' two men ride of
a horse, one must ride behind.—An honest soul, i'

faith, sir ; by my troth he is, as ever broke bread : but
( .od is to be worshipped : all men are not alike ;—alas
good neighbour!

/..eon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short cf you.
Dozb. Gifts that God gives.
Leon. I must leave you.
Docrb. One word, sir: our watch, sir, hath indeed

comprehended two auspicious persons, and we would
nave them this morning examined before your worship.
/.««. Take their examination 5'ourself. and bring it

me : I am now in great haste, as may appear unto you
Dozb. It shall be suffig.ance.
Leon. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you well.

Iznter a Messenger.
Afess. My lord, they stay for you to give vour

d.iughter to her husband.
Leon. I'll wait upon them : I am ready.

{Exeunt Leonato nnd Messenger.
Doj^b. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis Sea-

cole
; bid him bring his pen and inkhom to the gaol :

we are now to examination these men.
l^erg-. And we must do it wisely.
Doi,'b. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you :

here s that {touching kis/orehead) shall drive some of
them to a 7ion com: only get the learned writer to set
down our excommunication, .and meet me at the gaol.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.
SCENE l.— Tlie Inside of et Church.

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar, Claudio,
Benedick, Hero, Beatrice, and others.

I-ton- Come, friar Francis, be brief; only to the
plain form of marruagc, and you shall recount their
particular duties aftenvards.
'''"<":

X?" come hither, my lord, to marry this lad V ?Uaud.^Ho
fluarryher.Uon. -To be married to her: friar, you come to

//"""'l 1 '

^°" '^°'"'^ '""'" '° ^^' '"'"'^d '"

Fr7ar lV°either of you know any inw.lrd Vn^edi: No'^ifbt'spi^e of
'''-'''''' """"'''=""'"'''• '"^''"'''^

mem why you shouuf not be conjoined, I charge C.""".^" '•P"V'^ "f

.

you, on vour souls, to uitcr it.

Claud. Know you any, Hero?
tiero. None, my lord.
Friar. Know you any, count ?A«« I dare make his answer,—None.
yaud. O, what men il.ire do ! what men may <lo

!

V. hat men daily do, not knowing what they do I

Kene. How now ! Interjections 5 Why then, some
be of laughing, as ha ! ha I he

!

Cla ud. Stand thee by, friar.—Father, by your leave

:

M'ill you with free and unconstrained soul
Give me this maid, your daughter!
Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me.
Liaud. And what have 1 to give you back, whose

May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? [ worth
/). Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her again.
Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thankful-

There, Leonato; take her back again: fness.
I ".ive not this rotten orange to your friend ;

She's but the sign and semblance of her honour.

—

Behold how like a maid she blushes here.
O. what authority and show of truth
Can cunning sin cover itself withal

!

Comes not that blood as modest evidence
To witness simple virtue? Would you not swear,
All you that see her, that she were a maid.
By these exterior shows ? But she is none

:

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed
;

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty.
Leon. What do you mean, my lord ?

Claud. Not to be married
JNot to knit my soul to an approved wanton.

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof.
Have vanquished the resistance of her youtli.
And made defeat of her virginity,—
Claud. I kuowwhatyou would say : if I have known

^ou 11 say she did embrace me as a husband, [her,
And so extenuate the forehand sin :

.No. Leonato,
I never tempted her with word too large ;

But. as a brother to his sister, show'd
li.ishful sincerity and comely love.
Hero. And seem'd I ever otherwise to you?
Claud. Outonthee! Seeming! I will write .against it

!

^'ou seem to me as Dian in her orb,
.\s chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ;

But you are more intemperate in your blood
Than Venus, or those pamperd animals
That rage in savage sensuality.
Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide ?
Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ?A Pedro. -What should I speak i

I stand dishonour'd, that have gone about
To link my dear friend to a common stale.
Leon. Are these things spoken, or do I but dream!
D. yohn. Sir, they are spoken, and these things are
Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. (true
".'/'>

, , True ! O God

:

(..laud. Leonato, stand I here?
Is this the prince 'i' Is this the prince's brother?
Is this face Hero's ? Are our eyes our own »

Leon. All this is so ; but what of this, my lord ?
Llaiid. Let me but move one question to youi

And by that fatherly and kindly power [daughter
That you have in her, bid her answer truly.
Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child.
Hero. O, God defend me ! how am I beset !—

What kind of catechizing call you this?
Claud. To make you answer truly to your name.
Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot th.-it name

With ariy just reproach ?
Claud. Marry, that can Hero :

Hero Itself can blot out Hero's virtue.
What man was he talk'd with you yesternight
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one?
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this.

I^fro. I taik'd with no man .nt that hour, my lord.
D. Pedro. Why, then arc j'ou no maiden.—Leonato

I am sorry you must hear : upon mine honour.
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count.
Did see her. hear her, at that hour last night.
Talk with a ruffian .at her chamber-window

;Who hath indeed, most like a liberal villain,
Confess'd the vile encounters they have had
A thousand times in secret.

There is not chastity enough in language,
Without offence to utter them. Thus', pretty Lady,
I am sorry for thy much misgovcrnmcnt.

,^'r'".'J'^:
" "<•'•'" "'bat a Hero hadst thou been,

If half .hy outward graces had been plac'd
About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart !

But fare thee well, most foul, most fair I f.irowell,
1 hou pure iinpisty, and impious purity t
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For thee I'll lock up all the gate"; of love,

And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang,
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harni,
And never shall it more be gracious.

J^eoii. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me?
[Hero swootis.

Heat. Wliy, how now, cousin 1 wherefore sink you
down?

D. yohit. Come, let us go. These things, come
Smother her spirits up. [thus to liglit,

[lixeunt Don Pedro. Don John, and Claudio.
Bene. How doth the lady?
Beat. Dead, I think !—help, uncle !

—

Hero! why. Hero ! — Uncle !— Signior Benedick !—
Leon. O fate, take notaway thy heavy hand I (friar!

Death is the fairest cover for her shame
That may be wish'd for.

Beat. How now, cousin Hero I

friar. Have comfort, lady.
Leon. Dost thou look up?
Friar. Yea, wherefore should she not?
Leon. Wherefore 1 "Why doth not every earthly thing

Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny
The story that is printed in her blood?

—

Do not live. Hero ; do not ope thine eyes :

For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die,

Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames.
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches,
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one !

Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame?
O, one too much by thee I ^Vhy had I one?
Why ever wast thou lovely in mine eyes?
Why had I not with charitable hand
Took up a beggaf's issue at my gates ;

Who smirched thos and mir'd with infamy,
I might have said, " No part of it is mine ;

This shame derives itself from imknown loins?"

But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd,

And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much
That I myself w.as to myself not mine.
Valuing of her ; why, she^O. she is fallen
Into a pit of ink, that the wide sea
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again.
And salt too little, which may season give
To her foul tainted flesh 1

Be>ie. Sir, sir, be patient.
For my part, I am so attir'd in wonder,
I know not what to say.
Beat. O. on iny soul, my cousin is belied !

Bejie. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night
Beat. No, truly, not ; although, until last night,

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow, [made,
Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd I O, that is stronger

Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron 1

Would the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie.

Who lov'd her so, that, speaking of her foulness,
Wash'd it with tears? Hence from her I let her die.

Friar. Hear me a little

;

For I have only been silent so long,
And given way unto this course of fortune.
By noting of the lady : I have niark'd
A thousand blushing apparitions start

Into her face ; a thousand innocent shames
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes

;

And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire.

To burn the errors that these princes hold
Against her maiden truth. Call me a fool

;

Trust not my reading nor my observation.
Which with e,xperimental seal doth warrant
The tenor of my book ; trust not my age.
My reverence, calling, nor divinity.

If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here
Under some biting error.

Leon. Friar, it cannot be.
Thou seest that all the grace that she hath left.

Is, that she will not add to her danmation
A sin of perjury : she not denies it.

Why seek'st thou, then, to cover with excuse
That which appears in proper nakedness?
Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus d of?
Hero. They know, that do accuse me; I know none;

If I know more of any man alive.

Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant.
Let all my sins lack mercy I—O, my father

!

I'rove you th.it any man with me convers'tl
At hours unmeet, nr that I yesternight
Maintain'd the change of words with .any creature,
Refuse me. hate me, torture me to death.

Friar. There is '.omc strange misprision in the
princes.

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour
;

And if their wisdoms be misled in this.

The practice of it lives in John the bastard.
Whose spirits toil in frame of villainies.

Leon. I know not. If they speak but truth of her.
These hands shall tear lier: if they wrong her honour.
The proudest of them shall well hear of it.

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine.
Nor age so eat up my invention,
Nor fortune m.ide such havoc of my means.
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends.
But they shall find, awak'd in such a kind.
Both strength of limb and policy of mind.
Ability in means and choice of friends.
To quit me of them thoroughly.
Friar. Pause a while.

And let my counsel sway you in this case.
Your daughter, here, the princes left for dead :

Let her a while be secretly kept in.

And publish it. that she is dead indeed;
Maintain a mourning ostentation.
And on your family's old monument
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites
That appertain unto a burial. [do?
Leon. What shall become of this? What will this
Friar. Marry, this, well carried, shall on her behalf

Change slander to remorse ;—that is some good :

But not for that dream I on this strange course,
But on this travail look for greater birth.
.She dying, as it must be so maintain'd.
Upon the instant that she was accused,
Shall be lamented, pitied, and excused
Of every hearer : for it so falls out.
That what we have we prize not to the worth
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and lost.

Why, then we rack the value, then we find
The virtue that possession would not show us.

While it was ours.—So will it fare with Claudio

:

When he shall hear she died upon liis words.
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep
Into his study of imagination ;

And every lovely organ of her life

Shall come apparell d in more precious habit,
More moving delicate, and full of life.

Into the eye'and prospect of his soul,

Thau when she liv'd indeed :—then shall he mourn-
(If ever love had interest in his liver)

And wished he had not so accused her.

—

No, though he thought his accusation true.
Let this be so, and doubt not but success
Will fashion the event in better shape
Than I can lay it down in likelihood.
But if all aim but this be levell'd false.

The supposition of the lady's death
Will quench the wonder of her infamy

;

And if it sort not well, you may conceal her
(As best befits her wounded reputation)
In some reclusive and religious life.

Out of .all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries.

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise yon

:

And though you know my inwardness and love
Is very much unto the prmce and Claudio,
Yet, by mine honour. I will deal in this

As secretly and justly, as your soul
Should with your body.
Leon. Being that I flow in grief.

The smallest twine may lead me.
Friar. 'Tis well consented ; presently away

;

For to strange sores strangely they strain the
Come. lady, die to live : this wedding day [c»ire.^

Perhaps is but prolong'd ; have patience and en-
dure. \Fxeunt Friar, Hero, aJtet Leonato.

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ?

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.
Bene. I will not desire that.
Beat. You have no reason ; I do it freely.

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is wronged.
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of me

that would right her 1

Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship !

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend.
Bene. May a man do it?

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours.
Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well a.syou:

is not that strange?
Beat. As strange ns the thing I know not. It

I
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were ai pO!»>ibIc for mc to ^ay I loved nothing st*

wcH ab you : but believe me not ; and yet I He not ; I

confess nothinj,', nor I deny nothini;.—I aiu sorry for

uiy cousin.
Jiciie. By my swor<l, Beatrice, thou lovest me.
Beat. Do not swear by it. and eat it.

Bene. I will swear by it that you love me ; and I will

«Mkc him eat it that says 1 love not you.
Bc\tt. Will you not eat your word V

Ketie. With no sauce that can be devised to it. 1

vrotest I love thee.
Beat. Why then, God forgive nie I

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice ?

Beat. You have stayed me in a happy hour : I was
about to protest I loved you.

Bene. And do it with ail thy heart.
Beat, I love you with so much of my heart, tliat

none is left to protest.

Bene. Come, bid me do anything for thee.
Beat. Kill CLiudio.
Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world.
Beat. You kill me to deny it. Farewell,
Bene, Tarry, sweet Beatrice.
Beat. I am gone, though I am here :—there is no

love in you.—Nay, I pray you, let me go.
Bene. Beatrice,

—

Beat. In faith, I will go.
Bene. We'll be friends first. [with mine enemy.
Beat. You dare easier be friends with nie, than fight

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ?

Beat. Is he not approved in thelieight a villain, that
hath slanderetl, scorned, dishonoured my kinswoman >

—O that I were a man !—What I bear her in hand
until they come to take hands ; and then, with public
accusation, uncovered slander, unmitigated rancour,
—O God, that I were a man ! I would eat his heart in

the market-place.
Bene. Hear me, Beatrice,

—

[saying I

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window 1—a proper
Bene. Nay, but Beatrice,— [dered. she is undone.
Beat. Sweet Hero 1—she is wronged, she is slan-
Bene. Beat

—

Beat. Princes ,-ind counties I Surely, a princely tes-

timony, a goodly count confect ; a sweet gallant,

surely! O that I were a man for his sake I or
tliat 1 had any friend would be a man for my sake !

But manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into
compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and
trim ones too : he is now as valiant as Hercules that
only tells a lie, .ind swears it.— I cannot be a man with
wishing, therefore I will die a woman with grieving.
Bene. T;irry, good Beatrice. By this hand, I love thee.
Beat. Use it for my love some other way than swear-

ing by it. fhath wronged Hero ''.

Bene. Think you in your soul the Count Claudio
Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a soul.

Bene. Enough 1 I am engaged ; i will challenge
him. I will kiss your hand, and so leave you. Bythis
hand. Claudio shall render me a dear account. As you
hear of me, so think of me. Oo, comfort your cousin : I

must say she is dead : and so, farewell. | Exeunt.

SCENE 11.—-•/ Prison.

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, in ^mvns ; and
tlie Watch, -with Conrade and Borachio.

Do}^b. Is our whole dissenibly appeared ?

Verg. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton.
Sexton. Which be the malefactors t

Doi^b. Marry, that am I :ui<i my partner.
yerz. Nay, that's certain : we have the exhibition

to examine.
Sextojt. But which are the offenders th:it are to \k

examined? let them come before master constable.
Doj(t>. Yea, marry, let them come before me.—What
Bora, Borachio. [is ^'our name, friend '/

Dogb. Pray write clown—Borachio.—Yours, sirrah?
Con. I am agentleiiuin, sir, and my n;imc is Conr.ide.
Dogb. Write down—niiister gentleman Conrade.—

Masters, ilo you serve God ?
Con.t Bora. Yea, sir, we hope.
Doeb. Write down—that they hope they serve God :

—and write God first ; for God defend but God should
go before such vilLiin^ 1- M.Lsters, it is proved alrcadv
that you are little better th.iii false kn.ives ; and it will
go near to be thought so shortly. How answer you
for yourselves?
Con. Marr)-, sir, we say we are none.
Dojib. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you : bat I

will go about with him.—Come you hither, sirrah ; ,i

won! in your ear, sir : I say to you, it is thought you
are false knaves.
Bora. Sir, I say to you we are none.
Dogb. Well, stand aside

—
'Fore God, they are both

ill a tale. Have you writ down—that tliey are none 1

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the way to
examine : you must call forth the watch that are their
.iccusers.

Dogb. Yea, marry, that's the eftest way.—I.et the
watch come forth.—Masters, I charge you, in the
prince's name, accuse these men.

1 It-'atefi. Tills man said, sir, that Don John, the
prince's brother, was a villain.

Dogb. Write down—Prince John a villain.—Why,
tliis is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother villain.

Bora, Alaster constable,— (look, I promise thee.
Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace : I do not like thy
Sexton, What heard you him say else ?

2 If'atch. Marry, that he had received a thousand
ducats of Don JoHh for accusing the Lady Hero
wrongfully.
Dogb. Flat burglary as ever was committed.
/ 'erg. Yea, by Ihe mass, that it is.

Sexton. What else, fellow ?

1 ll'atc/t. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon
his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole assem-
bly, and not marry her.
Dogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned into ever.
Sexton. What else! [lasting redemption for this.

2 iratc/t. Tliis is all.

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you can
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen
away: Hero was in this manner accused; in this

very manner refused ; and, upon the grief of this,

suddenly died.—Master constable, let these men bo
bound, and brought to Leonato's ; I will go before,

and show hira their examination. [Exit.
Dogb. Come, let them be opinionod.
i^'erg. Let them be in the hands

—

Con. Off, coxcomb I

Dogb. God's my Ufe ! where's the sexton Met him
write down—the prince's officer, coxcomb.—Come,
bind them.—Thou naughty varletl

Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass.
Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my jjlace V Dost thou

not suspect my years?—O that he were here to write
mo down an ass 1—but, masters, remember that I am
an ass ; though it be not written down, yet forget not
that I am an ass.—No, thou villain, thou art full of
|:)iety, as shall be proved upon thee by good witness.
I am a wise fellow ; and. which is more, an officer

;

and, which is more, a householder; and, which is

more, as pretty a piece offlesh as any in Messina ; and
one that knows tlie law, go to ; and a rich fellow
enough, go to ; and a fellow that hath had losses

;

and one that hath two gowns, and every thing hand-
some about him.—Bring him away.—O that I had
been writ down an ass 1 lE.veiint.

ACT V.
SCENE L

—

Be/ore Leonalo s /louse.

Enter Leonato and Antonio.

.Int. If you go on thus, you will kill yourself;
.\\i<\ 'tis not wisdom thus to second grief
Against yourself.

/-<<)«. I pray thee, cease thy counsel.
Which falls into mine ears as profitless

As water in a sieve ; give not nie counsel

;

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear
Rut such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine.
Bring me ;i father that so lov'd his child.
Whose joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine,
And bid him spe.ik of patience

;

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mino
And let it answer every strain for strain

;

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such,
\n every lineament, branch, sh.-ipe, and form :

—

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard
;

Cry "Sorrow, wag I" and hem, when he should
groan ;

I'atcli grief with proverbs ; make iiiisforlune drunk
With candle. w.isters : bring hiiii yet to uic,
And I of him will gather patience.
But there is no such man : for. brother, men
Can counsel, and spe.ik oinloit to that grief
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Which they thembelves not feel ; but, tastmij it, 1

Their t;ounsel turns to passion, which before
AVould give preceptial medicine to rage,
Fetter strong" madness in a silken thread,
Charm ache with air, and agony with words

:

No, no ; 'tis ail men's office to speak patience
To those that wrinj^ under the load of sorrow;
"But no man's Wrlue, nnr sufficiency,

To be so moral when lie shall endure
The like himself. Therefore give me no counsel
My griefs cry louder than advertisement.

!A?it. Therein do men from children nothing ditTer.

Lfoji. I pray thee, peace I I will be fiesh and
l-'or there was never yet philosopher [blood ;

That could endure the tooth-ache patiently,
However they have writ the style of gods.
And made a push at chance and sufferance.

-/;//*. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself;
Make those that do offend you suffer too. [so.

Leon. There thou speak'st re^fson: nay, I will do^ soul doth tell me Hero is belied

;

iwid that shall Claudio know ; so shall the prince,
And all of them that thus dishonour her.
Ant. Here come the prince and Claudio hastily.

E7itcy Don Pedro and Claudio.
D. Pedro, Good den, good den.
Clmtd. Good day to both of you.

. J^eon. Hear you, my lords,

—

/>. p£dro. We have some haste, Leonato.
Leon, Some haste, my lord !—well, fare you well,

my lord :

—

Are you so hasty now?—well, all is one. [man.
D. Pedyo. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old
Ant. If he could right himself with quarreUing,

Some of us would lie low.
Claud. Who wrongs him?
Leon. Marr>-, thou dost wrong me ; thou dissem-

bler, thou :

—

Nay, never lay thy liand upon thy sword ;

I fear thee not.
Claiid. Marry, beshrew my hand.

If it should give your age such cause of fear

:

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword.
Leon. Tush, tush, man I never fleer and jest at me :

I speak not like a dotard nor a fool,

As, under privilege of age, to brag
What I have done being young, or what would do,
Were I not old. Know, Claudio, to thy head.
Thou hast so wrong'd mine innocent child and nie,

That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by.
And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days,
Do challenge thee to trial of a man.
I say thou hast belied mine innocent cliild :

Thy slander hath gone through and through her
And she hes buried with her ancestors ;

[heeirt,

O, in a tomb where never scandal slept,

Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villainy

!

Claud, Mj' villainy I

Leon. Thine. Claudio : thine, I say.
2>. Pedro. You say not right, old man.
Leon. My lord, my lord.

ni prove it on his body, if he dare,
Despite his nice fence and his active practice,
His May of youth and bloom of lustyhood.
Claud. Away ! I wiU not liave to do with you.
Leon. Canst thou so daff meV Thou hast kiU'd lu}'

child

:

Ift^thou kiU'st me, boy. thou shalt kill a man.
Ant. He shall kill two of us. and men indeed :

But that's no matter ; let him kill one first

:

Win me and wear me,—let him answer me.

—

Come, follow me, boy ! come, sir boy, come, follow

me !

Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence ;

Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will.

I,eon. Brother,— [niece ;

yhit. Content yourself. God knows I lov'd my
And sh'i is dead, slander'd to death by villains,

Tliat dare as well answer a man, indeed,
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue ;

Boys, apes, braggarts. Jacks, milksops X—
Leon. Brother Antony.

—

A'U. Hold you content. Wliat, man ! 1 know them,
yea,

.\nd what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple,

—

Scambling, out-facing, fasliion-mong'ring boys.
That lie and cog, and flout, deprave ana slander,
Go antickly, and show outward hideousness,

Ads.
And speak off half a dozen danjjeroiis words,
I low they inijuht hurt tlieir enemies, if they diirst

;

And this is all

!

Leon. But, brother Antony,

—

'i"l- ' Come, 'tis no matter

:

Do not you meddle ; let me deal in tliis. [patience.
D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your

My heart is sorry for your daughter's death :

But. on my honour, she was charjj'd with nothins;
But what was true, and very full of proof.
Leon. My lord, my lord !

—

D. Pedro. I will not hear you.
Leon. Nov—

Come, brother, away.— I will be heiird.—
Ant. And shall, or some of us will smart for it.

[Exeunt Leonato ajtd Antonio.
Enter Benedick.

D. Pecfro. See, see; here comes tlie man we went
Claud. Now, sijjnior, what news ! [to seek.
Bene. Good day, my lord.
D. Pedro. Welcome, signior : yon are almost come

to part almost a fray.
Claud. We had like to liave had our two noses
napped off with two old men without teeth.
D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother. What thiitkest

thou? Had we fought, I doubt, we should have been
too young for them.
Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour. I

came to seek you both.
Claud. We have been up and down to seek thee ;

for we are high-proofmelancholy, and would fain have
it beaten away. Wilt thou use thy wit ?

Bene. It is in my scabbard : shall I draw it ?

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side y

Claud. Never any did so, though very many have
been beside their wit.—I will bid thee draw, as we do
the minstrels : draw, to pleasure us,
D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale.—

Art thou sick, or angry 't

Claud. What, courage, man I What though care
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill care.
Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit'm the career, an' you

charge it against me. I pray you, choose another
subject. [was broke cross.
Claud. Nay then, give him another staff: this last
D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more.

I think he be angry indeed.
Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.
Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear?
Claud. God bless me from a challenge !

Bene, 'i'ou are a villain ;—I jest not :—I will make
it good how you dare, with what you dare, and when
you dare.—Do me right, or I will protest your cowar-
dice. You have killed a sweet lady, and her death
shall fall heavy on you. Let nie hear from you.
Claud. Well I will meet you. so I may have good
V. Pedro. What, a feast? a feast? [cheer.
Claud. V faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a

calfs-head and a capon ; the which if I do not carve
most curiously, say my knife's naught.—Shall I not
find a woodcock too?
Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily.
D.Pedro. I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy wit

the other day. I said, thou hast a fine wit: "True,"
says she, " a line little one." " No," said I, "a great
wit :" " Right," says she, "a great cross one." " Nay,"
said I, "a good wit:" "Just." said she, "it hurts no-
body." "Nay," said I, "the gentleman is wise:"
"Certain," said she, " a wise gentleman." "Nay,"
said I, "he hath the tongues:" "That I believe,"
said she, " for he swore a thing to me on Monday
night, which he forswore on Tuesday mornuig : there's
a double tongue : there's two tongues." Thus did she,
an hour together, trans-shape thy particular virtues

:

yet at last she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the
properest man in Italy.
Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and said

she cared not.
D. Pedro. Yka, that she did : but yet, for all that,

an' if she did not hate him deadly, she would love liim
dearly : the old man's daughter tofd us all.

Claud. AH, ail ; and moreover, God saw him when
he was hid in the garden.
D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage bull's

horns on the sensible Benedick's head
Claud. Vea, and text underneath, " Here dwells

Benedick the married man !"

Bene. Fare you woll, boy ; you know my mind. I
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will le.ivc you now lo your gosbip-liki; hunmur : you
break jests as bra:<sarts do ihoir bUules, whicli, God
be thanked, liurt not.—My lord, for your many courte-
.sies I thank you : 1 must discontinue your comp.iuy ;

your brother, the bastard, is fled from Messma : you
Iiave, amonjj you, killed a sweet and innocent laily.

I'or my lord Lackbeard there, he and 1 shall meet

:

and till then, peace be with him. {Exit.

D. Pedro. He is in earnest.
Claud. Inmost profound earnest; and, I '11 warrant

you. for the love of Beatrice.
/>. Pedro. And hatli challenged thee?
Claitd. Most sincerely.

D. Pedro. What a pretty thinjj man is when he fjoes
in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit

!

Claud. He is then a jjiant to an ape ; but then is an
ape a doctor to such a man.
n. Pedro. But, soft you, let me be : pluck up, my

lieart, and be sad ! Did he not say my brother was
.l.dr

Hiiter Dogberry, Verges, and tlie Watch, -aiilli

Conrade and Borachio.
Do^^b. Come, you. sir : if justice cannot tame you,

5'lie shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her balance.
Nay, an' you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must be
looked to. [Borachio, one?
D. Pedro. How now ! twoofmy brother's men bound?
Clatui. Hearken after their oifeuce. my lord.
D. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men

.lone?
Dogb. Marry, sir. they have committed false report

;

moreover, they have spoken untruths : secondarily,
they -are slanders ; si.\th and lastly, they have belietl
a lady; thirdly, they have verified unjust things; and,
to conclude, they are lying knaves.
D. Pedro. Vait, I ask thee what they have done ;

iliirdly, I ask thee what's their offence; si.\th and lastly,
why they are committed ; and, to conclude, what you
i.iy to their charge?
Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own division

;

and, by my troth, there's one meaning well suited.
D. Pedro. Whom have you offended, masters, that

you are thus bound to your answer? this learned con-
stable is too cunning to be understood : what's your
jffence t

Mora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine
answer : do you hear me. and let this count kill ine.
I have deceived even your very eyes : what your wis-
doms could not discover, these shallov/ fools have
I'loughtto lig'nt ; who. in the night, overheard me con-
fessing to this man. how Don John your brother in-
i onset! me to slander the lady Hero ; how you were
brought into the orchard, and saw me court Margaret
In Hero's garments; how you disgraced her. when
you should many her: my villainy they have upon
1 ecord : which I had rather seal with my death, than
repeat over to my shame. The lady is dead upon
mine and my master's false accusation ; and briefly, I

desire nothmg but the reward of a villain.

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through
your blood ?

Claud. I have drunk poison whiles he utter'd it.

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this
/iora. Yea ; and paid me richly for the practice of it.

O. Pedro. He is compos'd and frain'd of treachery :

—

.\nd lied he is upon this villainy.
Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear

In the rare semhlance th,it I lov'd it hrst.
Doxr//. Come, bring away the plaintiffs: by this time

<Hir sexton hath rcfonned signior I.eonato of tin-
nuitter : and masters, do not iorget to si)ecify, when
lime and place sh;ill serve, that I am an ass.

I^er^. Here, here comes master signior Leonato, and
the sexton too.

Re-enter Lconato, Antonio, andOu Sexton.
rj:on. Which is the villain? Let me see his eyes,

Th.-it, when I note another man like him,
1 may avoid him. Which of these is he?
Hora. I f you would know your wronger, look on me.
l^on. Art thou the slave th.it with thy breath hast

Mine iimocent child? jkill'd
Hora. Yea, even I alone.
Ij^on. No, not so, villiin ; Uiou belicst thyself:

I Icre stand a ixtir of hc.nour.iT)le men,
A third is fled, that had a hand in it.—
I thank you. princes, for my d.iughtcr's death

;

Record it with your high and worthy deeds ;

Twiib bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

CUiud. I know not how lo jiray your patience ;

Vet I must speak. Choose your revenge yourself;
Impose me to what ijenance your invention
Can lay upon my sni : yet binned 1 not,
But in mistaking.
D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I

:

.Vnd yet, to satisfy this good old man,
I would bend under any heavy weight
That he'll enjoin me to.

L^on. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live.
That were impossible ; but. I pray you both.
Possess the people in Messina here.
How innocent she died ; and if your love
Can labour aught in sad invention,
Hangher an epitaph upon her tomb.
And sing it to her bones,—sing it to-night ;

—

To-morrow morning come you to my house;
.A.nd since you could not be iny son-in-law.
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter.
Almost the copy of my child that's dead.
And she alone is heir to both of us

:

Give her the right you should have given her cousin,
And so dies my revenge.
Claud. O noble sir

!

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me.
I do embrace your offer; and dispose
For henceforth of poor Claudio.
Leon. To-morrow, then, I will expect your coining;

To-night I take my leave.—This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret,
Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong,
Hir'd to it by your brother.
Bora. No. by my soul she was not

;

Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to uie

;

But always hath been just and virtuous,
In .-mything that I do know by her.
Dogb. Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not undiT

white and black,) this plaintiff here, the offender, did
call rae a ass: I beseech you. let it be remembered
in his punishment. And also, the watch hearil them
talk of one deformed : they say he wears a key in hi*
Mr, and a lock hanging by it ; and borrows money in
jod's name,—the which he liath used .so long, am
never paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, ami
will lend nothing for God's sake: pray you, examintt
him upon that point.
Leon. \ thank thee for thy care and honest pains.
Dogh. Your worship speaks like a most thankful and

reverend youth ; and I praise God for you.
Leon. There s for thy pains.
Dogb. God save the foundation !

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and I

thank thee.
Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship;
hich I beseech your worship to correct yourself, for

the example of others. God keep your worship : I

wish your worship \vell ; God restore you to health ! i

humbly give you leave todepart : and ifanierry inecl-
ing may be wished, God prohibit it !—Come, neigli-
boiir. [lixeunt Dogberry. Verges, and Watch.

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell.
.Uil. Farewell, my lords : we look for you to-nior
D. Pedro. We will not fail. (row
Claud. To-night 111 mourn with Hero.

[Exeunt Don Pedro a>id Claudi".
Leon. Bring you these fellows on. We'll t;ilk with

Margaret,
How Iier acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow.

[/Sxci'.n/.

SCFNn Il.-I.eonato's Garden.
Enter Benedick and Margaret, titeelini;.

Hene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, de-,eri.
well at my hands by helping me to the speech of
Be.itrice. (my beauty.
Marg. Will you. then, write me a sonnet in praise of
Hene. In so high a style. Marg.iret, that no man

livi'ig shall come over it ; for, in most comely truttu
th. u deservest it.

Marg. To have no man come over me ! why, shaf
I always keep below stairs? (mouth,—it catclu-^
Hene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound'4
Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer's foils,

wliii h hit, but hurt not.
Iknr. A most manly wit, Margaret ; it will not hurt

a wijm;in: and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice: I give
llii . the bucklers. [our own.
Marg. Give us the swords; we have bucklers if
Bene, If you use Ihcm, MjrKaiet, you must put ui
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the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous wea-
pons for niaidb. [hath legs.

Mar-^, Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I think
Bene. And therefore will come. [Exit Margaret.

I
Sin^ng. J

TVfeT^od o/lov€y
That sits above.

And kno7us nie, and k7iowi me.
How pitiful I descr%-e,—

I mean, in singing ; but in loving, Leander the good
swimmer, Troiius the first employer of panders, and
a whole book full of these quondam carpet-mongers,
whose names yet run smoothly in the even road of

a blank verse,—why, they were never so truly turned
over and over as my poor self, in love. Marry, I

caiuiot show it in rhyme ; I have tried : I can find

t>ut no rhyme to "lady" but "baby,"—an innocent
rhyme; for "scorn," *'hom,"—a hard rhyme; for

"school," '* fool,"—a babbling rhj'me; veiy ominous
endings : no. I was not born under a rhyming planet,
nor I cannot woo in festival terms.

—

Enter Beatrice.
Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I called thee?
Heat, Yea, signior ; and depart when you bid me.
Hene. O, stay but till then 1

Beat. "Then" is spoken; fare you well now:

—

and yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for;

which is, with knowing what hath passed between
you and Claudio. [thee.

Bene, Only foul words ; and thereupon I will kiss

Beat. Foul words is but foul ^vind, and foul wind
i^ but foul breath, and foul breath is noisome ; there-
fore I will depart imkissed.
Bene. Thou liast frighted the word out of his right

sense, so forcible is thy wit. But I nmst tell thee
plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and either

I must shortly hear from him, or I will subscribe
him a coward. And, I pray tliee now, tell nie for

which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love
with me?
Beat. For them all together ; which maintained so

politica Slate of evil, that they will not admit any good
])art to intermingle with them. But for which of my
good parts did you first sutfer love for me ?

Bene. " Suffer love,"—a good epithet 1 I do suffer

love indeed, for 1 love thee against my will.

Beat, lu spite of your heart, I think; alas, poor
heart ! If you spUe it for my sake, I will spite it for

yours; for 1 will never love that which my friend
hates.

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably.
Beat. It appears not in this confession; there's

not one wise man among twenty that will praise
himself.
Bene. An old, an oUl instance, Beatrice, that lived

in the lime of good neighbours. If a man do not
erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall

live no longer in nionument tlian the bell rings and
tile widow weeps.
Beat. And how long is that, think you?
Bene. Question :—why, an hour in clamour, and

a 'luarter in rheum: therefore it is most expedient
f< r the wise (if Don Worm, his conscience, find no
impediment to the contrary') to be the trumpet of

liis own virtues, as I am to myself. So nmch for

praising myself, who, I myself will bear witness, is

praiseworthy. And now tell me, how doth your
Gousin ?

Beat. Very ill.

Bene. And how do you?
B'-'at. Very ill ton.

Bene, Serve God. love me, and mend. There will

I leave you too, for here comes one in haste.
Enter Ursula.

Urs, Madam, you must come to your uncle. Yon-
(Icr's old coil at home: it is proved, my lady Hero
hath been falsely accused, the prince and Claudio
mightily abused ; and Don John is the author of all,

wlio is fled and gone. Will you come presently?
Beat. Will yoii go hear this news. si.^iior?

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in tliy lap, and
be buried in thy eyes ; and moreover, I will go with

thee to thy uncle's. \Ex€Hnt.

SCENE III.— The Inside ofa Church.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio. and Attendants, -with

nuisic and tapers,

Claud. Is this the monument of Lconato?

Atten. It is, my lord.

Claud. [Readsfrom a scroll]
Done to death by slanderous tongues
Was tite Hero that here lies :

Death, in guerdon o//ter wrongs.
Gives her/atne tukich never dies.

So iJte life, that died loith shame,
Eives in death luith gloriousfante.
Hang thou tJierc upon the tomb-,

{Appending it.

Praising her ivhen I atn dumb.—
Now, music, sound ; and sing your soleuui hynnu

SONG.
Pardon^ goddess of the night.
Those that slew thy virgin knighi ;
For the which, loith songs ofwoe.
Round about tier tomb they go.

Midnight, assist our moan ;
Help us to sigh andgroan,
Heavily, lieavily :

Graves, yawn, andyieldyour deadt
Till death be uttered.
Heavily, iieavily.

Claud. Nov. unto thy bones good night!
Yearly will I do this rite.

D. Pedro. Good-morrow, masters ; put your torches
out:

The wolves have prey'd ; and look, the gentle day.
Before the wheels of Pho_-bus, round about
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray.

Thanks to you all, and leave us : fare you well.
Claud. Good-morrow, masters : each his several

way.
D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other
And then to Leonato's we will go. [weeds

:

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue speeds,
Than this, for whom we render'd up this woe

!

[Exeunt,

SCENE IV.

—

A Room in Leonato's House.

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick. Beatrice, Mar-
garet, Ursula, Friar, and Hero.

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent?
Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who accus'dhci

Upon the error that you heard debated

:

But Margaret was in souie fault for this,

Although against her will, as it appears
In the true course of all the question.

A?it. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well.

Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enforc'd
To call young Claudio to a reckonulg for it.

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all,

Withdraw into a chiunber by yourselves.
And when I send for you, come hither mask'd

:

The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour
To visit me.—You know your office, brother

;

You must be father to your brother's daughter.
And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt ladies.

Ant. Which I will do with contirm'd countenance.
Bene. Friar. I juust entreat your pains, I tliink.

Friar. To do what, signior?
Bene. To bind me, or undo me ; one of tliem.

—

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior.

Your niece regards me with an eye "of favour.
Leon. That eye my daughter lent her : 'ti;^ UK'St true
Bene. .A.nd I do with an eye of love requite her.

Leon. The sight whereof, I think, you had from me.
From Claudio, and the prince : but what's your will?

Bene. Your answer, sir. is enigmatical:
But, for my will, my will is, your good will

May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd
In the state of honourable marriage:
In which, good friar, I shall desire your help.

LeoJt. ISIy heart is with your liking.

Friar. ' And my help.
Here come the prince .and Claudio.
Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, with Attendants.
D. Pedro. Goo<l-morrow to this fair assembly.
Leon. Good-morrow, prince: good-morrow. Claudio:

We here attend you. Are you yet (ietermin'd
To-day to marry with my brother's daughter?
Claud. I'll hold my mind, were she an Elhiop.
Leon, Call her forth, brother; here's the friar ready-

[Exit Antonio.
D.Pedro. Good-morrow, Benedick. Why, what's

That you have such a February face, [the mattei;

So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness?



Scene 4.

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the <iavage bull.—

Tush : fear not. man ; we'll tip thy horns with gold,

And all Europa shall rejoice at thee

;

As once Europa did at lusty love.

When he would play the noble beast in love.

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low

;

And some such strange bull lean'd your father's cow,
And got a calf in that same noble feat,

Much like to you. for you have just his bleat.

Claud. For this I owe you: here come other
reckonings.

Re-enter Antonio, -^vith l?tf ladies masked.
Which is the lady I must seize upon t

Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her.

Claud. Why. then she's mine.—Sweet, let me see
your face.

l^on. No, that you shall not. till you take her hand
Before this friar, and swear to marry her.

Claud. Give me your hand before this lioly friar

:

1 am your husband, if you like of me.
Hero. And when I liv'd, I was your other wife :

[L'}intaskins.

And when you lov'd, you were my other husband.
Claud. Another Hero

!

Hero. Nothing certainer

:

One Hero died defii'd ; but I do live,

.\nd surely as I live, I am a maid.
/). Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead

!

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander liv'd.

Friar, All this amazement can I qualify

:

When, after that the holy rites are ended,
ill tell you largely of fair Hero's death

:

Meantime, let wonder seem familiar.

And to the chapel let us presently.
Bene. Soft and fair, friar.—Which is Beatrice ?

Beat. I
Untnaskin);.\ 1 answer to that name. What

is your will V

Bene. Do not you love me!
Beat. Why, no ; no more than reason.
Bene. Why, then, your uncle, and the prince, and

Claudio,
Have been deceived ; for they swore you did.

Beat. Uo not you love me ?

Bene. Troth, no ; no more than reason.

Beat. Why, then, my cousin, Margaret, and Ursula,

Are much deceiv'd ; for they did swear, you did.

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for me.
Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead for

me.
Bene. 'Tis no such matter. Then, you do not love
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Beat. No. truly, but in friendly recompense.
I..eon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gentle

man.
Claud. And I'll be sworn upon t that he loves her;

For here's a paper, written in his h.ind,
A halting sonnet of his own pure- brain,
Fashion'd to Beatrice.
Hero. And here s another.

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket,
Containing her affection unto Benedick.
Bene. A miracle ! here's our own hands against out

hearts.—Come, I will have thee ; but, by tliis light, 1

take thee for pity.

Beat. I would not deny you ;—but. by this good day,
I yield upon great persuasion ; and partly to save your
life, for I was told you were in a consumption.
Bene. Peace! 1 will stop your mouth. [Xzsslnz ^ter.

D. Pedro. How dost thou. Benedick, the married
man?
Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince; a college of wit-

crackers cannot flout me out of my humour. Dost thou
think I care for a satire, or an epigram ? No ; if a man
will be beaten with brains, hcshall wearnothing hand-
some about him. In brief, since I do purpose to marry,
1 will think nothing to any purpose that the world can
say against it; and therefore never flout at me for
what I have said against it ; for man is a giddy thing,
and this is my conclusion.—For thy part. Claudio.' 1

did think to have beaten thee ; but, in that thou art like

to be ray kinsman, live unbruised, and love my cousin.
Claud. I had well hoped thou wouldst have denied

Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out of thy
single life, to make thee a double-dealer ; which, out
of question, thou wilt be, if my cousin do not look
e.tceeding narrowly to thee.
Bene. Come, come, w-e are friends.—Let's have a

dance ere we are married, that we may lighten oui
own hearts, and our wives' heels.
Leon. We'll have dancing afterward.
Bene. First, of my word ; therefore play, music !—

Prince, thou art sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a wife

:

there is no staflT more reverend than one tipped with
horn.

Enter a Messenger.

Mes. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in flight.

And brought witli armed men back to Messina.
Bene, "flunk not on him till to-morrow ; I'll devise

thee brave punishments for him,—Strike up, pipers

!

[Dance. IS-veune
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SCENE,—Navarre.

ACT I.

SCENE \.—A Park, with a Palace in ii.

Ejiter the King, Biron, Longaville, ajtd Dumain.

King. Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives,

Live register'd upon our brazen tombs,
.\nd then grace us in the disgrace of death ;

M'hen, spite of cormorant devouring Time,
Til' endeavour of this present breath may buy
That honour which shall bate his scythe's keen edge,
.'\nd make us heirs of all eternity.

Therefore, brave conquerors,—for so you are,

That war against your own affections.

And the huge army of the world's desires,

—

Oat late edict shall strongly stand in force :

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ;

Our court shall be a little Academe,
Still and contemplative in living art.

Yiiu three, Biron. Dumain, and Longaville,
Have sworn for three years' term to live with me,
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes

That are recorded in this schedule here

:

Your oaths are past ; and now subscribe your names.
That his own hand may strike his honour down,
Tliat violates the smallest branch herein

:

If you are arm'd to do, as sworn to do,

Suliscribe to your deep oaths, and keep it too.

Long. I am resolv'd ; 'tis but a three years' fast

The mind shall banquet, though the body pine :

Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits

Make rich the ribs, but bankrupt quite the wits.

Diini. My loving lord, Dumam is mortified :

The grosser manner of these world's delights

He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves :

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ;

With all these living in philosophy.
Biron. I can but say their protestation over

;

So much, dear liege, I have already sworn.
That is, to live and study here three years.

But there are other strict observances

:

As, not to see a woman in that term,

—

AVhich I hope well is not enrolled there;
And one day in a week to touch no food.
And but one meal on every day beside,

—

The which I hope is not enrolled there ;

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night.

And not be seen to wink of all the day,
(When I was wont to think no harm all night.

And make a dark night too of half the day,)

—

Which I hope well is not enrolled there:
O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep,

—

Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep !

King. Your oath is pass'd to pass away from these.

Biron. Let me say no. my liege, an' if you please
I only swore to study with your grace.
And stay here in your court for three years' space.
Long. You swore to that. Biron, and to the rest.

Biron. By yea and nay. sir. then I swore in jest.

What is the end of study? let me know.
King. Why, that to know, which else we shouM

not know. (mon sense?
Biron. "Things hid and barr'd, you mean, from com-
King. Ay, that is study's god-like recompense.

Biron. Come on, then ; I will swear to study so.

To know the thing I am forbid to know :

As thus,—to study where I well may dine.

When I to feast expressly am forbid

;

Or study where to meet some mistress fine.

When mistresses from common sense are hid

;

(Jr. having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath.
Study to break it, and not break my troth.

1 f study's gain be thus, and this be so.

Study knows that which yet it doth not know :

Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say no.

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite.

And train our intellects to vain delight.

Biron, Why , all delights are vain ;"but that most vain,

Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain :

As, painfuUj' to pore lipon a book
To seek the light of truth : while truth the while

Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look

:

Light, seeking- light, doth light of light begiule

:

So, ere you find vvnere light in darkness lies,

^'our light grows dark by losing of your eyes.

Study me how to please the eye indeed.
By fixing it upon a fairer eye

;

Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed.
And give him light that it was blinded by.

Study is iike the heaven's glorious sun.

That will not be deep-searched with saucy looks

:

Small have continual plodders ever won.
Save base authority from others' books.

These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights.

That give a name to every fixfed star.

Have no more profit of their shining nights
Than those that walk, and wot not "what they are.

Too much to know, is to know nought but fame

;

.•\nd every godfather can give a name.
King. How well he's read, to reason against reading !

Diim. Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding 1

Long. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow the
weeding.

Biron. The spring is near, when green geese are a
Pxm. How follows that ? fbreeding.
Biron. Fit in his place and time.
Diivi. In reason nothing.
Biron. Something, then, in rhyme.
King. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost,

That bites the first-born infants of the sjiring.

Biron. Well, say I am ; why should proud suuuner
boast

Before the birds have any cause to sing?
Why should I joy in an abortive birth ?

.\t Christmas I no more desire a rose
Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled shows ;

liut like of each thing that in season grows.
So you, to study now it is too late.

Climb o'er the house to unlock the little gate.
King. Well, sit you out: go ho'me, Biron: adieu !

Biron. No, my good lord, I have sworn to stay with
you

:

And though I have for barbarism spoke more
Than for that angel knowledge you can say.

Yet confident I'll keep to what I swore.
And bide the penance of each three years' day

Give ine the paper,—let nre read the same

;

And to the strict'st decrees Ml write my name.
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A'/V.'i'. How Kc\l tliii yielding rescues thee from
sUaiiiu I

Hiroii. [Rtatis.] "Item, That no woman shall come
Irilhiu a mile of my court,"—Hath this been pro-
Lon^. Four days ago. [daini'd 1

ISsroii. Let's see the ijenalty. [Reads. ]
" On pain of

losing her tonjjue."—Who devised this penalty 1

Lous: Marry, that did I.

Biron. Sweet lord, and why ?

[.011^. To fright them hence with that dread penalty.
Biron. A dangerous law against jjentility ! [Kctui.'r.

]

" Item, Ifany man be seen to talk with a woman within
tlieterm of three years, he shall endure such public
sliame as the rest of the court can possibly devise."

—

This article, my Uege, yourself must break ;

For well you know, here comes in embassy
The French king's daughter with yourself to speak,

—

A maid of grace and complete majesty,

—

About surrender up of Aquitain
To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid fatlier

:

Therefore this article is made in vain.
Or vainly comes th' admirid princess hither.
Kifi^. What saj' you, lords 't why, this was quite for-

Btron. So stucly evennore is overshot

:

[got.

While it doth study to have what it would,
1 1 doth forget to do the thing it should ;

An\.l when it hath the thing it hunteth most,
"i'is won, as towns with fire ; so won, so lost.

A7«n-. We must of force dispense with this decree ;

She must lie here on mere necessity.
BiroH. Necessity will make us etU forsworn
Three thousand times within this three years* space

;

For every man with his affects is bom.
Not by might master'd, but by special grace :

If I break faith this word shall speak for me,
T am forsworn on mere necessity.

—

bo to the laws at large I write my name

:

[Subscribes.
And he that breaks them in the least degree

Stands in attainder of eternal shame :

Suggestions are to others, as to me ;

liut I believe, although I seem so loth,
I am the last that will last keep his oath.
But is there no quick recreation granted?
A'iwy. Ay, that then; is. Our court, you know, is

With a refined traveller of Spain

;

[haunted
A man in all the world's new fashion planted,
That hath a mint of phrases in his Drain ;

tine, whom the music of his own vain tongue
Doth ravish like enchantmg harmony ;

,\ man of coiupleinents, whom right and wrong
Have chose as umpire of their mutiny ;

This child of fancy, that Arinadohight,
For interim to our studies, shall relate.

In high-born words, the worth of many a knight
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate.

How you delight, my lords, I know not, I

;

Hut, I protest, I love to hear him lie,

And I will use him for my minstrelsy.
BtyoH. Arniado is a most illustrious wight,

A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight.
Loii);. Costard the swain, and he. shall be our sport

;

And, so to study, three years is but short.
linUr Dull, tvith a Uttcr^ and Costard.

Dull. Which is the duke's own person?
Hiron. This, fellow: what wouldst?
Dull. I myself reprehend his own person, for I am

his grace's tharborough : but I would see his own per-
Kiroii. This is he. [son in flesh and blood.
Dull. SigniorArni— Arm— commends you. There's

villainy abroad : this letter will tell you more.
Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof areas touching me.
k'iiig. A letter from the magnificent Armado.
Biron. How long soever the matter, I hope in God

for high words. [patience 1

Long. A high hope for a low heaven : God grant us
Hiron. To near, or forbear laughing?
I.<ini{. Tohearmeekly, sir, and to laugh moderately;

jr to forbe.ir both.
Biron. Well, sir, be it .as the style shall give us

cause tu climb in the merriiiess.
Cost. The matter is to iiic, sir, as concerning Jaipie

iietta. The manner of it is, I was taken with the
Biron. In what iiianner? (manner.
Cost. lu manner and form following, sir ; all those

three : I was seen with her in the m.inor house, sitting
*ith her upon the form, and taken following her into
llio park ; which, pui together, is, in manner and fi

following. Now, sir, for the manner.—it is the manner
of a man to speak to a woman : for the form,—in some
Biron. For the following, sir? I form.
Cost. As it shall follow in my correction : and God

defend the right

!

King. Will" you hear this letter with attention f

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. [the flesh.

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken after

A'ing. [Reads.] " Great deputy, tlie welkins viee-

'cgent, and sole dominator of Navarre, my soul's
•arth's God, and body'sfostering patron,—

"

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet.

King. [Reads.\ " So it is,
—

"

[iiig true, but so.

Cost. It may be so; but if he sayitisso, he is, in tell-

King. Peace !

Cost. —be to me, and every man that dares not fight.

King. No words !

Cost. —of other men's secrets, I beseech you.
King. [Reads.] ".So it is, besieged ivitk sable-

'oloured melancholy, I did commend the black op-

pressing hutnoitr to the viost7uliolesome physic 0/thy
liealth-giving air; and, as Iam a gentlejnan, betoov

myselfto tualk. The time lulteni About tlie sixth
hour; -wlun beasts most graze, birds best peck, and
men sit do7un to that nourishment ivhich is called

supper ; so muchfor the time when. Now for the
ground which ; which, I mean, I walked upon : it is

yclcped thy park. Thenfor the place wJure ; lultere,

I mean, I did encounter that most obscene and pre-
posterous event, that drawethfrom 7ny snoiu-iuhite

pen the ebon-coloured ink, which here thou viewest,

beholdest, surveyesl, orseest: but to tlie place, -where,

it standeth tiorth-north-east and by east from the

locst corner ofthy acrious-knottedgarden ; tliere did
I see tltat low-spirited sTvain, that base minnow of

Cost. Me. [thy mirth,"—
King. [Reads.] " —t/uzt unlettered small-knowing
Cost. Me. [soul,"—
King. [Reads.] " —that shallovi vessel,"—
Cost. Still me.
King. [Reads.] "—which, as I remember, hi^ht
Cost. O me. Costard, '—

King. [Reads.] —" sorted attd consorted, contrary
to thy established proclaimed edict and contitient

cation, luith—with, —O, with—but with this I pas-
Cost. With a wench. [sumtosayw/ierewith,"-
King. [Reads.] "—with a childofourgrandmother

Eve, afemale ; or,forthy more sweet understanding,
a woman. Him, I (as my ever-esteemed duty pricks
jne on) have sent to thee, to receive the meed ofpunish
>ncnt, by thy s-wcit grace's ojfficer, Antony Dull : a
man ofgood repute, carriage, bearing, and estima-
tion."

Dull. Me, an' 't please you : I am Antony Dull.

King. [Reads.] " for Jaquenetta, (so is the weaker
vessel called, which Iapprehended with the aforesaid
s-iuain,J I keep lur as a vessel ofthy law'sfury ; and
shall, at the least of thy s^ueet notice, bring Iter to

trial. Thine, in all complinunts of devoted and
heart-burning heat ofduty,

"Don Adriano de Armado."
Biron. This is not so well as I looked for, but the

best that ever I heard.
King. Ay, the best for the worst.—But, sirrah,

wh.'it say you to this ?

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench.
King. Did you hear the proclamation?
Cost. I do confess much of the hearing it, but little

of the marking of it.

King. It was proclaimed a year's imprisonment to

be taken with a wench. (damosel.
Cost. I was taken with none, sir : I was taken with a
King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel.
Cost. This was no ciamosel neither, sir : she was a

virgin. [virgin.

Kinz. It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed
Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity: I was taken

with a maid.
King. This maid will not serie your turn, sir.

Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir.

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence: you
shall fast a week with l.r.m and water. [imrridge.

Cost. 1 had rather pray a month with nuiltoii and
King. And Don Annilo shall lie your keeper.

—

My lord Biron, see him delivered o'er :

—

And go we, lords, to put in practice
Which each to other Iiath so strongly sworn.

l/:.vcunt King, Longaville, «»W LiUiiiaiii,
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Kiroii. I'll lay my head to any good man's hat,
These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn.

—

Sirrah, come on.
Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir ; for true it is, I was

taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a true girl

and. therefore. Welcome the sour cup of prosperity
Affliction may one day smile again ; and till then. Sit

thee down, sorrow I [Exeunt.

SCENE \\.—Anotlierpart o/lhe Park. Before
Amiado's Hottse.

Enter Annado and Moth.
Arm. Boy, what sign is it, when a man of great

spirit grows melancholy ?

Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad.
Arm. Why, sadiiess is one and the self-same thing.
Moth. No, no ; O lord ! sir, no. [dear imp.
Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melancholy,

my tender Juvenal? fmy tough senior.
Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the working.
Arm. Why tough senior? why tough senior?
Moth. Why tender Juvenal? why tender juvenal?
Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent

cpitheton appertaining to thy young days, which we
Biay nominate tender."
Moth. And I, tough senior, as an appertinent title

to your old time, which we may name tough.
Arm. Pretty, and apt.
Moth. How mean you, sir? I pretty, and my saying

apt? or I apt, and my saying pretty 'i

Arm. Thou pretty, because little.

Moth. Little pretty, because little. Wherefore apt ?

AriH. And therefore apt, because quick.
Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master?
Arvi, In thy condign praise.
Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise.
Arm. What, that an eel -s ingenious?
Moth. That an eel is quick.
Arm. I do say thou art quick in answers: thou
Moth. I am answered, sir. [heatest my blood.
Arm. I love not to be crossed.
Moth. {Aside.'] He speaks the mere contrary,

—

crosses love not him. [the duke.
Arm. I have promised to study three years with
Moth. You may do it In an hour, sir.

Arm. Impossible.
Moth. How many is one thrice told ? [a tapster.
Arm. I am ill at reckoning.—it fitteth the spirit of
Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir.

Arm. I confess both: they are both the varnish of
a complete man.
Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much the

gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to.
Artn. It doth amount to one more than two.
Moth. Which the base vulgar do call three.
Ann. True.
Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study? Now.

here's three studied, ere you'll thrice wink : and ho\v
easy it is to put years to the word three, and study
tliree years in two words, the dancing horse will tell

you.
Aj'jn. A most fine figure

!

Moth. [Aside.] To prove you a cypher.
Arm. I will hereupon confess I am in love: and as

it IS base for a soldier to love, so am I in love with a
base wench. If drawing my sword against the hu-
mour of affection would deliver me from'the reprobate
thought of it, I would take desire prisoner, and ransom
him to any French courtier for a new devised courtesy.
i think scorn to sigh : methinks I should out-swear
Cupid. Comfort me, boy : what great men have been
in love?
Moth. Hercules, master.
Arm. Most sweet Hercules!—More authority, dear

boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, let them be
men of good repute and carriage.

_
Moth. Samson, master: he was a man of good car-

riage, great carriage,—for he carried the town-gates
on his back like a porter : and he was in love.
Arm. O well-knit Samson ! strong-jointed Samson

!

I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou didst
me in carrying gates. I am in love too;—who was
Samson's love, my dear Moth?

.!/('//;. A woman, master.
-irm. Of what coiffplexiont
Moth. Of all the TOur. or the tlirce, or the two ; Cl-

one of the four.

Arm. Tell me precisely of what complexion?
^roth. Of the sea-water green, sir.

.hm. Is that one of the four complexions? (too.

.Moth. As I have read, sir; and the best of tiieni

.Irm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers ; but to

have a love of that colour, methinks Samson had small

reason for it. He surely affected her for her wit.

Moth. It was so. sir. for she had a green mt.
Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red.

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are masked
under such colours.

.lr»i. Define, define, well-educated infant.

Moth. My father's wit, and my mother's tongue,
assist me

!

[and pathetical

!

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child; most pretty
Moth. If she be made of white and red.

Her faults will ne'er be known

;

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred,
.\nd fears by pale-white shown

:

Then, if she fear, or be to blame.
By this you shall not know

;

For still her cheeks possess the same,
Which native she doth owe.

.\ dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of

white and red. [the Beggar?
.-Irm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the Khig and
.Uoth. The world was very guilty of such a ballad

some three ages since : but, I think, now 'tis not to be
found ; or, if it were, it would neither serve for the
\\Titing nor the tune.
Arm. I will have that subject newly writ o'er, tliat

I may example my digression by some mighty prece-

dent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that 1 took in

the park with the rational hind Costard : she deserves
well. [love than my master.

Moth. [Aside.] To be whipped ; and yet a better

Arm. Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love.

Jl/oth. And that's great marvel, loving a light wenck
Arm. I say, sing.

Moth. Forbear till this company be past.

Enter Dull, Costard, awrf Jaquenetta.
D7ill. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that you keep

Costard safe : and you must let him take no delight,

nor no penance : but a' must fast three days a ^veek.

For this damsel, I must keep her at the park : she is

allowed for the d.iy-woman. Fare you well.

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing.—Maid.

Ji2q. Man.
Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge.

yaq. That's hereby.
A rm. I know where it is situate.

yaq. Lord, how wise you are I

A nn. I will tell thee wonders.
Jaq. With that face ?

.1 rm. I love thee.

Ji-iq. So 1 heard you say.
Arm. And so farewell.

Jaq. Fair weather after you !

Dull. Come, Jaquenetta ; away.
[Exeunt Dull and Jaquenetta.

Arm. 'Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences ere

tliou be pardoned. (on a full stomach.

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do it

A rm. Thou shalt be heavily punished.

Cost. I am more bound to you than your fellows,

for they are but lightly rewarded.
Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up.

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave ; away ;

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir : I will fast, being

ose. [to prison.

,IA5//i. No, sir ; that were fast and loose ; thou shalt

Cost. 'Well, if ever I do see the merr>' days of deso-

lation that I have seen, some shall see

—

Moth. What shall some see ?

Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but what they

look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent

in their words ; and therefore I will say nothing : I

tliank God I have as little patience as another man

;

and therefore I can be quiet.
[Exeunt Moth and Costard.

Arm. I do affect the very ground, which is b;ise,

where her .shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot,

which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn,

(which is a great argument of falsehood,) if I love:

and how c.in that be true love, which is f.ilsely at-

tempted? Love is a famiHar ; Love is a devil: there-

is no evil angel but Love. Yet was Samson so

tempted,—and he had an excellent strength ;
yet was
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Solomon so seduced,—and he had a verj' <;oo(i » it.

Cupid's butt-shaft is too hard for Hercules' club ; and
therefore too nu\ch odds for a Spaniard's rapier. Tlic

first and second clause will not serve my turn ; the

passado he respects not, the duello he regards lun :

his disgrace is to be called boy; but his glory is.

to subdue men. Adieu, valour! rust, rapier! be still,

drum! for your manager is in love ; yea, he lovetli.

Assist me some extemporal god of rhyme, for I am
sure I shall turn sonneteer. Devise, wit 1 write, peu !

(or I am for whole volumes in folio 1 {Exit.

ACT II.

SCENE l.—A part of the Park. A Pavilioti aits!

Tints at a distance.

Enterthe Princess of France, Rosaline, Maria, Katha-
rine, Boyet, Lords, and other Attendants.

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dearest spirits:

Consider whom the king your father sends ;

To whom he sends ; and what "s his embassy :

Yourself, held precious in the world's esteem,
To parley with the sole inheritor

Of all perfections that a maji may owe.
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight
Than Aquitain,—a dowry for a queen.
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace.
As nature was in making graces dear.
When she did starve the general world beside.
And prodigally gave them all to you.
Prin. Good lord Boyet.niy beauty, though but mean,

Needs not the painted tlourish of your praise :

Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye,
Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues :

I am less proud to hear you tell my worth.
Than you much willing to be counted wise
1 n spending your wit in the praise of mine.
But now to task the tasker :—Good Boyet,
You are not ignorant, all-telling fame
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow.
Till painful study shall out-wear three years.
No woman may approach his silent court

:

Therefore to us seem'th it a needful course.
Before we enter his forbidden gates.
To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf.
Bold of your wortliiness, we single you
As our best moving fair solicitor ;

Tell him, the daughter of the king of Fr.ance,
On serious business, craving quick despatch.
Importunes personal conference with his grace

:

Haste, signify so much ; while we attend.
Like humble-visag'd suitors, his high wilL
Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go.
Prin All pride is wilUng pride, and yours is so.

—

\_Exit Boyet.
^V^lO are the votaries, my loving lords.

That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ?

1 l^rd. LongaviUe is one,
Prin. Know you the man ?

.Mar. I know him, madam : at a marriage feast.
Between Lord Perigort and the beauteous heir
Of J.acques Faulconbridge, solemnized
In Normandy, saw I this LongaviUe

:

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem'd
;

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms:
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well.

The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss,

(If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,)

is a sharp wit match'd with too blunt a will

;

Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills

It should none spare that come within his power.
Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike ; is't so ?

Mar. They say so most that most his humours know.
Prin. Such short-liv'd wits do wither as they grov.'.

Who are the rest ?

Kath. The young Dumain,a wcll-accomplish'd youth,
Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd :

.Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill

;

For he hath wit to make an ill shape goorl.
And shape to win grace though he had no wit.
I saw him at the duke Aloncon's once
And much too little of th.it good 1 saw
Is my report to his great worthiness.
Rot. Another of iliese students .at that time

Was there with him: if I have heard a truth,
Uiron they call him ; but a merrier man,

Within the limit of becoming mirlli,

I never spent an hour's talk withal

:

1 lis eye begets occasion for his wit

;

I'or every object that the one doth catch,

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest.

Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor,)

Delivers in such apt and gracious words,
Tliat aged ears play truant at his tales,

.\nd younger hearings are quite ravished ;

So sweet and voluble is his discourse.

Prin. God bless my ladies 1 are they all in love.

That every one her own hath garnished
With such bedecking ornaments of praise!

I Lord. Here comes Boyet.
Re-enter Boyet.

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord ?

Boyet. N.avarre had notice of your fair approach

;

And he and his competitors in oath,

^Vere all address'd to meet you, gentle lady,

Before I came. Marry, thus much I ha\ e learnt.

He rather means to lodge you in the field.

Like one that comes here to besiege his court.

Than seek a dispensation for his oath,

To let you enter his unpeopled house.

Here comes Navarre. [The ladies mask.
Enter King, LongaviUe, Dumain, Biron, and

Attendants.
A'/«,j'. Fair princess, welcome to the court of

Navarre.
Prin. "Fair," I give you back again; and "wel-

come " I have not yet : the roof of this court is too

high to be yours ; and welcome to tlie wide fields too

base to be mine.
R'in^. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court.

Prin. I will be welcome, then : conduct me thither.

Kin^. Hear me, dear lady, I have sworn an oath.

Prin. Our lady help my lord ! he'll be forsworn.

Kin^. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will.

Przn. Why, will shall break it ; will, and nothing else.

Kinir. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is.

Pnn. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise.

Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance.

1 hear your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping :

Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord,

And sin to break it.

But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold :

To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me.
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming,
.A.nd suddenly resolve me in ray suit.

[Gives a paper.

King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may.
Prin. 'You will the sooner, that I were away

;

For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me stay.

Biron. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once !

Ros. Did not 1 dance with you in Brabant once?
Biron. I know you did.

]
Bos. How needless was it, then.

To ask the question

!

I
Biron. You must not be so quick.

1
Ros. 'Tis 'long of you, that spur me with such

questions.
Biron. Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast, 'twill

tire.

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire.

Biron. What time o' d.ay !

Ros. The hour that fools should ask.

Biron. Now fair befall your mask !

Ros. Fair fall the face it covers

!

Biron. And send you many lovers 1

Ros. Amen, so you be none.
Biron. Nay, then I will be gone.
Ring. Madam, your father here doth intimate

The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ;

Being but the one half of an entire sum,
Disbursid by my father in his wars.
But say that he, or we, (as neither have.)

Rccciv'd that sum, yet there remains unjjaid

A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the which,
< >ue part of Atpiitain is bound to us,

Although not valu'd to the mrmey's worth.

i
If, then, the king your father will restore

: Hut that one half which is unsatisfied,

I
U'c will give up our right in Aquit.ain,

I And hold fair friendship with his miljesly.

I

Hut that, it seems, he little purposeth ;

I

For here he doth demand to have repaiil

A hundred thousand crowns ; and not ilemands,
lun payment of a hundred thousand crowns,
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To liave his title live in Aquitain ;

Which we much rather had depart withal.

And have the money by our father lent.

Than Aquitain, so gelded as it is.

Dear princess, were not his requests so far

From reason's yieldincr, your fair self should make
A yieldinij;^, 'tjainst some reason, in my breast,

And tjo well satisfied to France ag^ain.

Prin. Vou do the king my father too much wrong,
And wrong- the reputation of your name,
In so unseeming: to confess receipt
Of that v.-hich hath so faithfully been paid.
Kin^. I do protest, I never heard of it

;

And if you prove it, I'll repay it back,
Or yield up Aquitain.

Pri7i. We arrest your word.

—

Boyet, you can produce acquittances
For such a sum, from special officers

Of Charles his father.
King, Satisfy me so.

Boyet, So please your grace, the packet is not come,
Where that and other specialties are bound :

To-morrow you shall have a sight of them.
King. It shall suffice me : at which interview.

All liberal reason I will yield unto.
Meantime, receive such welcome at my hand,
As honour, without breach of honour, may
I^Iake tender of to thy true worthiness :

You may not come, fair princess, in my gates

;

But here without, you shall be so receiv'd.

As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart.
Though so denied fair harbour in my house.
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell

:

'1 o-morrow sliall we visit you again. [grace !

Prut. Sweet health and fair desires consort your
King, Thy own wish wish I thee in ever>' place !

\Iixeunt King and his irai)i.

Hiron. Lady, I will commend you to mine own
heart.

_
[glad to see it.

Ros. Pray you, do my commendations ; I would be
Bir07i. I would, you heard it groan.
Ros. Is the fool sick?
Bli'on. Sick at the heart.
Ros. Alack ! let it blood.
Biron. "Would that do it good?
Ros. My physic says, ay.
Biron. Will you prick 't with your eye 1

Ros. "Ho point, with my knife.
Biro7i. Now, God save thy life !

Ros. And yours from long living !

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgivmg. [Retiring.
Dion. Sir, I pray you, a word : what lady is that

same?
Boyet, The heir of Aien^on, Rosaline her name.
Dufn, A gallant lady. Monsieur, fare you well.

[Exit.

Long. I beseech you a word : what is she in the
white ? [light.

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an' you saw her in the
Long, Perchance, light in the light. I desire her

name. [were a shame.
Boyet. She hath but one for herself: to desire that.

Long, Pray you, sir, whose daughter?
Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard.
Long. God's blessing on your beard 1

Boyet, Good sir. be not otfended.
Slie is an heir of F'aulconbridge.
Long. Nay. my choler is ended.

She is a most sweet lady.
Boyet, Not unlike, sir; that may be. {F.xit Long.
Biron. What's her name, in the cap?
Boyet. Katharine, by good hap.
Biron. Is she wedded, or no?
Boyet. To her will, sir, or so.

Biroit, You are welcome, sir: adieu.
Boyet. Farewell to me, sir. and welcome to you.

\Exit Biron.

—

Ladies untnask.
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry matl-cap lord

:

Not a word with him but a jest.

Boyet. And every jest but a word.
Prin. It waswelldoneofyou to takehimathisword.
Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as he was to board.
Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry ]

Boyet. . And wherefore not ships?
No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips.

Mar. Vou sheep, and I pasture: shall that fnii^-hthe

Boyet, So you grant pasture for me. [J«^^tV

lOjffiring to kiSi- ht:r.

Mar. Not so, gentle beast:
My lips are no common, though several they be.

Boyet, Belonging to whom?
Mar. To my fortunes and me.
Prin. Good wits will be jangling ; but, gentles, agree

:

This civil war of wits were much better used
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 'tis abused.
Boyet. If my observation, (which very seldom lies,)

By the heart's still rhetoric disclosed with eyes,
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected.
Prin, With what?
Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, affected.
Prin, Your reason.
Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their retire,

To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire :

Hiis heart, like an agate, with your print impress'd,
Proud with his form, in his eye pride express'd :

Mis tongue, all impatient to speak and not see.

Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be ;

All senses to that sense did make their repair,

To feel only looking on fairest of fair.

Methought all his senses were lock'd in his eye.
As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ;

[glass'd,

\Vho, tend'ring their own worth, from where they were
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass'd :

His face's own mar^ent did quote such amazes.
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes.
I'll give you Aquitain, and all that is his,

Au' you give hiui for my sake but one loving kiss.

Prin. Come to our pavilion : Boyet is dispos'd

—

Boyet. But to speak that in words, which his eye
1 only have made a mouth of his eye, [hath disclos'd :

By adding a tongue, which I know will not lie.

Ros, Thou art an old love-monger, and speak "st

skilfully. [him.

Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news of

Ros. Then was Venus like her mother, for her father

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches? [isbutgrim.
Mar, No.
Boyet. What, then, do you see ?

Ros. Ay, our way to be gone.
Boyet, You are too hard for me,

[Exeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Another /'art ofthe Pari.

Enter Armado and Moth,

Ar>n. Warble, child : make passionate my sense of

Moth.. [Singing.! Concotinet— [hearing.

Arm. Sweet air!—Go, tenderness of years; take
this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring liim

festinateiy hither : I must employ him in a letter to my
love. [brawls

Moth. Master, will you win your love with a l-'rencli

Arm. How meanest thou •? brawling in French?
Moth. No, my complete master : butto jigotfatune

at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, hu-

mour it wth turning up your eye-lids ; sigh a note am I

sing a note ; sometime through the throat, as if yo\;

swallowed love by singing love ; sometime through
the nose, as if you snutfed up love by smelling love ;

with your hat penthouse-like, o'er the shop of your
ijyes; with your arms crossed on your thin ben\-
doublet, like a rabbit on a spit ; or your hands in j-our

pocket, like a man after the old painting; and keep
not too long in one tune, but a sni]) and away. These
are complements, these are humours; these betr.ry

nice wenches, that would be betrayed without these

;

and make them men of note, (do you note, menV)
tli.it most are affected to these.
Ar7n. How hast thou purchased this experience?
Moth. By my penny of observation.

Arm. But O—but C—
Moth. —the hobby-horse is forgot.

Arm. Callest thou iny love hobby-horse!
Moth. No, master ; the hobby-horse is but a colt,

lud your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have you
lorgot your love?
.Inn. Almost I had.
.Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by heart.

Ar>n. Bv heart, and in heart, boy. [will prove.

.Moth. And out of heart, master : all those three I

Ann. What wilt thou prove?
Moth. A man, if 1 live ; and this, by. in. and with-

out, upon the instant : by hcait you love her, liecnnse
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your heart cannot come by her ; in heart you love her,
Iiccause your heart is in love with her ; and out of
lieart you love her, beine out of heart that you cannot
Arm. I am all these three. [enjoy liei.

' Moth. And three times as much more,—and yut
nothini; at all. (letter.

.Iri'n. Fetch hither the swain : he must carry nie :i

Afoth. A message well sympathised ; a horse to be
embassador for an ass.

Arm. Ha, ha 1 what sayest thou?
Moth. Marry, sir, you nuist send the as > upon the

horse, for he is very slow-gaited ; but I go.
Arm. The way is but short : away !

Moth. As swift as lead, sir.

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious?
Js not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow!
Moth. Mhiime, honest master; orrather, master, no.
Arm. 1 say, lead is slow.
Moth. You are too swift, sir, to r.ay so :

Is that lead slow which is fir'd from a gun!
Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric

!

He reputes me a cannon ; and the bullet, that's he :—
1 shoot thee at the swain.
Moth. Thump, then, and I flee, \p.xit.
Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free of

grace !

—

By thy favour, sweet welkin, 1 must sigh in thy face :

.Nfost rude melancholy, valour gives thee place.—

.My herald isretum'd.

Re-enter Moth -with Costard.

Moth. K wonder, master 1 here's a Costard broken
in a shin.

drm. Some enigma, some riddle: come,—thy
I'envoy

;

—begin.
Cost. No egma, no riddle, no I'envoy , no s.Tlve in

them all, sir : O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain ! no
i'envoy, no i'envoy ; no salve, sir, but a plain plantain
Ami. By virtue, thou enforces! laughter ; thy silly

thought, my spleen: the heaving of my lungs pro-
vokes me to ridiculous smiling,—O pardon ine, my
stars ! Doth the inconsiderate take salve for fenvoy.
and the word renvoy for a salve !

Moth. Do the wise think them other! is not Cenvoy
a «>lve •>. [make plain
Arm. No, page : it is an epilogue, or discourse, to

Some obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain.
1 will example it

:

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee.
Were still at odds, being but three.

There's the moral. Now the ['envoy.
.Moth. I will add the i'envoy. Say the moral again.
Arm. The fox. the ape, and the humble-bee.

Were still at odds, being but three.
Moth, Until the goose came out of door.

And stay^ the odds by adding four.
Now will I begin your moral, and do you irllow with
my i'envoy.

The fox, the ape, and the humble.'oee.
Were still at odds, being but three.

Arm. Until the goose came out of door.
Staying the odds by adding four.

Moth. A good Ceiivoy, ending in the goose : would
you desire more ! [that's flat.—

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose.
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be fat.
To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast anil loose :

I.et me see,—a fat i'envoy ; .ly, that's a fat goose.
Arm. Come hither, come hither. How did this

argument begin ?

Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken in a
Then call'd you for the I'envoy. [shin.

Cost. True, and I for a plantain : thus came your
argument in ;

Then the boy's fat tenvoy, the goose that you bought

;

And he ended the m.arket.
Arm. But tell me ; how was there a costard broken
Moth. I will tell you sensibly. I in a shin

;

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it. Moth : I will tpeik
tliat renvoy :

I. Costard, running out, that was safely within,
lell over the threshold and broke my shin.
Arm. We will talk no more of this matter."
Cott. Till there be more m.ntter in the shin.
Arm. Sirr.ah Costard, I will enfranchise thee.
Cost. O, marry me to one Frances:— I smell some

/'<'«7'i>y, some goose, in this.

Arm. By my SMTeet *oul, I mean setting thee at

liberty, enfreedoming thy person : thou wc rt immured,
restrained, captivated, bound.

Cost. True, true ; and now you will be my purga-
tion, and let me loose.
.trm. I give thee thy liberty, set thee from durance

;

.uid in lieu thereof, nnpose upon thee nothing but
tills ;—f (wri;/- a ietter.] Bear this significint to the
cinintry maid Jaquenetta. [Giving' money. \ There
is remuneration ; for the best ward of mine honour is
rewarding my dependents.—Moth, follow. [Exit.
Moth. Like the sequel, I.—Signior Costard, adieu.
Cost. My sweet ounce of man's flesh I my incony

Jew!— [£«•/ Moth.
Now will I look to his remuneration. Remuneration

!

O, that's the Latin word for three farthings: three
farthings,—remuneration.—"What's the price of this
inkle 'if"—" A penny."—"No, I'll give you a remunera-
tion :" why, it carries it.—Remuneration :—why, it is a
fairer name than French crown. 1 will never buy antl
sell out of this word.

Enter Biron.

O, my good knave Costard ! exceedinglyBiron.
ell met.
Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation riband

may a man buy for a remuneration?
Biron. What is a remuneration?
Cost. Marry, sir, half-penny farthing.
Biron. O, why then, three-farthings-CPith of silk.
Cost. I thank your worship : Godoewi'you.
Biron. O, stay, slave ; I nmst employ thee :

As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave.
Do one thing for me that I sjiall entreat.

Cost. When would you have it done, sir!
Biron. O, this afternoon.
Cost. Well, 1 will do it, sir ! fare you well.
Biron. O, thou knowest not what it is.

Cost. I shall knoWj sir, when I have done it,

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first. (ing.
Cost. 1 will come to your worship to-morrow morn-
Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, slave

It is but this :

—

The princess comes to hunt herein the park.
And in her train there is a gentle lady ;.

When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her
name,

.\nd Rosaline they call her : ask for her

;

.\nd to her white hand see thou do commend
This seal'd-up counsel. [Gives him money.} There's

thy guerdon ; go.
Cost. Guerdon,—O sweet guerdon ! better than re-

muneration ; eleven-pence farthing better: most
sweet guerdon !—I will do it, sir, in print.—Guerdon-
remuneration. [Exit.
Biron. O,—and I, forsooth, in love ! I, that have-

been love's whip

;

A very beadle to a humorous sigh

;

A critic, nay, a night-watch constable
;A domineering pedant o'er the boy.

Than whom no mortal so magnificent

!

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy ;

This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid

,

Repjent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms,
Th anointed sovereign of sighs and groans.
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents.
Dread prince of plackets, king of cod-pieces,
Sole imperator and great general
Of trotting paritors: (O my little heart U
And I to be a corporal of his field.
And we.ar his colours Uke a tumbler's hoop

:

What ! I love 1 I sue ! I seek a wife !

'

A woman that is like .a German clock.
Still a repairing ; ever out of frame

;

And never going aright, being a watch.
But being watch'd that it may still go right

!

N.ay, to be perjur'd, which is worst of all;
And, among three, to love the worst of all ;

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow.
With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes

;

\v, and, by heaven, one that will do the deed, ,

Inough Argus were her eunuch and her guard:
And 1 to sigli for her I to watch for her

!

I'o pray for her ! Go to : it is a plague
rii.at Cupid will impose for my neglect
Of his almighty dreadful little might.
Well, I willlove, write, sigh, pray, sue, f^oan

:

Some mon must love my lady, and some Joan,
[Exit.
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ACT IV
SCHXE \.—Avothe!- fiirt o/the ParJ;.

P.ttterthe Princess, Rosaline, Maria, Katharine, Rnyet,
Lords, Attendants, and a Forester.

Prin. Was that the kin.E;. that spurr'd his horse so
Against the steep uprising of the hill ? [hard
Boyet. I know not ; but I think it was not he.
Priji. Whoe'er he was, he show'd a mounting mind.

Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch ;

(Jn Saturday we will return to France.

—

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush
Tliat we must stand and play the murderer in?
For. Hereby, upon the edge of yonder coppice

;

A stand where you may make the fairest shoot.
Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot.

And thereupon thou speak'st the fairest shoot.
For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so.

Prin. What, what ? firstpraiseme, andagainsay no
O short-Iiv'd pride ! Not fair? alack for woe !

For. Yes, madam, fair.

Prin. Nay, never paint me now

:

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow.
Here, good my glass i^Gz'^z??^ /;;?« 7noney.\ Take

this for telling true :

Fair payment for foul words is more than due.
For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit.
Prin. See, see ! my beauty will be sav'd by merit.

O heresy in fair, fit for these days 1

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.

—

But come, the bow :—now mercy goes to kill,

And shooting well is then accounted ill.

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot

:

Not wounding, pity would not let me do 't

:

If wounding, then it was to show my skill,

That more for praise than purpose meant to kill.

And out of question, so it is sometimes ;

Glory grows guilty of detested crimes,
When, for fame's sake, for praise, an outward part.
We bend to that the working of the heart

;

As I for praise alone now seek to spill

The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill.

Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-sovereignty
Only for praise' sake, when they strive to be
Lords o'er their lords ?

Prin. Only for praise ; and praise we may afford
To any lady that subdues a lord.
Boyet. Here comes a member of the commonwealth.

Enter Costard.
Cost. God dig-you-den all ! Pray you, which is the

head lady? [have no heads.
I'rin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest that
Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest?
Prin. The thickest, and the tallest. [truth.
Cost. The thickest, and the tallest I it is so ; truth is

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit,
One o' these maids' girdles for your waist should be fit.

Are notyouthechiefwoman ? you are the thickest here.
Prin. What 's your will, sir ? what 's your will ?

Cost. I have a letter from monsieur Biron to one
lady Rosaline. [mine

:

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ! he *s a good friend of
St.and aside, good bearer.—Boyet, you can carve

;

lireak up this capon.
Boyet. I am bound to serve.

—

This letter is mistook ; it importeth none here :

It is writ to Jaquenetta.
Priti. We will read it, I swear.

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear.
Boyet. \Reads.'\ " By heaven, that thou art fair, is

viost in/attible ; tme, thatthon art beanteous ; truth
itse//, that thou artloz'ely. Afore /hirer timn /air,
beaiiti/ul than beauteous, truer than truth itsel/,

have commiseration on thy hcroicat 'vassal! The
nta}^naJti7nous and most illustrate kin^ Coflutua set
eye upon tlte pernicious and iiulubitate begf^ar Zene-
iophon : and he it 7uas that nti^ht rightly say Veni,
villi, vici ; which to anatomize in the vulgar, {O base
and obscure vulgar t) videlicet, He came, sair, and
overcame ; he carne, one ; saw, tjvo ; overcame, three.
11 'ho came ? the king : IVhy did he come ? to see : JVhy
did lie sec ! to overcome : To whom came he ? to the
lieg!;ar : ll'hat sa7v he ? the beggar. H'hom o^ier-

aine he f the beggar. The conclusion is victory : on
whose side'l the kin^s : the captive is enriched : on
whose side ? the beggar's. The catastrophe is a nup.
tiat : on whose .'iide f the king's.—no, on both in one.

or one in both. J a»t the king;/or so stands the com -

parison : thou the beggar ; /cnr so witnesseth thy
lowliness. Shall 1 command thy loz'c ? I jnay : Shall
I en/one thy Ivzie ? J could: Sliall I entreat thy love ?
I will. II 'hat shalt thou e.vchange for rags 1 robes ;

/or tittles ? titles ; /or thyselfI tne. Thus, expecting
thy reply, I pro/ane tny lips on thy/cot, my eyes on
thy picture, and my Juart on thy everypart.

Thi>!.c, in the dearest design 0/Industry,
Don Adrianod^ Annado."

Thus dost thou hear the Nemean Hon roar
'Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey

:

Submissive fall his princely feet before,
And he from forage will incline to play

:

But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then?
Food for his rage, repasture for his den.

Prin. What plume of feathers is he that indited this
letter? [better;

What vane, what weather-cock ? did you ever hear
BoySt. I am much deceiv'd, but I remember the style.
Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o'er it ere-

while. [in court

;

Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps here
A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport
To the prince and his book-mates.
Prin. Thou, fellow, a word.

Who gave thee this letter?
Cost. I told you ; my lord.
Prin. To whom shouldst thou give it ?

Cost. From my lord to my lady.
Prin. From which lord, to which lady?
Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of mine,

To a lady of France, that he call'd Rosaline.
Pri}i. Thou hast mistaken his letter.—Come, lords,

away.

—

Here, sweet, put up this : 'twill be thine another day.
[Exeunt Princess and Train.

Boyet. Who is the suitor? who is the suitor?
Ros. Shall I teach you to know?
Boyet. Ay, my continent of beauty.
Kos. Why, she that bears the bow.

Finely put ofl"!

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns : but, ifthou marrj'.
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miscarrj*.
Finely put on I

Ros. Well then, I am the shooter.
Boyet. And who is your deer?
Ros. If we choose by the horjis, yourself: come not

Finely put on, indeed ! [near.
Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet.'and she

strikes at the brow.
'

[now?
Boyet. But she herself is hit lower : have I hit her
Ros. Shall I come upon thee with an old sayin",

that was a man when king Pepin of France was a little

boy. as touching the hit it?

Boyet. So may I answer thee with one as old, that
was a woman when queen Guineverof Britain was a
little wench, as touching the hit it.

Ros. " Thou canst not hit it, hit it, hit it.

Thou canst jiot hit it, my good fnatt."
Boyet. "An /cannot, cannot, cannot,

An /cannot, another can."
[Exeunt Ros. and Kath.

Cost. Bymy troth, most pleasant : how both did fit it

!

Afar. A mark marvellous well shot, for they both
did hit it.

Boyet. A mark I O, mark hut that mark! a mark,
says my lady

!

[be.
Let the mark have a prick in 't, to mete at, if it may

.^/ar. Wide o' the bow hand 1 i' faith your hand is nut.
Cost. Indeed a' must shoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit

the clout. [is in.

Boyet. An' ifmy hand be out, then belike your hantl
Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving the

pin. [foul.
Afar. Come. come, you talk greasily ; your lips grow
Cost. She's too h.ird for you at pricks, sir : challenge

her to bowl.
Boyet. I fear too much rubbing. . Good night, my

good owl. [Exeunt Boyet and Maria.
Cost. Bj'.my soul, a swain 1 a most simple clown!

Lord, lord 1 how the ladies and I have put him down!
O' my troth, most sweet jests 1 most incony\nilgar wit!
When it comes so smoothly off. so obscenely, as it

were, so fit,

Armatho o' the one side,—O, a most dainty man !

To see him walk befoi'e a lady, and to bear her fan I ,
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To ice him kiss liis liaiui I and how most sweetly a'
will swear 1—

And his pasie o" t'other side, that handful of wit!
Ah. heavens, it is a most pathetieai nit

!

[ShoiaiH^ wiihiii.\ Sola, sola 1 [J-xit rUHnin^.

SCENE n.—Aiiot/ierpart o/tlie Park.

EnUy Holofenics, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull.

Xath. Very reverend sport, truly ; and done in the
testimony of a good conscience.

Hoi. The deer was, as you know, sanguis, —

m

blood ; ripe as a poniewater, who now hanjjeth hke a
jewel in the ear of <ra-/£).—the sky, the \velkin, the
he;iven ; and anon falleth Uke a crab on the face of
Urra,—the soil, tlie land, the e.irth.
Xath. Truly, master Holofernes, the epithets are

sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least : but, sir, 1

assure ye, it was a buck of the first head.
Hot. Sir Nathaniel, Juxtid credo.
Dull. 'Twas not a. liaud credo ; 'Hvas a pricket.
Jfol. Most barbarous intimation I yet a kind of in-

sinuation, as it were, in via, in way, of explication

;

I'acere, as it were, replication, or, rather, ostentare. to
show, as it were, his mclination,—after his undressed,
unpolished, uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or,
rather, unlettered, or, ratherest, unconfirmed fasliion,—to insert ag-ain my hand credo for a deer.
Dull. I said the deer was not a hand credo, 'twas a
'cket

99
Nalh. Sir, I praise the Lord for yon : aii.l so m.iymy parishioners; for their sons are well tulorcd bv

you, and their dausjliters profit very greatly uudeV
you : you are a good member of the couunonwe.Uth.
Hoi. Afehercle I if their sons be ingenious, they

shall want no mstruction ; if their daughters be capa-
ble. I will put it to them : but, vir sapit qui fauca
lotjuitur. A soul feminine saluteth us.

Enter Jaquenetta ajid Costard.
Jciq. God give you good morrow, master person.
//()/. Master person, — ok<ui' pers-on. An if one

should be pierced, which is the one?
Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is likest

to a hogshead.
Hoi. Of piercing a hogshead I a good lustre of con.

ceit in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint, pearl
enough for a swine : 'tis pretty ; it is well.
Jaq. Good master parson, \Givins a letter to Nath.t

be so good as read nie this letter : it was given me by
Costard, and sent me from Don Armatho : I beseech
you, read it.

Hoi. Faitste, precor gelida quando pecits onine sub
umbra Kumiuat,—and so forth. Ah, good old Man-
tuan I I may speak of thee as the traveller dotli ot
\ enice

:

—yenegia, yoiegia,
Chi non te vede, ei iton tepregia.

Old Mantuan, old Mantuan ! Who understandeth
thee not, loves thee not.— W, re, sol, la, j,ii, fa.-

Hot. Twice sod siinpHcity, bis cactus .'— O thou Under pardon, sir, what are the contents ? or, rather.
monster ignorance, how deformed dost thou look 1

Xath. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that a. _
bred in a book ; he hath not eat paper, as it were ; he
hath not drunk ink : his intellect is not replenished ; he
is only cUi animal, only sensible in the duller parts

:

And such barren plants are set before us, that we
thankful should be

(Which we of taste and fecUng are) for those parts
that do fructify in us more than he.

For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet,
or a fool, fa school

:

So, were there a p.itch set on learning, to see him in
Bufc otnne bene, say I ; being of an old father's mind.
Many can brook the weather, that love not the winil.
Dull. Ifou two are book-men : can you tell by your

wit. [weeks old as yet ?

What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not five
Hnl. Dictynna, goodnian Dull : Dictynna, goodman
Dull. What is Dictynna? [Dull.
Xath. A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon.
Hoi. The moon was a month old when Adam was

no more

;

[score.
And raught not to five weeks, when he came to five-
The allusion holds in the exchange. (exchange.
Dull. 'Tis true indeed; the collusion holds in tlie
Hoi. God comfort thy capacity ! I say, the allusion

holds in the exchange.
Dull. And I say, the pollusion holds in the ex-

change ; for the moon is never but a month old : and
I say beside, that 'twas a pricket tliat the princess
killed.

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal
epitaph on the death of the deer? and, to humour the
Ignorant, I have call'd the deer the princess killed, a
pricket. [shall please you to abrogate scurrility.
Art/A. Prrge, good nuaster Holofernes, /^r^d ,- so it

Hoi. I will something affect the letter, for it argues
faciUty.

^

The praiseful princess pierc'd and prick'd a pretty
pleasingpricket

;

[sore 7vith s/woting.
Sor>u say a sore ; but not a sore, till now made

T/te dogs did yell: put I to sore, then sorel jumps
/rom thicket

;

[hootinir.
Or pricket, sore, or else sorel ; the people /all a

1/ sore be sore, then I to sore 7nakes fifty sores O
sore 1

1

{morel.
Of one sore I a hundred make, by adding but one
Xath. A rare talent I (claws him with a talent.
Dull. [Aside.] If a t.ilent Ik: a claw, look how he
Hoi. This IS a gift tint I have, shnple. shiiple; a

foolish extravagant s|)irit, fuUof fonns, figures, sh.ipes,
objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, revolutions:
th<:-,e are begot in the ventricle of memory, nourished
in the womb o( pia mater, and delivered upon the
mellowing of occasion. But the gift is good in those
in whom it is acute, and I am ihaiikfiil for it.

as Horace says in his—[5(f« the writing in t/te letter.)
What, my soul, verses ?

Xath. Ay, sir, and very learned.
Hoi. Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse : lege,

dontine.
Xath. \Rcads.'\

"Iflove -make tne fors^oorn, how shall I s^ocar to
lave ?

Ah, ne^erfaith could hold, ifnot to beauty vowed '

Though to myselffors^vorn, to thee I'llfaithfulprove;
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers

bowed.
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine eyes,

IVhere all those pleasures live t/iat art -would com-
prehend:

Ifknowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffice ;
IFell learned is that tongue, titat well can thee

commend: \der,—
All Ignorant that soul, tliat sees thee without won-

lyhich is to mesome praise, tlialI thypartsadmire
Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice hisdreadful

thunder,
n'hich, not to anger bent, is music and stueetfire.

Celestial as thou art, O, pardon love this wrong,
Tliat sings heaven's praise with such an earthly

tongue I'*

IIol. You find not the apostrophes, and so miss the
accent: let me supervise the canzonet. [Takes tin
letter.] Here are only numbers ratified ; but, for the
elegancy, facihty, and golden cadence of poesy, caret.
Ovidius Naso was the man : and why, indeed, Naso,
but for smeUing out the odoriferous flowers of fancy,
the jerks of invention? /««'/a>-!' is nothing : so doth
the hound his master, the ape his keeper, the 'tired
horse his rider.—But, damosella virgin, was this di-
- cted to you ? [the strange queen's lords.
Jaq. Av, sir; from one Monsieur Biron, one of
Hoi. I will overglance the sujjerscript :—(AVnt/j.l
To the sno7o-white liandofthe most beauteous ladv

Rosaline." I will look again on the intellect of the
letter, for the nomination of the party writing to the
person written unto -.—{Reads.] " Vonr ladyship's, in
all desired employment, Biron."—Sir Nathaniel, this
liiroii IS one of the votaries with the king ; and here
he hath framed a letter to a sequent of tne stranger
queen's, which, accidentally, or by the way of pro-
,'ression, hath miscarried.—Trip and go, my sweet

;

lehver this paper into the royil hand of the king: it
n.iy concern much. St.iy not thy coniplhii .-nt ; ffor-
give thy duty: adieu.
faq. Good Costard, go with me.—Sir, Cod sa\a

your hfe !

Cost. Have with thee, my girl.

Uixriint Cost, and J,i<|.
Aath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God,

very religiously ; and, as a certain father saith—
Hoi. Sir, tell not iiie of the father ; I do fear colour
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aole colours. But to return to the verhes: did tlicy

please you. Sir Nathaniel?
Nath. Marvellous well for the pen.
Hoi. I do dnie to-day at the father's of a certain

pupil of mine ; where, if, before repast, it shall please
you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, on my
privilege I have with the parents of the foresaid child

or pupil, undertake your ben veiiuto ; where I will

prove those verses to be very unlearned, neither

savouriniT of poetry, wit, nor invention : I beseech
your society.

.Vath. And thank you too; for society (saith the
text) is thehappiness of life.

Hoi. And, certes, the text most infallibly concludes
it.

—

]^To Dull.] Sir, 1 do invite you too; you shall not

sny me nay : patica verba. Away ! the gentles are .it

thoir ^ame, and we will to our recreation. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—AnoUierpart oftJie Park.

Entey Biron, tvith a paper.

BiroH. The king he is hunting the deer; I aui

coursing myself: they have pitched a toil ; I am toil-

ing in a" pitch, pitch that defiles: defile I a foul word;
NVell, sit thee down, sorrow ! for so they say the fool

said, and so say I, and I the fool: well proved, wit;

By the lord, this love is as mad as Ajax : it kills sheep

;

it kills oe, I a sheep : well proved again o' mj; side !

T will w)t love : if 1 do, hang me ; t faith, I will not.

O, but her eye,^by this light, but for her eye, I would
not love her ; j'cs, for her two eyes. Well, 1 do nothing
in the world but lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven,
I flo love : and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to be
melancholy; and here is part of my rhyme, and here
my melancholy. Well, she hath one o' my sonnets
iilready : the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and the

lady hath it : sweet down, sweeter fool, sweetest lady !

By the world, I would not care a pin if the other three
were in. Here comes one with a paper : God give
him grace to groan

!

XGets tip into a tree.

Enter the King, with apaper.

A'i;:j^. Ah me

!

Biron. \Aside.'\ Shot, by heaven I—Proceed, sweet
Cupid : thou hast thumped him with thy bird-bolt

under the left pap.—In faith, secrets !

—

Kini^. \_Reads.\
*' So STveet a kiss the golden sun gives not
To thosefresh numiing drops upon tJie rose.

As thy eye-beavis, ivhen t/ieir/resh rays have smote
The dew o/niglU that on my cfieeks downjloios :

Nor shines the silver fnoon one luil/so bright
Through the transparent bosom o/t)ie deep.

As doth thyface through tears ofminegive light

;

Tlwu shin'St in every tear t/iat I do weep :

No drop but as a coach doth carry t/iee ;
So ridest thou triumphing in my woe.

Do but behold tlie tears that swell in pie.

And they thy glory through iny griefwill show :

I'nt do not Itne thyself: then thou wilt keep
My tearsfor glasses, and still make me weep.
O queen ofqueens I howfar thou dost excel,

No thought can think, nor tongue ofmortal tell."

How shall she know my griefs? I'll drop the paper.

Sweet leaves, shade folly.—Who is he comes here t

[Steps aside.

Enter Longaville, with a paper.
[Aside.] What, Longaville 1 and reading? listen, ear.

Biroii. [Aside.] Now, in thy likeness, one more fool

appear

!

Long. Ah me 1 I am forsworn.
Biron. [Aside's Why, he comes in like a perjure,

wearing papers. [in shame 1

King. [Aside.\ In love, I hope: sweetfellowship
Biron. [Aside.] One drunkard loves another of tlie

name.
Long. Am I the first that ha\e been perjur'd so?
Biron. [Aside.] I could put thee in comfort,—not by

two that I know

:

Thou mak'st the triuiliviry, the corner-cap of society.

The shape of love's Tyburn, that hangs up simplicity.

Long. I fear these stubborn lines lack power to

move

:

O sweet Maria, empress of my love '.

These numbers will I tear, and wrile in prose.
Biron. [ytsidc.\ O, rhymes are guards on wanton

Disfigure not his slop. Uaipid's host

Long. This same shall go.

[Reads.]
" Did not the heavenly rhetoric ofthine eye,

'Gainst whom the world cannot hold argument.
Persuade my heart to thisfalseperjury 9

yoiusfor thee broke, deserve notpunishvient.
.1 7vo?nan Jforswore ; but I willprove.
Thou being a goddess, Iforswore not Uiec

:

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love:
Thy grace, beinggain'd, cures alldisgrace in me.

Vows are but breath, and breath a i-apour is:

Then tlwu,fair sun, wkichon my earth dost shine
ExJiaCst this vapour-vow ; iii tliee it is:

Ifbroken, then, it is nofault ofmine.
Ifby me broke, whatfool is not so wise.
To lose an oath, to vjin a paradise I"

Biron. [Aside.] This is the liver vein, which makes
flesh a deity

;

A green goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolatry'.

God amend us, God amend ! we are much out o' the
way.

Long. By whom shall I send tliis ?—Company 1 stay.

[Steps aside.

Biron. [.4side.] All hid, all hid, an old mfant play.

Like a demi-god here sit I m the sky.
And wretched fools* secrets heedfully o'er-eye.

More sacks to the mill ! O heavens, I have my wisii

Enter Dumain, 7vith a paper.

Dumain transform'd ! four woodcocks in a dish I

Dit>n, O most divine Kate I

Biron. [.4side.] O most profane coxcomb

!

Du>n. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye I

Biron. [Aside.] Byeailh, sheis not, corporal : there
you lie.

Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber coted.
Biron. [Aside.] An amber-colour'd raven was well
Dum. As upright as the cedar. [noted.
Biron. [AsideT] Stoop, I say ;

Her shoulder is with child.
Dam. As fair as day.
Biron. [Aside.] .\y, as some days ; but then no sun
Dum. O that I had my wish ! [must shine.
Long. [Aside.] And I had mine 1

King. [Aside.] And I mine too, good lord !

Biron. [AsideJ] Amen, so I had mine : is not that a
good word ?

Dum.. I would forget her; but a fever she
Reigns in my blood, and will remember'd be.
Biron. [.Iside.] A fever in your blood! why, then

incision
Would let her out in saucers : sweet misprision

!

Dum. Once more I'll read the ode that I have writ.

Biron. [Aside.] Once more I'll mark how love can
Dum. [Reads.] [vary wit.

" On a day,—alack the day 1

Love, whose month is ever May^
Spied a blossoin, passingfair.
Playing in tlie •loanton air

:

Through the velvet leaves the wind.
All unseen, 'ganpassagefind

:

That the lover, sick to death,
JVish'd himselfthe heaven's breath.
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow
Air, would I tnight triumph so t

But alack ! jny hand is s7vorn
Ne'er to pluck theefrotn thy thorn ;

—

yow, alack ! foryouth unmeet^
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet.
Do not call it sin in 7ne,

That I atnforsiuornfor thee,—
Thoufor whom fove would swear
'Juno but an Ethiop ivere :

And deny hijnselffor jFove^
Turning 7no;'tal for thy love."

This will I send, and something else more plain.
That shall express my true love's fasting pain.
O, would the King, Biron, and Longaville,
Were lovers too l' 111, to example ill.

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note

;

For none ofl"end, where all alike do dote.
Long. [Advancing.] Dumain, thy love is far from

That in love's grief desir'st society : [charity.
You may look p.ale, but I should blush, I know.
To be o'erheard. and taken napping so.

King. [Advancing.] Come, sir, you blush : as hia

your case is such
Vou chide at him, c^-f^nding twice as much

:
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You do not love Maria ; LongaWUe
Did never sonnet for her sake compile.
Nor never lay his wreathed anus athwart
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart I

I luive been closely shrouded in this bush,
And mairk'd you both, and for you both did blush :

I heard your guilty rhymes, observed your fashion.
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion :

Ah me ! says one : O Jove ! the other cries ;

One, her hairs were gold, crj'stal the other's eyes

:

[To Long.] You would for paradise break faith an 1

troth ; fan oath.
[7b Dmnain.] And Jove, for your love, would infrinyi.-

What will Biron say, when that he shall hear
Faith infringed, which sudi zeal did swear !(

How will he scorn 1 how wiU he spend his wit 1

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it I

For all the wealth that ever I did see,
I would not have him know so much by nie.

Biron. Now step 1 forth to whip hypocrisy.

—

\^Dcsccndsfrom thctrc*:.

-\h, good my liege, I pray tliee, pardon me :

Good heart 1 what grace hast thou, thus to reprove
These worms for loving, that art most in love?
Your eyes, do make no coaches ; in your tears
There is no certain princess that appears ;

^'ou'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing

;

Tush I none but minstrels like of sonneting.
Hut are you not asham'd t nay, are you not
\\\ three of you, to be thus much o'ershot?
You found his mote ; the king your mote did sec

;

Hut I a beam do find in each of three.
l>. what a scene of foolery have I seen,
Uf sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen 1

me, with \vnat strict patience have I sat,

To see a king transformed to a gnat I

To see great Hercules whipping a gig,

Antl profound Solomon tuning a jig.

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys.
And critic Timon laugh at idle toys 1

U'Tiere Ues thy grief, O tell me, good Dumain?
And, gentle Longaville, where hes thy pain"^

And where my liege's t all about the breast :

—

A caudle, ho \

King. Too bitter is thy jest.

Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view 't

_ Biron. Not you by me, but 1 betray'd to you :

I, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin

To break the vow I am engaged in

;

1 am betray'd, by keeping company
With men, like men, of strange inconstancy.
When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme?
Or groan for Joan? or spend a minute's time
1 n jiruning me V When shall you hear that I

\Yill praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye,
A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist,

A leg, a limb !

—

King. Soft ! Whither away so fast?

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so J

Biron. I post from love ; good lover, let me go.
linur Jaquenetta, and Costard.

yaq. God bless the king

!

King. What present hast thou there ?

Cost. Some certain treason.

. King. What makes treason here?
Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir.

King. If it mar nothing neither,
The treason, and you, go in peace away toi^uther.

Jeui. I beseech your grace, let this letter be read :

Uur parson misiloubts it ; 'twas treason, he said.

King. Biron, read it over— Giving the litter to him.
Where hadst thou it ?

Jaq. Of Costard.
King. Where hadst thou it

!

Cost. Of Dun Adraniadio, Dun Adraniadio.
King, How now '. what is in you t why dost thou

tear it? [fear it.

Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy : your grace needs not
Long. It did move liim to passion, and therefore

let's hear it.

DutH. [Picking itp the pieces.] It is Biron's writing,
and here is his name,

Biron. [To Costard.) Ah, you whoreson logger-
head 1 you were born to do me shaniu.

—

04Mlty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess.
fi-'ing. what? [nuike up the mess :

lliron. That you three fools liick'd me fool to
He, he, and you,—ifnd you my liege,—and I,

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die.
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more.
Di'.m. Now the number is even.
Biron. True, true ; we arc four.—

Will these turtles be gone?
King. Hence, sirs; away 1

Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitor
stay. [Exeuiie Costard and Jaquenetta.

Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers. 0, let us embrace !

As true we are as flesh and blood can be :

The sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face

;

Y'oung blood doth not obey an old decree

:

\\'e cannot cross tlie cause why we were born

;

Therefore, of all hands must we be forsworn.
King. "What, did these rent lines show some love of

tliine ?

Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the heavenly
Rosaline,

Tiiat, like a rude and savage man of Inde,
.\t the first opening of the gorgeous east.

Bows not his vassal head ; and, 'strucken blind.
Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ?

What peremptory eagle-sighted eye
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow,

That is not blinded by her majesty?
Kijig. What zeal, what fury hath inspir'd thee now?

My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon;
She, an attending star, scarce seen a light.
Biron. My eyes are, then, no eyes, nor I Uiron :

O, but for my love, day would turn to night 1

Of all complexions the cuU'd sovereignty
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek

;

Where several worthies make one dignity.
Where nothing wants that want itself doth seek.

Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues,

—

Fie, painted rhetoric 1 O, she needs it not

:

To things of sale a seller's praise belongs ;

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth blot.
.\ wither'd hermit, five-score winters worn.
Might shake off' fifty, looking in her eye :

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-bom,
And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy.

O, 'tis the sun, that niaketh all things shine!
King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony.
Biron. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine !

,\ wife of such wood were felicity.

O. wlio can give an oath? where is a book ?

That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack,
If that she learn not of her eye to look:
No face is fair, that is not full so black.
King. O paradox I Black is tlie badge of hell.

The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night

:

.\nd beauty's crest becomes the heavens well.
Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of

11, if in black my lady's brows be deck'd, [light.
It mourns, that painting and usurping hair,

.ihould ravish doters with a false aspect

;

And therefore is she bom to make black (air
Her favour turns the fashion of the days ;

For native blood is counted painting now ;

.\nd therefore red that would avoid dispraise.
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow.
Dum. To look like herare chimney-sweepers black.
Long. And sinCP her time are colliers counted

bright. [crack.
King. And Ethiops of their sweet complexion
Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light.

Biron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain.
For fear their colours should be wash'd away.
King. 'Twere good, yours did ; for, sir, to tell you

I'U find a fairer face not wash'd to-d,iy. (plain,
Biron. I'll prove her fair, or talktill doomsday liere.

King. No devil will fright thee then so much as she.
Dum. I never knew a man hold vile stufl"so dear.
Long. Look, here's thy love: [Showing his sliOc.\

my foot and her (ace see.
Biron. O, if the streets were p.ivid with thine eyes.
Her feet were much too dainty for such treatl

!

Diijn. O vile I then, as she goes, wliiit upward lies

The street should see as she walk'd over heail.
King. But what of this? Are we not all in love?
Biron. O, nothing so sure ; and thereby all forsworn.
King. Then leave this chat: and good Biron, now

prove
Our loving lawful, ami our f.iith not torn.

Diitn. Ay, marry, there; some flattery fur this cviL
Long. O, some authority hnw to proceed;

Some tricks, some quillets, huw to clie.it the devil,

H
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P' '"=> "lore than need.- Ofh';; f^wi^Zf^-
<^''9'-y,"'^>', attach the Imiid

s men at arms 1 I U!„ '";,,": 'P'^-"^^** = '» "le afternoon

.r
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Ac( 5.

c^^if ^°Y-
""""• "ff'-'ttion's nien at an,Consider ivliat you first did swear unto,-

KHf ,^»
~'° ?'"rfy.-and to see no woman

;Mat treason gamst thekmgly state of you li.

A n^i .fV'°" ^^'- * y"""" s'O'uachs are too yountr •And abstnience engenders maladies.
^

'

And where that you have voWd to study. lords

Can vo,f%'n°/''°"
''^"l^O'-sworn his book 'Can you still dream, and pore, and tliereoi look »For when would you, my lord or you, o? you '

Have found the ground of study's excellence'Without the beauty of a woman's face/'l^rom women s eyes this doctrine I derive •

Tliey are the ground, the books, the Academes
Vl°y untversafnSoHT'"^

"-"^ '^"'^ Promethean fir.>niy, universal plodding- prisons up
1 he nimble spirits in the arteries
As motion, and long-during action, tires
Jhe sinewy vigour ofthe traveller.
^low, for not looking on a woman's face,\ou have in that forsworn the use of eyesAnd study, too, the causer of your vow
^ or where is any author in the world,
1 caches sucli beauty as a woman's eve iLearning is but an adjunct to ourselfAnd where we are, our learning likewise isThen, when ourselves we see in ladles' eyes.Do we not likewise see our learning there 1U we have made a vow to study, lords.

Knr wh '.n^' ''°M
'^^ ^'''"' forsworn our books :

• or when would you, my Uege, or you. or you,In leaden contemplation, have found out

Of K "'^I'ynumbers as the prompting eyesOf beauty's tutors have enrich'd you wiih'O her Slow arts entirely keep the brain
;And therefore, finding barren practisers,

bcarce show a harvest of their heavy toil

:

But love, first learnid in a lady's eyes
Lives not alone immur&d in the brain :
But, with the motion of aU elements
Courses as swift as thought in every power
AK^

g'yes .to every power a double power,Above their functions and their oflSces.

A f '^ precious seeing to the eye •

A lover^s eyes will gaze an eagle blind -

A lover s ear w;iU hear the lowest sound,When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'dLove s feeling is more soft, and sensible,
i hanare the tender horns of cockled snails •

Love s tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross i'n taste •

Foji valour, IS not Love a Hercules,
'

btiU chmbmg trees in the Hesperides?
Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet and musicalAs bright ApoUo s lute, strung with his hair

;

And, when Lov-e speaks, the voice of all the godsMakes heaven drowsy with tlie harmony ^
Never durst poet touch a pen to write.
Until his ink were temper'd with Love's si-^hs
U, then his hues would ravish savage ears '

And plant in tyrants mUd humility
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive •

They sparkle still tlie right Promethean fire

;

fh^? "f^ *^ ^°°^^- "^<^ ^rts, the Academes,
I hat show, contain, and nourish all the world
fclse none at all in aught proves excellent

:

i hen fools you were tliese women to forswear;
Or. keeping what is sworn, you will prove foolsFor wisdom s sake, a word that all men love :Or for love s sake, a word that loves all men :Orfor mens sake, the authors of these women •

Or women s sake, by whom we men are menLet us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves
'

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths •

It is religion to be thus forsworn

:

For charity itself fulfils the law,
And who can sever love from charity?A !>t^. Saint Cupid, then land, soldiers, to the field '

nil"""'?;
^dvance your standards, and upon them'

Pell-inell. down with them I but be first advis'd. riords

'

In conflict that you get the sun of them.
/-'".IT- Now to plain-dealing

; lay these glozes by •

Shall we resolve to woo these giris of France ?
Aiiijr. And win them too : therefore let us devisebonie entertainment for them in theirtents.

t;,,;i.
•" -"""'^ =" """sc pastime so ace theibuch as the shortness of the time can shape •

l:or revels, dances, masks, and merry IioSfs'

A^r?" ^°^^' ''"r^^S her wayVuhflo'wers
TiV;, '„ u'™^' ''"'^y "o t'n'e shall be omitted

Aw" ^V""=',^"^, ™^y ^y "s befitled " [cornA;to«. AUous I allmis !—SoWd cockle r^aA'H .,And justice always whirls in equal ?i^asure • ^ ""
Light wenches may prove plag^Jes to men forsworn •

If so. our copper buys no better treasure. [£™L«/.

ACT V.
SCENE I.—AnotherPart 0/the Park.

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, a>id DuU.Hot Satis quod sufficit.

dimTer hiv'^^'T" ^°t ^"^ y°"' ^^'- Vour reasons a{

without scurriVif" ^t^'P .^^'^ sententious; pleasant

w tout inZd ,^,'
""^7 "'*.°"' affection, audacious

siranee wXm h
^' ^""^''1^ '"""out opinion, and

dav"rith a rnmr, •'^^^'r' ^"^ converse this guonaa,u
nominated or c'^HeH "r?*^

the king's, who is intituled,

X/ A-^.,° /,
^''' '^°" Adriaiio de Armado.

ioo)^4^°L?eri Xlll If
"• '°° °'''- ^ " ^^"-

-Vrt^A. A most singular and choice epithet.

f/n/ Ho ^, ., . [ ^"^'i^-^ out his table-booib.

mal^^Sic'Tunltir""' '" ""'"'^"' '^'"«'>--' to

Nath Laus Deo bone intelligo.

fcr,t-^d"% ^?'' *""'• P"^"^» ^ "«•=scratched
; twill serve.

X,-,fl,
l^'^'' Annado, Moth, a«ar Costard.

Hoi. Vuico^etsaudeo.

J 5«f '-'^ Chirrah, not sirrah?

u'J''m ." of peace, well encountered.
//<'/. Most military sir, salutation.
J"oth [Aside to Costard. ] They have been at a -^reat

Sr? n"li"^e^' ^'1?^ ^'°'«=" the scraps. ^
^-^

words' ^'Sii^.r'"'^'' '°?-'f on the alms-basket of
ZZT: r

";a" el thy master hath not eaten thee for a
TaUItudtZ?^ "°M° '""S? by the head ^ThonJrf.

afep-dragon ^-^ """" ^"^ easier swallowed than

Afojh. Peac'e ! the peal begins.

Moth Yes v2l'
!;'onsieur, are you not lettered ?

What U ah ^tl V K
teaches boys the horn-book.-

Hol R^ *;.,??!' backward, with the horn on his

j/^/A n f'"^''"^'' ^'th a horn added. [head?

hfar'hl??"
"'y ^^""V- "•'"' a horn-'?ounear his learning.

^rbiP'-^i' ?u-"l"^P" consonant?

themforTh'l^ll'^fifl'"-
«- vowels, if you repeat

"^', I will repeat tliem.-a, e. i,-

Ark Nnw'wl' ""i
other two concludes it,-o, u.

a swe« tS' a^n lY^'"
^''^^e of the Mediterranean

?r,Th^™ V ' ^""^.'^ ^enew of wit, snip, snap, quick
^/^// riff 'T,"^^"'

">' "«ellect
: true^wit. ^

^Wt^ld^^^
"-''"'' «°^" °'^ '"an; which i>

^^.' Horiil""
"^'"^'-^

'
^^'>'-" '= ""^ fi-^'"-^ '

^^/V,^?""
disputest like an infant : go. whip thy -^k

cucl^old^°hor^°"
nfainy«n««„-,-ca,-a gig of a

\

isnouldst have it to buy gingerbread: hold, there is
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the verj' remuneration I had of thy master, thm;
!iii!t'-pcnny purse of \\it, tlmn iji^eou-ei^j^ of cliscrf

lion. (), all the heavens were so uleaseu that thou
\'.ert but my bastard, what a joyful father wouldst
ihou make me ! Go to ; tliou hast it ad diiiighill, ai

I he lingers' ends, as they say.

Hot, O, 1 smell false Latin ; dunghill for urt^tejfi,

Artti. Arts-man, frciambiita ; we wU be single

from the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at tl

charge-house on the top of the mountain 7

Hot. Or moiis, the hill.

A rm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain.
Hot. I do, sans question.

Ann. Sir, it is the king's most sweet pleasure and
affection, to congratulate the princess at her pavllioi

in the posteriors of this day ; which the rude multitude

call the afternoon.
Hot. The posterior of the day, most generous sir, is

liable, congruent, and measurable for the afternoon
the word is well culled, chose : sweet, and apt, I do
assure you, sir, I do assure.
Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman; and my

familiar, 1 do assure you, very good friend :—for what
is inward between us, let it pass :—I do beseech thee,
remember thy courtesy ;— I beseech thee, apparel thy
head :—and among otherimportunateand most serious
designs,—and of great import indeed, too,—^but let

that pass :—for 1 must tell thee, it will please his grace,
(by the world), sometime to lean uponmy poor shoulder,
and with his roy.al finger thus dally with ray excre
nient, with my mustachio ; but, sweet heart, let that
pass. By the world, I recount no fable : some certain
special honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to
Annado, a soldier, a man of travel, that hath seen the
world ; but let that pass.—The very all of all is,—but.
sweet heart, I do implore secrecy,—that the king
would h.ive me present the princess, sweet chuck,
with some dehghtful ostentation, or show, or pageant,
or antick, or fire-work. Now, understanding that the
curate and your sweet self are good at such eruptions.
and sudden breaking out of mirth, as it were, I have ac-
quainted you w ithal.to the end to crave your assistance.
Hot. Sir, you shall present before her the Nine

Worthies.—Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some enter-
tainment of time, some show in the posterior of this

ilay, to be rendered by our assistance, at the king's
command, and this most gallant, illustrate, and learned
gentleman, before the princess, I say, none so fit as to
present the Nine Worthies.
Xatlt. ^V'here will you find men worthy enough to

present them

!

Hot. Joshua, yourself ;'myself, or this gallant gentle-
man, Judas Maccabeus; this swain, because of his
great limb or joint, shall pass I'ompcy the Great ; the
page, Hercules.
Arm. Pardon, sir ; error: he is not quantity enough

for that worthy's thumb ; he is not so big as the eiitl

of his club.
Hot. Shall I have audience! he shall present Her-

cules in minority : his oiter and exit shall be strang-
ling a snake ; and I will have an apology for that
purpose.
Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of the au-

dience hiss, you may cry, " Well done, Hercules I

now thou crushest the snake
!

" that is the way to
make an offence gracious, though few have the grace
to do it.

Arm. For the rest of the Worthies !

—

Hot. I will jjlay three myself
Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman

!

Arm. Sh.-ill 1 tell you a thing?
Hot. We attend. [I beseech you, follow.
Arm. We will have, if this fadge not, an antick.
Hoi. yta, goodman Dull 1 thou hast spoken no word

nil this while.
Dutt, Nor understood none neither, sir.

ifot. Attons I we will employ thee.
Putt. I'll make one in a dance, or so ; or I will play

on the tabor to the Worthies, and let them dance the
ha:
liot. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away

!

{lixtutit.

SCENE II.—Auol/ier fart 0/ the Park. Be/ore l/u-

Princess's Pavition,

l-.Hter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, and Mari.i.

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere wc depart.
If fairings come thus plentifully in :

A lady wall'd about with diamonds

!

l-ook you, what I have from the loving king.
Ros. Madam, came nothing else along with that';

Priii. Nothing but this J yes, as much love in rhyme
As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper,
Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all,

Th.1t he was fain to seal on Cupid's name.
Ros. That was the way to make his god-he.id wax

;

For he hath been five thousand years a boy.
Kattt. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too.
Ros. You'll ne'er be friends with hiin ; he kill'd your

sister.

Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy ;

And so she died : had she been light, like you.
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit,

She might ha' been a grandam ere she died :

And so may you ; for a light heart lives long.
Ros. What 's your dark meaning, mouse, of this

light word ?

KatJi. A light condition in a beauty dark.
Ros. We need more light to find your meaning out.
Kath. You'll mar the light by taking it in snuii";

Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument.
Ros. Look, what you do, you no it still i' the dark.
Kath. So do not you, for you are a light wench.
Ros. Indeed I weigh not you. and therefore light.

Kath. You weigh me not ? O, that 's you care not
for me.

Ros. Great reason ; for, Past cure is still past care.
Prill. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well play'd.

—

But Rosaline, you have a favour too :

Who sent it ? and wiiat is it?

Ros. I would you knew :

An if my face were but as fair as yours.
My favour were as great ; be witness this.

Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron

:

The numbers true ; and, were the numb'ring too,
I were the fairest goddess on the ground :

1 .am compar'd to twenty thousand fairs.

O, he hath drawn my picture in this letter 1

Prill. Any thing like?
Ros. Much, in the letters ; nothing in the praise.
Prin. Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion.
Kath. Fair as a text B in a "copy-book.
Ros. 'Ware pencils ! how? let me not die j'our

My red dominical, my golden letter : [debtor.
O, th.at your face were not so full of O's I

Kattt. Apox of that jest! and beshrew all shrows !

Prin. But wiiat was sent to you from fair Dumain 'i

Kattt, Madam, this glove.
Prin. Did he not send you tw ain ?

Kat/t. Yes, madam ; and moreover,
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover

;

A huge translation of hypocrisy.
Vilely compil'd, profound simplicity.
Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent Longavitle

:

The letter is too long by half a mile,
Prin. I think no less. Dost thou not wish in heart,

The chain were longer, and the letter short 1

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never part.
Prin. AVe are wise girls to mock our lovers so.

Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so.

That same Biron I'll torture ere I go :

O that I knew he were but in by the week I

How I would make him fawn, and beg, and seek.
And wait the season, and observe the times.
And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes.
And shape his service wholly to my 'hests.

And make him proud to make me proud that jests 1

So portent-like would I o'ersway his state.
That he should be my fool, and I his fate.

Prill. None are so surely caught, when they are
As wit tum'd fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd, [catrir.l
Hath wisdom's warrant and the help of school.
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fonl.

Ros. The blood of youth burns not with buche.\rcss>
As gravity's revolt to wantonness.
Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note,

.\s foolery in the wise, when « it doth dote

;

•Since all the power thereof it doth apply
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity.

, linter Boyet.
Prin. Here comes Boyet, .ind mirth is in his face.
Poyet. O. I am stablAl with laughter I Where's her
Prin. Thy news, Boyet? [grace'!"
Poyet. Prepare, madam, prep.m- i-

Arm, wenches, arm I ciicoimters mounted are
Against your peace : Love doth approach disguis'i'.
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Armed in arcfument?^ ; you'll be surpris'd

:

Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence :

Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence.
Prin. Saint Dennis to saint Cupid 1 What arc tlicy

That charg^e tlieir breath against us? say, scout, say.
Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore,

I thoug^ht to close mine eyes some half an hour;
When, lo 1 to interrupt my purpos'd rest.

Toward that shade I might behold addrest
The king and his companions : warily
I stole into a neighbour thicket by.
And overheard what you shall overhear ;

That, by and by, disguis'd they will be here.
Their herald is a pretty knavish page,
That well by heart hatn conn'd his embassage

:

Action and accent did they teach him there ;

" Thus ?)uist thou speak, and thus thy body bear :'*

And ever and anon they made a doubt,
Presence majestical would put him out

;

•' For" quoth the king, " an angel shalt thou see ;
Yet/ear not thoie^ biet speak aiidacionsly"
The boy replied, " An angel is not evil ;

/shojtld havefear'd Jier, had she been a deznl"
With that, all laugh'd, and clapp'd him on the shoulder.
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder

:

One rubb'd his elbow, thus, and fleer'd, and swore
A better speech was never spoke before

;

Another, with his finger and his thumb,
Cry'd, *' Via ! ive ivill do 7, come ivhat 7ufl/ co^ne ;"

The third he caper'd and cried, " Allgoes iveli ;"

The fourth tum'd on the toe, and down he fell.

With that, they all did tumble on the ground,
AVith such a zealous laughter, so profound.
That in this spleen ridiculous appears.
To check their folly, passion's solemn tears.
Prin, But what, but what, come they to visit us ?

Boyet, They do, they do ; and are apparel'd thus,

—

Like Muscovites or Russians, as I guess.
Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance ;

And every one his love-feat will advance
Unto his several mistress, which they'll knovv
By favours several which they did bestow.
Prin. And will they so ? the gallants shall be task'd:

—

For, ladies, we will every one be mask'd

;

And not a man of them shall have the grace,
Despite of suit, to see a lady's face.

—

Hold. Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear,
And then the kuig will court thee for his dear ;

Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine,
So shall Biron take me for Rosaline,

—

And change you favours, too ; so shall your loves
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by these removes.
Ros. Come on, then ; wear the favours most in sight,
Kath, But in this changing what is your intent V

Prin. The eftect of my intent is, to cross theirs

:

They do it but in mocking merriment

;

And mock for mock is only my intent.
Their several counsels they unbosom shall
To loves mistook ; and so be mock'd withal
Upon the next occasion that we meet,
"With visages display'd, to talk and greet.
Ros. But shall we dance, if they desire us to 't ?

Prin. No, to the death, we will not move a foot

:

Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace
;

But while 'tis spoke, each turn away her face.
Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's

heart,
And quite divorce his memory from his part.

Priji, Therefore I do it ; and I make no doubt,
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out.
There 's no such sport, as sport by sport o'ertlirown

;

To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own :

So shall we stay, mocking intended game ;

And they, well mock'd, depart away with shame.
[ Tru7npets sonnd within.

Boyet. The trumpet sounds : be mask'd ; the maskers
come, [ The ladies vtasA\

Enter the King, Biron, I.ongaville, and Dumain. /;/

Ritssian habits^ and ?ndsked : Moth, Musicians,
and Attendants.

Moth. ^*All hail^thericltest beauties on theearth /"

—

Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffeta.

Moth. "A holy parcel of tfufairest daynes,

J The ladies tur7t their backs to him,
their—backs—to mortal vieivs }"

Biron. " Their eyes," villain, ** their eyes."
Moth. **That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal views!

Out—"

Acts.

Boyet. True; " out ," indeed.
Moth, **Oitt of yoitr /ai/ottrs, heavetily spirits.

Not to behold"— \-voucftsaJt:

Biron, ** Once to behold," roffue.
Moth, '• Once to behold 7oith your sim-beafnid eyes^—loith your sun-bcajnid eyes **

—

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet

;

You were best call it " daughter-beamM eyes."
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brin.s^s me

out.

Biron, Is this your perfectnessf be gone, you
rogue 1 'lExit Moth.

Ros. What would these strangers ? know their minds,
Boyet

:

If they do speak our language, 'tis our will

That some plain man recount their purposes

;

Know what they would.
Boyet, What would you with the princess ?

Biron, Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation.
Ros. What would they, say they?
Boyet, Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation.
Ros, Why, that they have ; and bid them so be

gone.
Boyet, She says, you have it. and you may be gone.
l^ing. Say to her, we have measuf'd many miles.

To tread a measure with her on this grass. [mile,
Boyet. They say, that they have measur'd many a

To tread a measure with you on this grass.
Ros. It is not so ; ask them how many inches

Is in one mile : if they have measur'd many.
The measure, then, of one is easily told.
Boyet. If, to come hither you have measur'd mile";,

And many miles, the princess bids you tell

How many inches do fill up one mile.
Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary steps.
Boyet, She hears herself.
Ros, How many weary steps,

0( many weary miles you have o'ergone,
.\re number'd in the travel of one nule ?

Biron, We number nothing that we spend for you :

Our duty is so rich, so infinite.

That we may do it still without account.
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face.
That we, like savages, may worship it.

Ros, My face is but a moon, and clouded too.
King, Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do !

\'ouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine
(Those clouds remov'd) upon our wat'ry eyne.
Ros, O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter

;

Thou now request'st but moonshine in the water.
King, Then, in our measure but vouchsafe one

change

:

Thou bid'st me beg : this begging is not strange.
Ros, Play, music, then : Nay, you must do it soon.

\Mjtsicplays.
Not yet ;—no dance :—thus change I like the moon.
King, Will you not dance J How come you thu%

estrang'd ? fchang d.

Ros, You took the moon at full, but now she's
King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man.

The music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it.

Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it.

King, But your legs should do it.

Ros, Since you are strangers, and come here by
chance.

We'll not be nice : take hands ;—we will not dance.
King. Why take we hands, then?
Ros, Only to part friends :—

Coiirt'sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends.
King, More measure of this measure ; be not nice.

Ros, We can afford no more at such a price.
King, Prize you yourselves : what buys your com-
Ros. Your absence only. fpany *:

King. That can never be.
Ros. Then cannot we be bought : and so, adieu ;

Twice to your visor, and half once to you !

King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat.
Ros, In private, then.
King, I am best pleas'd with that.

[ They co7i'r.'erse apart.
Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word with

thee.
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there are three.
Biron. Nay then, two treys, (ait if you grow so nice)

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey,—well run, dice I

There's half a dozen sweets.
Prin. Seventh sweel, ailieu;

Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you.
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Biron. One word in ferret.

Prin. Let it not be sweet.
Biron. Thou griev'st my g^all.

Prin. Gall ! bitter.

Biron. Therefore meet.
[ They converse apart.

Dum. Will j^ou vouchsafe with me to change ;i

Mar. Name it. (word?
Dum. Fair lady,

—

.l/.ir. Say you sot Fair lord,—
T.ike that for your fair lady.
Dum. Please it you,

As much in pri\-ate, and I'll bid adieu.
[ T/tey converse apart.

Kath. \\'hat, was your visor made without a tongue?
J-ong. I know the reason, lady, why ^'ou ask.
Kaili. O for your reason ! quickly, sir ; I long.
Long. You have a double tongue within your mask,

And would afford my speechless visor half.

/Cath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman :—is not veal a
/.o«^. A calf, fair lady I [calf?
Kath, No, a fair lord calf.

Jjing. Let's part the word.
Kalh. No, I'll not be your half:

Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox.
Long. Look ! how you butt yourself in these sharp

mocks I

Will you give horns, chaste ladj'? do not so.

Kath. Then die a calf, before your lioms do grow.
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die.

Kalh. Bleat softly, then ; the butcher hears you cry.
{They coniferse apart.

Boyet. The tongues ofmocking wenchesare as keen
As is the razors edge invisible,

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen ;

Above the sense of sense : so sensible
Scemeth their conference ; tlieir conceits have wings
lleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter

things. [break off.

Kos, Not one word more, my maids: break off,

Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff!
King. Farewell, mad wenches

;
you have simple

wits.

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites.

—

[Exeunt King, Lords. Musicians.
ana .\ttendanLs.

Are these the breed of wits so wonder'd at?
Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths

puffd out. [fat.

.Roj.Well-likicg wits they have ; gross, gross ; fat.

Prin. O poverty in wit, fcingly-poor flout I

Will they not. think you, hang themselves to-night.
Or ever, but in visors, show their faces?

This pert Biron was out of countenance quite.
Jios. O, they were all in lamentable cases !

The king was weeping-ripe for a good word.
Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit.

Afar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword :

No point, quoth 1 ; my servant straight was mute.
A'ath. Lord Longaville said, I came o'er his heart

;

And trow you what he call'd me !

Prin. Qualm, pcrhap<^.
Kath. Yes, in good faith.

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art

:

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statute-caps.
B'lt will you hear? the king is my love sworn.
Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me.
Kath. And Longaville was for my service born.
.Mar, Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree.
Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give car

:

Iriuncdiatcly they will ag.iin be here
I n their own shapes ; for it can never l>e,

f hey will digest this harsh indignity.
Prin. Will they return?
Boyet. They will, they will. Cod knows.

And leap for joy, though they arc Lame with blows :

Therefore cliange favours
j and, when they repair.

Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. [sti<n<l.

Prin. How blow? how blowt speak to be under-
Boyet. Fair ladies mask'd, arc roses in their bud ;

Dismask'd, their dam.Tsk sweet commixture shoviii.
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown.

Prin. Avaunt perplexity I What shall we do.
If they return in their own shape:* to woo ?

Bos. Good madam, if by nic youll be advis'd,
I.et's mock them stiU, as well luiown, as disguis'd.
I.CI us complain to the/ii what tools were here,
Uisguii'd like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ;

And wonder what they were, and to what end
Their shallow shows and prologue vilely peiin'd,
And their rough carriage so ridiculous,
Should be presented .at our tent to us.
Boy^t. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at hand.
Prin. Whip to your tents, as roes run over land.

[Exeunt Yx'incMss, Kos.. Kath., and Maria
Enter tlu King, Biron, Lougaville, and Dumain in

t^tcirproper habits.
King. Fairsir, God save you ! Where is the princess!
Boyet. Gone to her tent. Please it your majesty.

Command me any service to her thither? (word.
King. That she vouchsafe me audience for one
Boyet. I will ; and so will she, I know, my lord.

[Exit.
Biron. This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons peas.

And utters it again when God doth please :

He is wit's pedlar, arid retails his wares
At wakes and wassails, meetings, markets, fairs

;

.\nd we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know,
H.ive not the grace to grace it with such show.
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve ;

Had fie been Adam, he had tempted Eve :

He can carve too, and lisp : why, this is he
That kiss'd his hand away in courtesy

:

This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice.
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice
In honourable terms : nay, he can sing
A mean most meanly ; and in ushering,
,Mend him who can : the ladies call him, sweet

;

The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet.
This is the flower that smiles on everj' one.
To show his'teeth as white as whal4s bone :

And consciences, that will not die in debt.
Pay him the due of honey-tongu'd Boyet.
King. A bUster on his sweet tongue, with my heart.

That put Armado's page out of his part

!

[thou.
Re-enter the Princess, usJt^red by Boyet ; Ros.-iUne,

Maria, Katharine, and Attendants.
Biron. See where it comes !—Behaviour, what wert

Tillthis man show'd thee ? and what art thou now ?

King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day 1

Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive.
King. Construe my si>eeches better, if you may.
Prin, Then wish me better ; I will give you leave.
Ki?ig. We came to visit you ; and purpose now
To lead j'ou to our court : vouchsafe it, then.
Prin. This lield shall hold me ; and so hold yourvow

:

Nor Gotl, nor I, delight in perjur'd men.
King. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke
The virtue of your eye must I)reak my oatli.

Prin. You nick-name virtue : vice you sliould hav,j
spoke

;

For virtue's oflice never breaks men's troth.
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure
As the unsullied lily, I protest,

.\ world of torments though I should endure,
I would not yield to be your house's guest

;

So much I hate a breaking cause to be
( )f he.avenly oaths, vow'd with integrity.
King, O, you have liv'd in desolation here.

Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame.
Prin. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear

:

We have had pastime here, and j>leasant gaiiu- :

V mess of Russians left us but oflate.

King, How, m.adam? Russi.ans?
Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord

;

Trim gallants, full of courtship and of state.

Ros, Madam, speak true.—It is not so, my lord •

.My lady (to the manner of the days)
In courtesy gives undeserving praise.
We four, incteed, confronted were with four
In Russuin habit : here they stay'd an hour.
And talk'd apace ; and in that hour, my lord.
They did not bless us with one happy word.
I dare not call them fools ; but this 1 think.
When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink.
Biron. This jest is dry to me.—Fair, gentle sweet,

\'our wit makes wise things foolish : when we greet,
With eyes best seeing, heaven's fiery eye,
l!y light we lose light : your capacity
K of that nature, tluit to your huge store
Wise things seem foolish, and ricli things but poor.
Kos, This proves you wise and ricn; for in my
BiroK. 1 am a fool, and full of poverty. feye—
Ros. But that you take what doth to you belong.

It were a fault to snatch w,jrds fn.ui my tongue.
Biron, Oi I am yours, and all that 1 ijosscss I
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And if these four Wortliics in their first show thrive,

Tliese four will change habits, and present the otlier

Btron. There is five in llic first show. [five.

AV7/^^ You are deceived : 'tis not so.

A'irjn, Tlie pedant, tlie brai;j,'art, the hcdjje-priest,
the fool, and the boy :

—

.\liate throw at novum, and the whole world again,
Cannot prick out five such, take each one in his \ein.

A'iViin The sliip is under sail, and here she conies
amain.
£)itir Costard ayitud,for Po'npcy.

Cost. •' I Pompey ain,
—

"

Koyct. You lie, you are not he.
Cost, " I Pompey am,—

"

Hoyet. With libbard's head on knee.
Siron. Well said, old mocker; I must needs be

friends with thee.
Cost. " I Pompey am, Pompey surnam'd the big,

—

"

Diiiit. "The great." (Great;
Cost. It is *' great," sir;—"Pompey suniani'd the

That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my
foe to sweat

:

[chance.
And travelling along this coast, I here am come by
.\nd lay iny anns before the legs of this sweet lass of

France." [done.
Ifyour ladyship would say, "Thanks, Pompey,"! had
Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey.
Cost. 'Tis not so much worth ; but I hope I was

perfect. I made a little fault in " great."
Kiron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves the

best Worthy.
E>Uer Sir Nathaniel armed, for Akxatider.

Natli. " When in the world 1 liv'd, I was the world":
commander; [quering might

By east, west, north, and south, I spread my con-
My 'scutcheon plain declares, that I am Alisander,—

"

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not : for it stands
too right. [smelling knieht.

Biron. Your nose smells, no, in this, most tender-
Prin. The conqueror is dismay 'd. Proceed, good

Alexander. [connnander ;
—

"

\ath. " When in the world I liv'd, I was the world's
Boyet. Most true, 'tis ri^jht ; you were so, Ahsander.
Btron. Pompey the Great.

—

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. (sander.
Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali-
Cost. [To Xath.]0 sir, you have overthrown Ah-

sander tlie conqueror ! You will be scraped out of the
painted cloth for this: your lion, that holds his poll-
axe sitting on a close-stool, will be given to A-jax : he
xvill be the ninth AVorthy. A concjueror, and afeard
to speak ! run away for shame, Alisander. [Nath.
retires.] There, an t shall please you; a foolish mild
luan ; an honest man, look you, and soon dashed. He
Is a marvellous good neighbour, faith, and a very good
bowler : but, for Alisander, alas, you see how 'tis,

—

a little o'erparted.—But there are \Vorthies a coming
will speak their mind in some other sort.

Prirt, Stand aside, good Pompey.
linter Holofernes armed, /or yiieias ; and .Moth

ar7ticd,/or IlercnUs.
Hoi. " Great Hercules is presented by this imp,
lyitose club kiWd Cerberus, thatthree-headed <ia.ma ;

And, vilun lie was a babe, a child, a shrimp.
Thus did lie strangle serpents in his manus,

Quoniam, he seeme/h in minority.
Ergo, / come with this apology."—
Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish.—

I Moth retires.
Hoi.

•' Judas I am.-—
Dutn. A Judas

!

Hoi. Not Iscariot, sir,

—

" Judas I am, ycltped Maccabeus."
Dum. Judas Maccabeus dipt is plain Judas.
Biron. A kissing traitor.—How art thou proved
Hoi. '-Judas I am."— [Judas'/
Dum. The more shame for you, Judas.
Hot. What mean you, sir*
Boyet. To make Judas hang himself.
Hoi. Be^rin, sir ; you arc my elder. (elder.
Biron. Well foUow'd: Judas was hanged on an
Hoi. I will not be put out of countenance.
Biron. Because thou hast no face.
Hot. What is this!
Boyet. A cittern head.
Dum. The hf:ad of a bodkin.
Biron. A death's face in a ring.

^"S- The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen.

Boyet. The pummel of Carsar's faulchiou.
Dutn. The carved bone face on a flask.

Biron. St. Geoijie's half clieek in a broocli.
Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. [drawer.
Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-

And now forward ; for we have put thee in counte-
nance.

Hoi. You have put me out of countenance.
Biron. False : we have given thee faces.
Hoi. But you have outfac'd them all.

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so.

Boyet Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go.
And so adieu, sweet Jude I nay. why dost Uiou stay ?

Dum. For the latter end of his name.
Biron. For the ass to the Jude J give it him:

—

Jud-as, away.
Hoi. This is not generous ; not gentle ; not humble.
Boyet. A hght for monsieur JudeS it grows dark,

he may stumble. [baited 1

Prin. Alas, poor Maccabeus, hov/ hath he been
Enter Amiado armed,/or Hector.

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles : here comes Hector
in arms. (now be merry.
Dutn. Though my mocks come home by me, I will

King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this.

Boyet. But is this Hector?
h'itijT. I think Hector was not so clean-timbered.
Long. His calf is too big for Hector.
Dutti. More calf, certain.
Boyet. No ; he is best indued in the small.
Biron. This cannot be Hector. (faces.
Dutn. He's a god or n painter ; for he makes
.Irm. •' Tlie aritiipotent Mars, 0/ lances the ai-

Gave Hector a gi/t,—

"

\niighty,
Dutn. A gilt nutmeg.
Biron. A lemon.
Long, Stuck with cloves.
Dum. No, cloven.
.-/ vm. Peace !

—

" Tlie armipotent Mars, 0/ lances tile almighty.
Gave Hector agi/t, the heir 0/Iliou ;

A man so breathed, that certain lie would/ight ye
From ttiorn tillnight, out o/his pavilioti.

I am thatflower,—

"

Dum. That mint.
Lou:.'. That columbine,
.Inn. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tonj^ie.
Long. I must rather give it the rein ; for it runs

against Hector.
Ditm. Ay, and Hector 's a greyhound.
Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten

;

sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried

:

when he breathed, he was a man.—But I will forward
with my device. [To the Princess.) Sweet royalty,
bestow on me the sense of hearing.

[Biron whispers Costard
Prin. Speak, brave Hector : we are much de-

lighted.
ylrm. I do adore thy sweet graces slipper.
Boyet. Loves her by the foot.
Dum. He may not by the yard.
Artn. " This Hector/ar surtnounted Hatinibal,"—
Cost. The party is gout, fellow Hector, she is gone ;

slie is two months on her way.
.irtn. What meanest thou t

Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, the
oor wench is cast away : she's quick ; the child
ra;;s in her belly already : 'tis yours.
Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among potentates f

Thou shalt die.

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipped, for Jaquenett.i
th.it is quick by him, and hanged for Pompey that is

Dum. Most rare Pompey

!

[dead by him.
Boyet. Renowned Pompey

!

Biron. Greater th.m great, great, great, great
inipey I Pompey the huge 1

Dum. Hector trembles.
Biron. Pompey is moved.—More Ates, more Atesi
ir them on, stir them on I

Hum. Hector will challenge him.
Biron. Ay, if he have no more m.in's blood in 's

:lly than will suj) a flea.

Arm. By the north pole, I do ch.illenKC thee.
Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a norlliern

man: I'll sl.ish ; I'll do it by the sword.— I pray you.
let me borrow niy armsanaiu.
Dum, Room fiir the incensed Worthies.
Cost. I'll do it in my shirt.
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Duni. Most resoluto Pompey

!

[lower.
Moth. Master, let me take you a button-liole

Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for the combat?
What mean you t you will lose your reputation.
Arm. Gentlemen and soldiers, pardon me : I will

not combat in my shirt. [the challen','e.
Duin. You may not deny it : Pompey hath made
Ann. Sweet bloods, I both may and will.

BiroH. What reason have you for 't S

Ann. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt ; 1

go woolward for penance.
Boyct. True, aiid it was enjoined him in Rome for

want of linen ; since when, I'll be sworn, he wore none
but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta's, and that he wears
next his heart for a favour.

Enter Mercade.
Mer. God save you, madam I

Prin. Welcome, Mercade ;

liut that thou interrupt'st our merriment.
Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring

Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father

—

Prin. Dead, for my life !

Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. [cloud.
Biron. Worthies, away I The scene begins to
Arm. For my own part, I breathe free breath. "

Long. So did our looks.
Ros. We did not quote them so.
King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour.

Grant us your loves.
Prin. A time, mcthinks, too short

To make a world-without-end bargain in.

No, no, my lord, your grace is penur'd nmch,
Full of dear guiltmess ; and therefore this :

—

If for my love (as there is no such cause)
You will do aught, this shall you do for me :

Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed
To some forlorn and naked hermitage,
Remote from all the pleasures of the world

;

There stay, until the twelve celestial signs
Have brought about their annual reckoning.
If this austere insociable life

Cliange not your offer made in heat of blood ;

If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds,
Xip not the gaudy blossoms of your love.
But that it bear this trial, and last love

;

Then, at the expiration of the year.
Come challenge me, challenge me by these deserts
And, b}' this virgin palm, now kissing thine,
I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut
My woful self up in a mourning house.

have seen the day of wrong through the little hole of Raining the tears of lamentation
discretion, and I will right niyself like a soldii

[Exeunt Worthies.
King. How fares your majesty S

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night.
King. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay.
Prin. Prepare, I say.—I thank you, gracious lords,

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat.
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe
In your rich wisdom to excuse, or hide,
The liberal opposition of our spirits

:

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves
In the converse of breath, your gentleness
Was .guilty of it.—Farewell, worthy lord 1

A. heavy heart bears but a humble" tongue :

Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks
For my great suit so easily obtain'd.
King. The extreme pai-t of time extremely forms

All causes to the purpose of his speed ;

And often, at his very loose, decides
That which long process could not arbitrate :

And though the mourning brow of progeny
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love.
The holy suit which fain it would convince ;

Yet, since love's argument was tirst on foot.
Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it

From what it purpos'd ; since, to wail friends lost.
Is not by much so wholesome profitable,
-•Vs to rejoice at friends but newly found.
Prin. I understand you not : my griefs are double.
Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of

And by these badges understand the king. |grief ;—
For your fair sakes have we neglected time,
Play'd foul play with our oaths : your beauty, ladies
Hath much deform'd us, fashioning our humours
Even to the opposfed end of our intents

;

And what in us hath seem'd ridiculous,

—

As love is full of unbefitting strains

;

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ;

Form'd by the eye, and. therefore, like the eye,
Full of stray shapes, of habits, and of forms.
Varying in subjects, as the eye doth roll

To every varied object in his glance

:

Which party-coated presence of loose love
Put on by us, if. in your heavenly eyes.
Have misbecome our oaths and gravities.
Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults.

Suggested us to make. Therefore, ladies,
Our love being yours, the error that love makes
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false.
By being once false for ever to be true
To those that make us both,—fair ladies, you :

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin.

Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace.
Prin. We have receiv'd your letters full of love

;

Vour favours, the embassadors of love ;

.\nd, in our maiden council, rated them
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy.
As bombast, and as lining to the time :

But more devout than this in our respects.
Have we not been ; and therefore met your loves
In their own fasliion, like a merriment. M'i'A.
Diim. Our letters, madam, show'd much more than

For the remembrance of my father's death.
If this thou do deny, let our hands part

;

Neither intitled in the other's heart.
King. If this, or more than this, I would deny,
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest.

The sudden hand of death close up mine eye '.

Hence ever, then, my heart is in thy breast.
Biron. And what to me, ray love 1 and v.hat to me ?

Ros. You must be purged too, your sins are rank

:

You are attaint with faults and perjury

;

Therefore, if you my favour mean to get,
A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest,

But seek the weary beds of people sick.

Dttni. But what to me, my love ? but what to me ?

Kath. A wife !—A beard, fair health, and honesty ;

With three-fold love I wish you all these three.
Dum. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife!
Kath. Not so, my lord; a twelvemonth and a day

I'll mark no words that smooth-fac'd wooers say :

Come when the king doth to my lady come ;

Then, if I have much love, I'll give you some.
Dum. I'll serve thee true and faithfully till theu
Kath. Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn agai,:.

Long. What says Maria?
Mar. At the twelvemonth's end,

I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend.

Long. I'll stay with patience ; but the time is long.
Mar. The liker you ; few taller are so young.
Biron. Studies my lady ? mistress, look on ine ;

Behold the window of my heart, mine eye.
What humble suit attends thy answer there :

Impose some service on me for thy love.

Ros. Oft have I heard of you. my lord Biron,
Before I saw you ; and the world's large tongue
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks,
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts.

Which you on all estates will execute
That lie within the mercy of your wit.

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain,
.\nd therewithal to win me, if you please,
(Without the which I am not to be won,)
Vou shall this twelvemonth term, from day to d.iy.

Visit the speechless sick, and still converse
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be.
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit
To enforce the pained impotent to smile.

Biron. To move mid laughter in the throat of

death?
It cannot be ; it is impossible :

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony.
Ros. Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spirit,

Whose influence is begot of that loose grace
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools :

.\ jest s prosperity lies m the ear
Of him that hears it. never in the tongue
Of him that makes it: then, if sickly ears,

f'd with the clamours of their own dear groauii
^^'ill hear your idle scorns, continue them.
And I will have you and that fault withal

;

But if they will not, throw away that spirit,

And I shall find you tmpty of that fault.

Right joyful of your reformation.
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Jiiron. A twelvcmontli ! well, befall what will befall.

I'll jest a twelvemonth in a hospital.

J'rin. \_To the King.] Ay, sweet my lord; and so 1

take my leave.

Kin^. No, madam ; we will brine you on your way.
Jitriin. Our wooinK doth not end like an old play

;

Jack hath not Jill; these ladies' courtesy

Alisjht well have made our sport a comedy.
King. Ceme, sir, it wants a twelvemonthand a day.

And then 'twill end.
Hiron. That's too long for a play.

Enter Armado.

Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me,

—

Prill. Was not that Hector'/
Dam. The worthy knight of Troy.
A );«. I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave. I

am a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold the
plough for her sweet love three years. But, most es-

teemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue that the
two learned men have compiled in praise of the owl
and the cuckoo V it should have followed in the end of
our show.
A'i«^. Call them forth quickly ; we will do so.

Arm. Holloa! approach.

This side is Hiems, winter ; this Ver, the spring ; the
one maintained by the owl, the other by the cuckoo.
Ver, begin.

SONG.

S/rins- IfJien daisies pied, and violets blue.
And lady-snwrks all silver-tuhite.

And ciurkoo-bitds o/yellow htte.

Do paint the meadoivs with delight.

The cuckoo thcji, on every tree,

.Mocks married men ;/or thus sings he.
Cuckoo ;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O, loardof/earl
O'npleasing to a married ear.

When shepherds pipe on oaten stratus.
And merry larks areploughmen's clocks,

IVhen turtles tread, and rooks, and daws,
And maidens bleach tlieirsummersmocks\

The cuckoo then, on every tree.

Mocks quarried men ; for thus sings lie.

Cuckoo ;

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—O word offear !
Unpleast?ig to a married ear.

IVinter. Jl'hen icicles hang by the wall.
And Dick llie shepherd blows his nail.

And Tom bears logs into tJie hall.
And 7nilk cotnesfrozeji home in pail,

Jl'hen blood is nipp'd, and ways befoul,
TJu'Jt nightly sings the staring owl,

To-who :
To-7uhit, tO'Who, a jtierry note,

While greasy Joa7t doth keel the pot.

When all aloud lite wind doth blow.
And coughing droivns the parson's saio.

And birds sit brooding in tJie snow.
And Marian's nose looks red and raw,

lV}ten roasted crabs hiss in the boiul.

Then 7iightly sings tJie staring owl,
To-who ;

To-whit, tO'7vho, a merry note.
Whilegreasy Joan doth keel the pot.

Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after the
songs of Apollo. You, that way ; we, this way.

yH.xeunt.

MiDSUMMER-NlGHT'S DrEAM.

DRAMATIS PERSON.^.
Theseus, Duke ij/'Athens.

Egexis, Father to Hennia.

iS^metriJs.
}-'—V"Hermia.

Philostrate, Master ofthe Revels to Theseus.
<Juince, a Carpenter.
Snug, a jfoiner.
Hottom, a li'eaver.
I'lute, a Betlcnus-mender.
Snout, a Tinker.
Starveling, a Tailtr.
Hippolyta, Queen of the Amazons, bttrotlied

Theseus.
Hermia, in love with Lysander.
Helena, in love with Demetrius.

Oberon, King ofthe Fairies.
Titania, Queen of tlie Fairies.
Puck, or Robin-Goodfellow.
Peas-Blossom,
Cobweb,
Moth,
Mustard-seed,
Pyramus,
Thisbe,
Wall,
Moonshine,
Lion,

Fairies.

Characters in the Interlude pe.

formed by the cloiuns.

Other Fairies attending their King and Queen.
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta.

SCENE,—Athens ; and a Wood notfarfrom it.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Athens. A Room in the Palace of
Theseus.

i-«/^r Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate. and
Attendants.

The. Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in
Another moon: but. oh, nicthinks how slow
This old moon wanes I she lingers my desires
Tike to a step-dame, or .a dowager.
Long withering out a young man's revenue.
////. Four days will ijuickly steep themselves in

nights ; *

Four nights will quickly dream away the time

;

And then the moon, like to a silver Imw

New bent in heaven, shall behold the night
Of our solemnities.

The. Go, Philostrate.
Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments

;

Awake the pert and nimlile spirit of mirth:
Turn melancholy forth to funerals,

—

The pale companion is not for our pomp.

—

|/;>rt Philostrate.
Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword.
And won thy love, doing thee injuries

;

Hut I will wed thee in another key.
With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling.

Jinter Egeus, Hermia, l-ysander, axrf Demetriu';.

Fge. Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke I

I lie. Thanks, good Itgeus : wimt's the news with
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Egf. Full of vexation come I, witli complaint
Aj^aiiist my child, my dautjiiter Hermia.

—

Staiui forth, Demetrius.—My noble lord.

Tlii^i man hath my consent to marry her.

—

Stand forth, Lysander :—and, my gracious duke,
This man hath 'witch'd the bosom of my child :

—

Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes,
And interchang'd love-tokens with my child

:

Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung,
AVith feigning voice, verses of feigning love ;

And stoVn th' impression of her fantasy
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits.
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats; messengers
Of strong prevailment in unharden'd youth :

With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart
Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me.
To stubborn harshness:—and, my gracious duke,
Be it so she will not here before your grace
Consent to marry with Demetrius,
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens ;

As she is mine, I may dispose of her :

Which shall be either to this gentleman,
Or to her death, according to our law
Immediately provided in that case.

Tfie. What say you, Hermia? be advis'd, fair maid :

To you, your father should be as a god
;

One that compos'd your beauties ; yea, and one
To whom you are but as a form in wax.
By him imprinted, and within his power
To leave the figure, or disfigure it.

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.
Her. So is Lysander.
T/ie. In himself he is

;

But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice.
The other must be held the worthier.
Her, I would my father look'd but with my eyes.
The. Rather, your eyes must with his judgment look.
Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me.

I know not by what power I am made bold,
Nor how it may concern my modesty,
In such a presence here to plead my thoughts

;

But I beseech your grace, that I may know
The worst that may befall me in this case.
If I refuse to wed Demetrius.

The. Either to die the death, or to abjure
For ever the society of men.
Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires

:

Know of your youth, examine well your blood,
Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice,
You can endure the livery of a nun ;

For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd,
To live a barren sister all your life,

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon.
Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood.
To undergo such maiden pilgrimage :

But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd.

Than that which, withering on the virgin thorn,
Grows, lives, and dies, in smgle blessedness.
Her, So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord,

Ere I will yield my virgin patent up
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke
My soul consents not to give sovereignty.

The. Take time to pause; and, by the next new
moon,

(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me
For everlasting Dond of fellowship,)

Upon that day either prepare to die
For disobedience to your father's will.

Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would ;

Or on Diana's altar to protest.

For aye, austerity and single life.

Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia:—and, Lysander, yield
Thy crazed title to my certain right.

Lys. You have her father's love. Demetrius
;

Let me have Hermia's: do you marry him.
/->.?. Scornful Lysander ! true, he hath my love ;

And what is mine my love shall render him ;

And she is mine, and all my right of her
J do estate unto Demetrius.
Lys. I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he,

As well possess'd ; my love is more than his

;

My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd
If not with vantage, as Demetrius'

;

And, which is more than all these boasts can be,
J am belov'd of beauteous Hermia:
Why should not I, then, prosecute my right ?

Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head.
Kad« love to Nedar's daughter, Helena.

And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, rlotes,

Devoutly dotes, tiotes in idolatry.
Upon this spotted and inconstant man.

I'he. I must confess that I have heard so much.
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof i

But, being over-full of self-atfairs,

My mind "did lose it.—But, Demetrius, come;
And come, Egeus : you shall go with me.
1 have some private schooling for you both.

—

For vou, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself
To fit your fancies to your father's will

;

Or else the law of Athens yields you up
(Which by no means we may extenuate)
To death, or to a vow of single life.

—

Come, my Hippolyta : what cheer, ray love?

—

Demetrius, and Egeus, go along

:

I nmst employ you in some business
Ac^ainst our nuptial ; and confer with you
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves.
Ege. With tluty and desire we follow you.

[Exeunt TYies.t Hip., Ege., Dem.. andtrain.
Lys. Hownow, mylove ! Why isyour cheek so palel

How chance the roses there to fade so fast?
Htr. Belike, for want of rain, which I could well

Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes.
Lys. Ah me I for aught that ever I could read,

Could ever hear by tale or history.
The course of true love never did run smooth :

But, either it was different in blood,—
Her. O cross ! too hi^h to be entlirall'd to low 1

Lys. Or else misgrafted in respect of years,

—

Her. O spite ! too old to be engag'd to young

!

Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of friends,

—

He9'. O hell ! to choose love by another's eye 1

Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice,
War, death, or sickness, did lay siege to it,

Making it momentary as a sound,
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream

:

Brief as the lightning in the coilied night.
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth,
And ere a man hath power to say,—Behold I

The jaws of darkness do devour it up :

So quick bright things come to confusion.
Her. If, then, true lovers have been ever cross'd.

It stands as an edict in destiny :

Then let us teach our trial patience.
Because it is a customary cross,
As due to love as thoughts, and dreams, and sighs,

Wishes, and tears, poor fancy's followers.
Lys. A good persuasion : therefore, hear me, Hermia.

I have a widow aimt, a dowager
Of great revenue, and she hath no child :

From Athens is her house remote seven leagues

;

And she respects me as her only son.
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ;

And to that place the sharp Athenian law
Cannot pursue us. If thou lov'st me, then.
Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night

;

And in the wood, a league without the town,
Wliere 1 did meet thee once with Helena,
To do observance to a morn of May,
There will I slay for thee.
Her. My good Lysander I

I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow ;

By his best arrow with the golden head;
By the simplicity of Venus' doves

;

By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves,

And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen,
When the false Trojan under sail was seen ;

By all the vows that ever men have broke.
In number more than ever women spoke :

—

In that same place thou hast appointed me,
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee.
Lys, Keep promise, love. Look, here comes Helena.

Enter Helena.

Her. God speed fair Helena! Whither away ?

Hel. Call you me fair? that fair again imsay.
Demetrius loves your fair : (J happy fair 1

\'our eyes are lode-stars ; and your tongue's sweet air

More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear,

When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear.
Sickness is catching : O. were favour so,

Vours would I catch, fair Hermia 1 ere I go ;

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye.
My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet niuK-dy

;

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated.
The rest I'll give to be to you translated.
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1 J>i>t. Wliat ib Pyrainus? a lover, or a tyrant?

I
Quill. A lover, that kills himself most gallantly for

love.

; fot. That will .isk some tears in the true perfoniiiii.;

of it: if I do it. let the audience look to their eyes;
1 will move storms, I will condole in some measure,
fo the rest :—yet my chief humour is for a tyrant : I

could play Ercles rarely, or a p;irt to tear a cat in, to

make all split.

" T/ie rasing rocks
And shivering shocks
Shall break the locks

0/prison-gates

;

And Phibbiis' car
Shall shinefromfar,
A7id make and jnar
Thefoolishfates."

This was lofty !—Now name the rest of the players.

—

j
This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein ;—a lover is more

I

condoling.

j

<}itin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.

I

Fill. Here, Peter Ouince.
i ijuin. You must take Thisby on you.
' Flu. \VhatisThisby?a wandering kuight!

I
Quill. It is the lady that Pyranms must love.

I

Flu. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman ; I have a

j
beard coming.

I

Quill. That's all one : you shall play it in a mask,
and you may speak as small as you will.

I

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby
' too : ni speak in a monstrous little voice ;

— " Thisne,

j

Thisne"

—

"Ah, Pyrainus, my lover dear I thy
Thisby dear, and Lady dear /''

Quill. No, no ; you must play Pyramus : and
Flute, you Thisby.
Bot. Well, proceed.
Quin, Robm Starveling, the tailor.

I

Star. Here, Peter Quince.

I

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby's
mother.—Tom Snout, the tinker.
Snout. Here, Peter Quince.
Quin. You, Pyramus's father: myself, Thisby's

I
father ;—Snug, the joiner, you tlie lion's part :—and,
I hope, here is a play fitted.

I
Snug. Have you the lion's part written! pray you,

I

if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study.

I

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing;
but roaring.

i Bot. Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that I

I

will do any man's heart good to hear me; I will

roar, that I will make the duke say, " Let him roar
\again, let hi*n roar again.^'

I

Quin. An' you should do it too terribly, you would

I

friiflit the duchess and the ladies, that they would
shriek ; and that were enough to hang us all.

I A II. That would hang us, every mother's son.

I

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you sliould fright

I

the ladies out of their wits, they would have no more
discretion but to hang us : but I will aggr.avate my

' voice so. that I will roar you as gently as any sucking
dove ; I will roar you an twere any nightingale.

Quill. You can play no part but Pyramus ; for
Pyramus is a sweet-faced man ; a proper man, as one
shall see in a summer's day ; a most lovely, gentleman-
like man : therefore, you must needs play Pyramus.
Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were I

best to play it in 1

Quin. VVhy. what you will.

Bot. I will discharge it in either your straw-colour
beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-gr;iin
beard, or your French-crown colour beard, your per-
fect yellow.
Quin. Some of your I'rench crowns have nn hair at

ill. and then you will play bare-faced.—But masters,
rst, good Peter Quince, say what the play here are your parts: and I am to entreat you, request
. .i,»™ ,«,H .i.„ „,„.-., -f.i . —1 „. ly.j,,

.,|„i j^.sife yo„_ to p„„ x\\c\\\ by to-morrow night;
and meet me in the palace wood, a mile without tlie

town, by moonlight ; there will we rehe.irse : for if we
meet in the city, we shall be dogged with coinpanyt
and our devices known. In the me.uitime, I will dr.iv*

.1 hill of properties, such as our play wants. I pray
you. fail me not.

Bot. We will meet ; and there we may rehearse
more obscenely, and courageously. Take pains ; btf

perfect; udicu.
Quin. At the duke's o.-ik we meet.
Bol. Enough : hold, or cut bow-stringi XExeiint.

I), tc.icli iiie how you look ; and with what art

"lou sway the motion of Demetrius' heart

!

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still.

llel. O that your frowns would teach my smiles
such skill

:

}{fr. I give him curses, yet he gives mc love.

llel. i) that my prayers could such affection move 1

Her. The more I h.ite. the more he follows me.
//(/. The more I love, the more he hateth me.
Iter. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.
Hel. None, but your beauty : would that fault were

mine!
Her. Take comfort : he no more shall see my face

;

Lysander and myself will fly this place.
Before the tune I did Lysander see,
Secni'd Athens as a paradise to me :

O. then, what graces m my love do dwell.
That he h.ath tum'd a heaven unto a hell

!

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold

:

To-morrow night, when Phcebe doth behold
Her silver visage in the wat'ry glass.
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass.
(.\ time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,)
Through Athens' gates have we deris'd to steal
Her. And in the wood where often you and I

Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie.

Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet.
There my Lysander and myself shall meet

;

And thence from Athens turn away our ej'es.

To seek new friends and stranger companies.
Farewell, sweet playfellow : pray thou for us

;

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius !

—

Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight
From lovers' food till morrow deep midnight."
Lys. I will, my Hemiia.

—

\^Exit Herm.) Helena,
adieu;

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you

!

{Exit.
Hel. How happy some, o'er other some can be I

Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.
But whatof tliat? Demetrius thinks not so

;

He will not know, wh.at all but he do know.
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes,
So I, admiring of his qualities.
Things base and vile, holduig no quantity.
Love can transpose to form and dignity :

I .ove looks not with the eyes, but with the mind

;

And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind

:

Nor hath Love's mind of any judgment taste

;

A\ings. and no eyes, figure unheedj'haste :

And therefore is Love said to be a child.
Because in choice he is so oft beguil'd.
-\s waggish boys in game themselves forswear.
So the boy Love is perjur'd everywhere :

For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne.
He hail'd down o,ithsth,at he was only mine :

And when this hail some heat from Hennia felt.

So he tlissolv'd, and showers of oaths did melt.
I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight

:

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night.
Pursue her; and for this intelligence
I f I have thanks, it is a dear expense

:

But herein mean I to enrich my pain.
To have his sight thither and back again. [Exit.

SCENE II.—Athens. A Room in a Cottage.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and
Stan'eUng.

Quin, Is all our company here?
Jiot. You were best to ciill them generally, man by

man, according to the scrip.
Qitiu. Here is the scroll of every man'sname, which

is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our inter-
lude before the duke and the duchess on his wedding-
day at night,

Bot. Fii .. _ , _ ^ ^
treats on ; then read the iranies of the actors; ami so
grow to a point.
Quin, Marry, our play Is—The most lamentable

comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby.
Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you, and a

merry.—Now. good Peter Quince, call forth your

the

jctorsby the scroll : Masters, spread yourselves,
Quin. Answer, as 1 c^ill you.—Nick Bottom,

veavcr.
Bat, Ready. Name what part I ara for, and pro-

£ee<l.

Quin. You. Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus.
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ACT II.

SCENE I.—A Iraoii near Athens.

Enter a Fairy on one side, and Puck on tlie other.

Puck. How now, spirit ! whither wander you J

l-'ai. Over hill, over dale,
Thorough bush, thorough brier,

Over park, over pale.

Thorough flood, thorough fire,

I do wander everywhere.
Swifter than the moon's sphere

;

And I serve the fairy queen.
To dew her orbs upon the green

:

The cowslips taU her pensioners bt

;

In their gold coats spots you see

;

Those be rubies, fairy favours.

In those freckles live their savours

:

I must go seek some dew-drops here,
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear.

Farewell, thou lob of spirits ; 111 be gone :

Our queen and all her elves come here anon.
Puck. The king doth keep his revels here to-night

:

Take heed the queen come not within his sight

;

For Oberon is passing fell and wrath.
Because that she, as her attendant, hath
A lovely boy, stoln from an Indian king ;

She never had so sweet a changeling

:

And jealous Oberon would have the child

Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild ;

But"she, perforce, withholds the loved boy,
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her joy :

And now they never meet in grove or green,
by fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen.
But they do square ; that all their elves, for fear.

Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there.

Fai. Either 1 mistake yourshape and making quite.

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite,

Call'd Robin Good-fellow : are you not he
That frights the maidens of the villagery

;

Skim milk, and sometimes labour in the quern,
And bootless makes the breathless housewife churn ;

And sometime make the drink to bear no barm ;

Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm!
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck,
You do their work, and they shall have good luck :

Are not you he t

Picck. Thou speak'st aright

;

I am that merry wanderer of the night.

I jest to Oberon, and make him smile.

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal :

And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl,
In vei-y likeness of a roasted crab ;

And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob.
And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale.

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale.

Sometime for three-foot stool nustaketh me ;

Then slip I from her bum, down topples she.

And " tailor " cries, and falls into a cough ;

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe ;

And waxen in their mirth, and i\eez^, and swear
A merrier hour was never wasted there,

—

But, room. Fairy ! here comes Oberon. [g"ue !

Fai. And here my mistress :—Would that he were

SCENE II.— r/:e Same.

Jitiler Oberon on one side, with his train ; and
Titania on the other, loith hers.

Obe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania.

Tita. What, jealous Oberon ! Fairy, skip hence :

I have forsworn his bed and comp.any.

Obe. Tarry, rash wanton : am not 1 thy lord

!

Tita. Then, I must be thy lady : but I know
When thou has stol'n away from fairy land,

And in the shape of Corin sat all day.
Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love

To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here,

<'ome from the farthest steep of India*

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,
Your buskin'd mistress and your warrior love,

To Theseus must be wedded ; and you come
To give their b>'d joy and prosperity.

Obe. How canst thou thus, for shame, Titania,

I '.lance at mv credit with Hippolyta,

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ?

Uidst thou not lead him through the glinuueriug night

From Perigenia, whom he ravished 2

And make him mth fair /Eglii break his faith.

With Ariadne, and Antiopa t

Tita. These are the forgeries ofjealousy :

And never, since the middle summer's spring.
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or inead,
By pavfed fountain, or by rushy brook.
Or on the beached margent of the sea.
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind.
But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport.
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain.
As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea
Contagious fogs ; which, falling in the land,
Have every pelting river made so proud,
That they have overborne their continents

:

The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain.
The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green corn
Hath rotted ere his youth attain'd a beard :

The fold stands empty in the drowned field.

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ;

The nine-men's morris is fiU'd up with mud

;

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green,
For lack of tread are undistinguishable :

The human mortals want their winter here ;

No night is now with hymn or carol blest :

—

Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,
Pale in her anger, washes all the air.

That rheumatic diseases do abound:
And thorough this distemperature we see
The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts
F'all in the fresh lap of the crimson rose

;

And on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown.
An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds
Is, as in mockery, set : the spring, the summer.
The childing autumn, angry winter, change
Their wonted liveries: and the 'inazfed world.
By their increase, now knows not which is which :

And this same progeny of evil comes
From our debate, from our dissension

;

AVe are their parents and original.

Obe. Do you amend it, then ; it lies in you

:

Why should Titania cross her Oberon ?

I do but beg a little changeling boy,
To be my henchman.

Tita. Set your heart at rest

:

The fairy land buys not the child of me.
His mother was a votaress ofmy order;
And, in the spicdd Indian air, by night.
Full often hath she gossip'd by my side ;

And sat vA\.\i me on Neptune's yellow sands.
Marking the embarked traders on the flood ;

When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive,
.\nd grow big-bellied, with the wanton wind ;

Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait
Following, (her womb then rich with my young squire)
Would imitate, and sail upon the land.
To fetch me trifles, and return again.
As from a voyage, rich with merchandize.
But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ;

And for her sake I do rear up her boy ;

.\nd for her sake I will not part with him.
Obe. How long within this wood intend you .stay ?

Tita. Perchaiice till after Theseus' wedding-day.
If you will patiently dance in our round.
And see our moonlight revels, go with us ;

If not, shun me, ana I will spare your haunts.
Obe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee.
Tita. Not for thy fairy kingdom.—Fairies, away I

We shall chide downright, if I longer stay.
\^Exit Titania, and Iter train.

Obe. Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from thi»

Till I torment thee for this injury.

—

[grove,
My gentle Puck, come hither : "Thou reinember'st
Since once I sat upon a promontory.
And heard a mermaid on a dolphin's back.
Uttering such ilulcet and harmonious breath,
That the rude sea grew civil at her song

;

-^nd certain stai's shot madly from their spheres,
To hear the sea-maid's music.
Pttck. I remember.
Obe. That very time I saw (but thou couldst not)b

Flying between the cold moon and the earth,
Cupid all ami'd : a certain aim he took
At a fair vestal throned by the west

;

And loos'd his love-shaft smartly from his bow,
.\s it should pierce a.hundred thousand hearts :

But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft
Quench'd in the chaste beams of the watery iiioun,
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Ami tlie iiiiiiurial voluress passed on.
In niaiclun nioditatiuii, fancy-free.
\k\ inark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell

.

It fell upon a little western flower,—
Before milk-white, now purple with love's wound —And maidens call it, love-in-idleness
Fetch nie that flower

; the herb I show'd thee onceThe jmce of it on sleepinjf eyelids laid,
» ill make or man or woman madly dote
I pon the next live creature that it sees
I- etch me this herb ; and be thou here again
tre the Ie\iathan can swim a league.

'

Puck, ru put a ifirdle round about the earth
In forty minutes. {Exit

Ilf','!'';, 1, -r-.
Having: once tills juice,

I 11 watch Titama when she is asleep.
And tlrop the liquor of it in her eyes ;The iiext thinsj then she wakimj looks upon,
(lie It on hon, bear, or wolf, or'buU
On nieddlins- nionkey, or on busy ape,)
bhe shall pursue it with the soul of loveAnd ere I take this charm off from her siirlit,

',?,^ ' "",'ake It wiUi another herb)
111 make her render up her page to me.
liutw-ho comes here S I am invisible ;Ana I will over-hear their conference.

hnter Demetrius, YiAe-na/ollowiiiir hi,,:

...
f'•'". I 'ove thee not, therefore pursue me nut.n liere is I ysander, and fair Hennia?

I he one 111 stay, the otlier stayeth me.niou told St me they were stoln into this wood ;Ami here am I, and wood within this wood,
Because I cannot meet my Hermia
Hence ! get thee gone, and follow me no more.

H,W^ îf l^^"
""" y°" hard-hearted adamant

:

But yet you draw not iron, for my heart

a"" '.5"i^ ^ n f '^' • '^^^^ y°" >'°""' power to draw,AiKl I sliaU have no power to follow you.

r.r r'-,','h 1

entice you ? Do I speak you fair !ijr rather do I not m plainest truth

%i >'"i' J ° ""' "°' I cannot love you ?/M. And even for that do I love you the more
I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius,
I lie more you beat me, I will fawn on you •

NvSwf nl'i f ^''""' ^P^'el. spurn me, strike me,iveglect me, lose me ; only give me leave
L nworthy as I am, to follow you.

,\„f
«o"er place can I beg in your love,

Th.ir 1" P'^.'=? "^ ''«'' respect with ine,
''an to be used as you use your dog ?

Fr^T-im .IT' V" '?°^'"f"='!
"'^ ''^red of my spirit

Ir , ." ^J .
"''en I do look on you./M. And I am sick when I look not on thee.

ToleavP th!l °, ""P"^"^ J-O".' modesty too much,
1 o leave the city, and commit yourself
Into the hands of one that loves you not •

1 o trust the opportunity of night.And the ill counsel of a desert place,
*Vith the rich worth of your virginity.

If U n"n, ,?"L"","'' ''%"iy
Pf'^-'ecre for that.

It IS not night when I do see your face.
Therefore 1 think I am not in the night;
rsor doth tins wood lack worlds of compaiiv.
l-or you. in my respect, are all the world :Then how can it be s lid I am alone.

n '''l.n"' ""i'''''
'^ '"-'6 to look on me!

/Jw. I II run from thee and hide me in the brakesAnd leave thee to the mercy of wild be.asts.
'

R,m wh^'-' "''^'^n'
'';'"' "°' '""'^ a heart as you.Run when you wih, the story shall be changll,

Apollo flics, and Daphne holds the cliaseThe dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind

Wen co^v-frllP
''"='' ""= '''^7'}">ot\ess speed,tvncn cowardice pursues, and valour flies.

Or if'Ji.i.'V 1"°' ^'ay thy questions
; let me go :Or, if thou follow me, do not believe

ir / .
" *?" "'<^'-" ""«luef in the wood.

YouL^^- n"^- '?'"';'':•
'"f

""• '°""' the field,*ou do me mischief. lie. Demetrius I
V our wrongs do set a scandal on inv sex •

AV^ S""m ^''" '^°.^'°^•'-•• «* '"en may do j

111 foHow M i'
''°°>'' ='?'" "^'^ "°' -nade to woo.

I U follow thee, and make .i heaven ofheU,To die upon the hand I love so well.

voe. Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave this
grove.

Thou shall fly hiiii, and he shall seek thy love.

midsummer-night's dream. "3

Chorus.

I ,_,
, ^ Rc-cnUyVwcV.

ll.ist thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer.
/ Hck. Ay, there it is.

I i'!!!^';, t 1 ,.
,'
'"ay '^ee. give it me.

1 know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows,Where ox-lips. and the nodding violet grows •

Ouite over-canopied with luscious woodbine.

'

" ith sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine

:

1 Jiere sleeps Titania, some time of" the night.

A nH fh" "Ik^*"
flowers with dances and delight

;

wl»H '5 ""^ ^"'',''^ 'hrows her enamell'd sliii.Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in :And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyesAnd make her fuU of hateful fantasies.

A .^'^ ^f Tft""'' "^ \ ""^"^ """"^ through this grove :A sweet Athenian lady is in love » >=
•

"- ith a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes :But do It when the next thing he espies

R,fJ'l,^^' K
'^•'^y- ^'^°'' ^halt know the man

lij' the Athenian garments he hath on.
liHect It with some care, that he may proveMure fond on her, than she upon her love

:

Ami look thoumeet me ere the first cock crow.
1 luk. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so.

iH.xit.
SCENE Wl.—Anotherpart ofthe Wood.

Enter Titania, -with Iter train.

Thii^'f ^".\"^'
i'."Y ^ roundel, and a fairy song

;

1 hen, for the third of a minute, hence

;

^
gome, to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds

Ton?;!.-!?''
'" ' rear-mice for their leathern wings.

1 o make my small elves coats ; and some, keep ba-kThe clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wondersAt our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep

;

1 hen to your offices, and let me rest.

SONG.
y'ou spotted snakes, luith double tonrue.
Thor>,y hedge-hogs, be not seen

Aewts, and blind-worms, do no ivron^r
Come not near ourfairy queen,
Philomel, 7vitli melody, .

Sing in our sweet lullaby ;Eulla lulla, lullaby; lulla. lulla, lullaby
JVever harm, '

Nor spell, nor charm.
Come our lo-jely lady nigh ,

So, goodnight, with lullaby.
Weaving spiders come not here
Hence, you long-Ugg'd spinners, hence '

Leetles black, approach not /tear
IVorm, nor snail, do no offence.

Chorus. Philomel, with melody, &-c.
I Eai. Hence, away ! now all is well

One, aloof, stand sentinel.
[Exeuiit Fairies. Titania sleeps.

nt. r<-
£«/^>- Oberon.

WW fL
'""'*"

"'i-flo-'^'"- on Titania's eyelids.\What thou .scest when thou dost wake,
Jo It for thy true love take

;

I.ove, and languish for his sake

:

-e It ounce, or cat, or bear.
ard, or boar with bristled hair,

In thy eye that shall appear
When thou wak'st, it is thy dear.Wake when some vile thing is near. ^Exit

J ,. . .•'•"'^'-I-ysanderrtWHermia.
i-ys I-airlove. you faint with wandering in the wood •And to speak troth, I have forgot ourway

'

\V e II rest us Hermia. if vou think it good,A iHl tarry for the comfiirt of the day
Iter, lie it so, l.ysander : find you out a bed

:

1< r 1 upon this bank will rest my head.
'

On j'h';.nn'V,'n"''^
''!;'" """.'' ^' '"''°^' '°'- "^ I^oth

;

hUr^k^ ^, ^"h "'°
'i"'"'"^' ^"' °"e troth.

I rJc^^' S°°'' Lysander
; for my sake, mv dearI-ie farther off yet ; do not lie so near.

^ '

r:^^\ ? ^"^ ^'^^ ^''."**-'- ^*eet, of my innocence 1ove takes the meaning in loves conference
me.in, that my heart unto yours is knit,

;'so th.it but one heart we can m.ike of it
•

I wo DObonis interchainid with an oath •

^o then, two bosoms, and a single troth
1 hen, by your side no bed-runm mc deny

:

l-or lying so, Hennia. I du not lie.
Her. Lysander riddles very prettily;—
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Now mucii bcslirewniy manners and my pride,
Tf I lermia meant to say, Lysander lied.

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy
Lie further off; in human modesty.
Such separation as may well be said •

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid :

So far be distant ; and, good night, sweet friend :

Thy love ne'er alter till thy sweet life end I

Lys. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I

;

.\ncl then end life, when I end loyalty 1

Here is my bed : sleep give thee all his rest I

l/er, AVith half that wish the wisher's eyes be
press'd 1 [ T/iey sleep.

Entey Puck.
PiiCk, Through the forest have I gone.

But Atnenian found I none.
On whose eyes I might approve
This flower's force in stirring love.

Night and silence ! who is here ?

Weeds of Athens he doth wear

:

This is he, my master said.

Despised the Athenian maid

;

^nd here the maiden, sleeping sound,
On the dank and dirty ground.
Pretty soul I she durst not lie

Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy.

\_Sqiieeses tlieflower on Lysander's
eyelids.

'\

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw
All the power this charm doth owe.
When thou wak'st, let love forbid
Sleep his seat on thy eyelid :

So awake, when I am gone.
For I must now to Oberon. \Exit,

Enter Demetrius and Helena, mnnuig.
jRifl. Stay, though tliou kill me, sweet Demetrius.
Devi. I charge thee, hence ; and do not haunt me

thus.
Het. O, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so.

Dem. Stay, on thy peril : I alone will go.
{Exit Demetrius.

Het. O, I am out of breath in this fond chase I

The more n;y prayer, the lesser is my grace.
Happy is Hermia whcresoe'er she lies ;

For she hath biess6d and attractive eyes.
How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt tears

:

I f so, my eyes are oftener wash'd than hers.

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear

;

For beasts that meet me, run away for fear

:

Therefore no marvel though Demetrius
Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus.

A\'liat wicked and dissembling glass of mine
.M.ide me compare with Heniiia's sphery eyne?

—

But who is here ? Lysander ! on the ground !

Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound.

—

Lysander, if you live, good sir. awake.
Lys. \A-wakiu.ir.'\ And run through fire I will, for

thy sweet sake.
Transparent Helena I Nature here shows art.

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart.

\VIiere is Demetrius ! O, how fit a word
Is that vile name to perish on my sword 1

Hel. Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so.

What though he love your HermiaS Lord, what
though ?

Yet Hcrmia still loves you : then be content.

Lys. Content with Hennia I No; I do repent
The tedious minutes I with her Imve spent.

Vot Hermi.i, but Helena I love:
Who will not change a raven for a dove?
The will of man is by his reason sway'd ;

And reason says you are the worthier maid.
Tilings growing are not ripe until their season

:

So 1, being young, till now ripe not to reason ;

And touchmg now the point of human skill.

Reason becomes the marshal to my will,

.\nd leads me to your eyes ; where I o'erlook
Love's stories, written in love's richest book.

Itcl. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born?
When, at j'our hands, did I deserve this scorn ?

Is 't not enough, is "t not enough, young man,
That I did never, no, nor never can,

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye.

But you unist flout my insufficiency?

Good troth, you do me \vrong,—good sooth, you do,—
In such disdainful manner me to woo.
But fare you well ; perforce I nmst confess

I thought you lord of more true gentleness.

( ), th.it a lady, of one man refus'd.

Should of another therefore be abus'd 1 \F..-^it.

Lys. She sees not Hemiia.—Hermia, sleep thou
there :

And never mayst thou come Lysander near I

For, :is a surfeit of the sweetest things
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings

;

Or, as the heresies, that men do leave.
Are hated most of those they did deceive;
So thou, my surfeit and my heresy,
Of all be hated, but the most of me I

And, all my powers, address your love and might
To honour Helen, and to be her knight. yE.\-il.

Her. {.4waking.'\ Help me, Lysander, lielp me 1 do
thy best

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast I

Ah me, for pity 1—what a dream was here I

Lysander, look how I do quake with fear

;

Methought a serpent eat my heart away,
And you sat smihng at his cruel prey.

—

Lysander !—What, remov'd ?—Lysander ! lord I

What, out of hearing? gone? no sound, no word?
.\Iack 1 where are you? speak, an if you hear;
Speak, of all loves 1 I swoon abnost with fear.

No?—then I well perceive you are not nigh:
Either death, or you, I'll find immediately. \Exit.

ACT III.

SCENE \.—The Wood. TiXwms. lying asleef.

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, and
Starveling.

Hot. Are we all met ?

Qiiin. Pat, pat ; and here's a marvellous convenient
place for our rehearsal This green plot shall be our
stage, this hawthorn brake our 'tiring-house ; and we
will do it in action, as we will do it before the duke.

Bot. Peter Quince,—
Qiiin. What sayst thou, bully Bottom!
Bot. There are things in this comedy of " Pyranms

and Thisby" tliat will never please. First, Pyramus
must draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies

cannot al)ide. How answer you that ?

Snnit*. By'rlakin, a parlous fear.

Star. I believe we must leave the killing out, when
all is done.

Bot. Not a whit : I have a device to make all well.

Write me a prologue ; and let the prologue seem to

say, we will do lio harm with our swords, and that

Pyramus is not killed indeed ; and, for the more
better assurance, that I . Pyramus, am not Pyramus, but
Bottom the weaver. This will put them out of fear.

Quin. Well, we will hiive such a prologue ; and it

shall be written in eight and six. [and eight.

Bot. No. make it two more ; let it be written in eight

Snout. Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion?

Star. I fear it, I promise j'ou.

Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with yourselves :

to bring in,—God shieliJ us I—a lion among ladies, is a
most dreadful thing ; for there is not a more fearful

wild-fowl than your lion, living ; and we ought to look,

to it. [not a lion.

Snout. Therefore, another prologxie must tell he is

Bat. Nay. you must name his name, and half his face

nmst be seen through the lion's neck ; and he himself

must speak through, saving thus, or to the same defect.

—"Ladies,—0-, fair ladies,—I would wish you,—or, I

would request you,—or, I would entreat you,—not to

fear, not to tremble : my life for yours. If you think

I conic hither as a lion, it were pity of my life : no, I

am no such thing; I am a man as other men arc :"

—

and there, indeed, let him name his name, and tell

them plainly, he is Snug, the joiner.

Qnin. Well, it shall 'lie so. But there is two hard
things,—that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber

;

for, you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by moon-
light, [play?

Snug. Doth the moon shine that night we play our
Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! loo'k in the almanack

;

find out moonshine, fintl out moonshine.
Oiiin. 'Ves. it doth shine that night.

Bot. Why, then may you leave a casement of the

great ih.imlHr wiiuhnv, where we play, open; and the
moon may shine in at the casement.
Quin. Ay ; or else one nmst come in with a bush of

thorns and a lanthorn, and say he comes to disfigure,
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or to present, the person of moonshine. Then, there

is another thinsf : we must have a wall in the prcat

chamber ; for P'yramus and Thisby, s.iys the story, did

talk through tlie chink of a wall. [yon. Bottom ?

Smii^. You can never brinjj in a wall—What say
Jiot^ Some man or other must present wall : and let

him have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough-
cast about him, to signify wall ; and let him hold his

fmgers thus, and through that cranny shall Pyranms
and Thisby whisper.
Quiu. If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit

<lovm, every mother's son, and rehearse your parts.

I'yramus, you begin, ^\hen you have spoken your
speech, enter into that brake ;—and so every one ac-

cording to his cue.
litttfr Puck, behind.

Puck. What hempen home-spuns have we swaq:ger-
So near the cradle of the fairy qvieen? [ingliere,
Mhat, a play toward 1 PU be an auditor ;

An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause.
Ouin. Speak, Pyranius.—Thisby. stand forth.

Pyr. " Thisby, Ihe flowers of odioiis savours
Qiiin. ** Odours," " odours." ]^s-we£t,"—
Pyr. —*^ Odours savours s^ueet

:

So haih thy breath, jny dearest Thisby, dear.
But hark, a voice ! stay thou but here aivhite.

And by and by I will to titee appear." [Exit.
Puck. \Aside.\ A stranger PjTamus than e'er play'd

here 1 [Exit.
This. Must I speak now?
Quin. Ay, marrj-, must you ; for you must under-

stand, he goes but to see a noise that he heard, and is

to come again. [hue.
This. " Most radiant Pyra/nus, most lily-7vhite 0/
0/colourJike the red rose on trittmphaut brier.

Most briskyjuve7ial, and eke 7nost lovely yew.
As true as truest horse, that yet luoutd never tire,

I'll 7neet thee, Pyranius, at Ninny's tomb."
Quin. "Ninus' tomb," man. Why, you must not

speak that yet ; that you answer to Pyramus : you
speak all your part at once, cues and all,—Pyramus.
enter; your cue is past ; it is, "never tire."

This. O,— *' As true as truest horse, that yet would
never tire."

Re'enter Puck, and Bottom with an ass's head.
Pyr. •• IfI were, fair Thisby , I were only thine

:

Quin. O monstrous ! O strange I we are haunted.

—

Pray, masters 1 fly, m,asters !— Help !

{Exit, with Snug, Flute, Snout, and Staneling,
Puck. I'll follow you. I'll lead you about a rounrl.

Through bog, through bush, through brake, througli
brier I

Sometime a horse I'll be, sometime a hound,
A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ;

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn,
I.ike horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn.

\Exit.
Hot. Why do they run away? this is a knavery of

them, to m.ake me afeard.
Re.enter Snout.

Snout. O Bottom '. thou art changed I what do I see
on thee ?

BoL NVTiat do you see? you see an ass's head of
your own, do you f \_Exit Snout.

Re.enter Quince.
Quin. Bless thee. Bottom 1 bless thee I thou art

translated. [Exit.
hot. I see tlieir knavery : this is to make an ass of

me, to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir

from this place, do what they can ; 1 will walk up and
down here, and I will sing, that they shall hear I am
not afraid. [Sings.

The ousel-cock, so black ofhue,
IVith orange-tawny bill.

The throstle with his note so true,
The wren with little guilt:

Tita. [iraking,] What angel wakes me from my
£ot. [Sings.] (flowery bed}

Theflnch, the sfarrow, and the lark.
Theplain song cuckoo gray.

Whose notefull tnany a nian doth fnark.
And dares not ans7uer, nay ;—

for indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a bird ?

who would give a bird thelic, though he cry " cuckoo"
never sot

Tita. I pray thec,»gentle mortal, sing again :

Mine e.ar is much eiiamour'd of thy note ;

So is mine eye cnthralli-d to thy shape ;

And thy fair virtue's force, perforce doth move me.
On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee.

Bot. Methinks, mistress, you should have little rea-
son for that : and yet, to say the truth, reason and
love keep little company together now-a-days ;—the
more the pity, that some honest neighbours will not
make them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon occasion.

Tita. Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.

Bot. Not so, neither : but if I had wit enough to

get out of this wood, I have enougli to serve mine
own turn.

Tita. Out of this wood do not desire lo go

:

Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.
I am a spirit of no common rate

;

The summer still doth tend upon my state

;

And I do love thee : therefore go with me ;

I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee ;

.\nd they shall fetch thee jewels froiu the deep.
And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep ;

And I will purge thy mortal grossness so.

That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.—
Peas-blossom 1 Cobweb 1 Moth ! and Mustard-seed !

Enter Peas-blossom, Cobweb Moth, and
Mustard-seed.

Peas. Ready.
Cob. And I.

Moth. And I.

Mns. And I.

All Four. Wlier-j shall we go ?

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gentleman

:

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes

;

Feed him with apricocks, and dewberries,
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ;

The honey-bags steal from the humble.bees,
And for night tapers crop their waxen thighs.
And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes.
To have my love to bed, and to arise

;

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies.

To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes

:

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.
Peas. Hail, mortal

!

Cob. Hail I

Moth. Hail I

Mus. Hail!
Bot. I cry your worships' mercy, heartily.—I be-
Cob. Cobweb. [seech your worship's name.
Bot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good

master Cobweb ; if I cut my finger, I shall make boUI
with you.

—
"Vour name, honest gentleman?

Peas. Peas-blossom.
Bot. I pray you, commend me to mistress Squash,

your mother, and to master Peascod, your father.

Good master Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of more
acquaintance —Your name, I beseech you, sir?

Mtis. Mustard-seed.
Bot. Good master Mustard-seed, I know your pa-

tience well ; that same cowardly, giaist-like ox-beef,
hath devoured many a gentleman of your house , I

promise you, your kindred hath made mine eyes water
ere now. I desire you of more acquaintance, good
master Mustard-seed.

Tita. Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my bower.
The moon, methinks, looks with a wat'ry eye ;

And when she weeps, weeps every little flower,
Lamenting some enforced chastity.

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him silently.

[Exeunt.

SCENE W.—Anotherpart eftlu Wood.

Enter Oberon.

Obe. I wonder if Titania be awak'd ;

Then, what it was that next came in her eye,
Which she must dote on in extremity.
Here comes my messenger.

—

[Enter V\xc\ii.'\ How now.
mad spirit I

What night-rule now about this haunted grove ?

Puck. My mistress with a monster is in love.

Near to her close and consecrated bower,
\\hile she was in her dull and sleejiing hour,
A crew of patches, rude mechanicals.
That work for bread upon Athenian stalls,

Were met together to rehearse a pl.iy.

Intended for great Theseus' nuptial day.
The sh.iUowest thick-skin of that barren sort.

Who Pyramus presented, in their sport
l-orsook his scene, and enter'd in a brake

:

When I did him at this advantage take.
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An a^s's nowl I fixid on his head :

Ancii his Thisbe must be answered.
And forth my mimic comes. Wlien they him spy,

As wild geese that tlie creeping fowler eye,
Or russet-pated choughs, many ill sort,

Rising and cawing at the gun's report,
Sever themselves, and madly sweep the sky ;

So, at his sight, away his fellows Hy ;

And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls ;

He nmrder cries, and help from Athens calls.

Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears t)ms strong.

Made senseless things begin to do them wrong ;

1-or briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ;

Some, sleeves,—some, hats,—from yielders all things
I led them on in this distracted fear, [catch.

And left sweet Pyramus translated there :

When in that moment (so it came to pass,)
Titania wak'd, and straightway lov'd an ass.

Ode. This falls out better than I could devise.

But hast thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do?

Pitck. I took him sleeping, (that is finish'd too,)

And the Athenian woman by his side :

That, when he wak'd, of force she must be ey'd.

EtiUr Demetrius and Hermia.

Obe. Stand close : this is the same Athenian.
Puck. This is the woman ; but not this the man.
Detn. O, why rebuke you him that loves you so ?

I-ay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. [worse.

Her. Now I but chide; but I should use thee
For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse.

If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep.

Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep,
And kill me too.

The sun was not so true unto the day.
As he to me : would he ha\ e stol'n away
]-"rom sleeping Hermia ? I'll believe as soon.
This whole earth may be bor'd ; and that the moon
May through the centre creep, and so displease
Her brother's noon-tide with th' Antipodes.
It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him ;

So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim.
Dein. So should the murder'd look ; an'd so should I.

Pierc'd through the heart with your stern cnieltj- :

Vet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear.

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.
Her. ^Vhat's this to my Lysander? where is he ?

Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me?
Don. I had rather give his carcase to my hounds.
Her, Out, dog! out, curl thou driv'st me past the

bounds
Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him, then ?

Henceforth be never number'd among men I

O, once tell true, tell true, e'en for my sake ;

Durst thou have look'd upon him being awake,
And hast thou killed him sleeping? O brave touch !

Could not a worm, an adder, do so much?
An adder did 't ; for with doubler tongue
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung.

Dent. Vou spend your passion on a mispris'd mood :

I am not guilty of L-ysander's blood ;

Nor is he'dead, for aught that I can tell.

Her. I pray thee, tell me, then, that he is well.

Dem. An if I could, what should I get therefore?
Her. A privilege never to see me more :

—

And from thy hated presence part I so :

See me no more, whether he be dead or no. [I'xit.

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vein :

Here, therefore, for a while I will remain.
So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe

;

Which now in some slight measure it will pay,
If for his tender here I make some stay. \Lies tiou')i.

Obe. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken quite.

And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight

:

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue
Some true-love turn'd, and not a false tum'd true.

J'liri. Then fate o'er-rules : that, one man holding

A million fail, confounding oath on oath. [troth,

Obe. About the wood go swifter than the wind.
And Helena of Athens look thou find :

All fancy-sick she is. and pale of cheer
With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear :

By some illusion see thou bring her hereBy some illusion see tuou bring ner Here :

1 11 charm his eyes against she do appear.
Pitc/i\ I go, I go ; look how I go ;

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow.

Obe. Flower of this purple die,

Hit with Cupid's archerj-.

Sink in apple of his eye I

"W hen his love he doth espy.
Let her shine as gloriously
As the Venus of the sky.

—

XVhen thou -wak'st, if she be by,
Beg of her for remedy.

Re-enter Puck.

Puck. Captain of our fairy band,
Helena is here at hand

;

And the youth, mistook by me.
Pleading for a lover's fee.

Shall we their fond pageant see?
I .ord, what fools these mortals be !

Obe. Stand aside : the noise they make
Will cause Demetrius to awake.

Puck. Then will two at once woo one,

—

That must needs be sport alone

;

And those things do best please me,
That befall preposterously.

Enter Lysander and Helena.

Lys. Why should you think that I should woo in

Sconi and derision never come in tears : [scorn ?

Look, when I vow, I weep, and vows so bom,
In their nativity all truth appears.

How can these things in me seem scorn to you.
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true?
Hel. You do advance your cunning more and more.
^\'hen truth kills truth, O deviUsh-holy fray

!

These vows are Hermia's : will you give her o'er?
Weigh oath with oath, and you -mA nothing weigh ;

Your vows to her and me, put in two scales,

\\'ill even weigh ; and both as light as tales.

Lys. I had no judgment when to her I swore.
Hel. Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er.

Lys. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you.
Dem. [Awaking-.] O Helen, goddess, nymph,

perfect, divine !

To what, ray love, shall I compare thine eyne ?

Cr>'stal is muddy. O, how ripe in show
Thy lips, those kis.sing cherries, tempting grow I

This pure congealed white, high Taurus snow,
Fann d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow
When thou hold'st up thy hand : O, let me kiss

That princess of pure white, this seal of bliss

!

Het. O spite 1 O hell I I see you all are bent
To set against me, for your merriment

:

If you were civil and knew courtesy.
You would not do rae thus much injury.

Can you not hate me, as I know you do.
But you must join in souls to mock me too ?

If you were men, as men you are in show.
You would not use a gentle lady so

;

To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts.

When I am sure you hate me with your hearts.

You both are rivals, and love Hermia ;

.^nd now both rivals, to mock Helena :

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise.
To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes
With your derision I none of noble sort

Would so offend a virgin, and e.\tort

A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport.

/..ys. You are unkind, Demetrius ; be not so

;

For you love Hennia ;—This you know I know

:

And here, with all good-will, with all my heart.

In Hermia's love I yield you up my part

;

And yours of Helena to me bequeath.
Whom I do love, and will do to my death.
Het. Never did mockers waste more idle breath.
Dew. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none

:

If e'er I lov'd her, all that love is gone.
My heart to her but as guest-wise sojoum'd.
And now to Helen it is home return'd,
There to remain.
Lys. Helen, it is not so.

Detn. Disparaore not the faith thou dost not know.
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.

—

Look, where thy love comes ; yonder is thy dear.

Enter Hermia.

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his function
takes.

The ear more quick of apprehension makes ;

AVhercin it doth impair the seeing sense.
It p.iys the hearing double recompense

:

[Exit. 1 Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ;
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Mine car, I thank it, brought me to thy sound
I3iit why unkindly didst tliou leave me so! [go

Lys. Why should we stay, whom love doth press to

Her. \V'hat love could press Lysander from my
side?

Lys. Lysander's love, that would not let him bide
;

Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night
Than all yon fiery oes and eyes of light.

W'liy seek'st thou nie! could not this make thee know,
The hate I bear thee made nie leave thee so?
Her. You speak not as you think : it cannot be.

Hel. Lo, she is one of this confederacy !

Now I perceive they have conjoin'd, all three,

To fashion this false sport in spite of me.
Injurious Hermia ! most unijraieful maid !

Have you conspir'd, have you witli these contriv'd
To bait me with this foul derision ?

Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd,
The sisters' vows, tlie hours that we have spent.
When we have chid the hasty-footed time
For parting us,—O ! is all forijot ?

All school-days' friendship, childhood innocence ?

We, Hermia, like two artificial gods.
Have with our neelds created both one flower.
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion.
Both warbling of^one song, both in one key ;

As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds,
Had been incorporate. So we grew together,
I -ike to a double cherry, seeming parted

;

But yet a union in partition.
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem

;

So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart

;

Two of the first, like coats in heraldry,
Pue but to one. and crowT.fed with one crest.

And will you rent our ancient love asunder.
To join with men in scorning your poor friend?
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly

:

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it,

Though I alone do feel the injury.
Jiir. I am amazed at your passionate words.

I scorn you not : it seems that you scorn me.
Htl. Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn,

To follow me. and praise my eyes and face ?

And made your other love, Demetrius,
(Who even but now did spurn me with his foot,)

To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare.
Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this
To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander
Deny your love, so rich within his soul.

And tender me, forsooth, affection,
But by your setting on, by your consent?
What though 1 be not so in grace as you.
So hung upon with love, so fortunate

;

But miserable most, to love unlov'd?
This you should pity, rather than despise.
Her. I understand not what you mean by this.

Hel. Ay, do, perstver, counterfeit sad looks,
Make mouths upon me when I turn my back

;

\\ink each at other ; hold the sweet jest up :

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled.
If you have any pity, grace, or manners.
You would not make me such an argument.
But, fare ye well : 'tis i>artly mine own fault

;

Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy.
Lys. Stay, gentle Helena : hear my excuse :

My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena I

//<•/. O excellent

!

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so.

Dem. If she cannot entreat, 1 can compel.
Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she entreat

:

Thy threats have no more strength than her weak
prayers.

—

Helen, I love thee ; by my life, I do

:

I swear by that which I will lose for thee.
To prove him false that says I love thee not.
Dem. I say I love thee more than he can do.
Lys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too.
Vetn. Quick, come I

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this?
Lys. Away, you Httiiop 1

Oem. No, no, sir :—
Seem to break loose ; take on. as you would follow

;

But yet come not : you are a tame man, go 1

Lys. [To Hermia.] Hang off, thou cat, thou burr 1

^
vile thing, let loose,

i)x I will shake thee from me like a serpent t

Her. Why are you grown so rude ? what change is

Sweet love? [this.

Lys. Thy love ? out, tawny Tartar, out

!

Out. loathfed medicine 1 O hated potion, hence 1

Her. Do you not jest ?

Hel. Yes. 'sooth ; and so do you.
1-ys. Demetrius. I will keep my word with tnee.

Dem. I would 1 had your bond, for I perceive
A weak bond holds you : I'll not trust your word.
Lys. What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her

Although I hate her, I II not harm her so. [dead ?

Her. What, can you do me greater harm than
hate?

Hate me ! wherefore ? me 1 what news, my love ?

Am not I Hermia? Are not you Lysander?
I am as fair now. as I was erewhile.
Since night, you lov'd me ; yet, since night you left

Why, then you left me (O, the gods forbid !) [rae :

In earnest, shall I say ?

Lys. Ay, by my life

;

And never did desire to see thee more.
Therefore be out of hope, of question, of doubt

;

Be certain, nothing truer : 'tis no jest.

That I do hate thee, and love Helena.
Her. O mel—you juggler! you canker-blossom!

You thief of love 1 what, have you come by night.

And stol'n my love's heart from him 'i

Hel. Fine, i' faith 1

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame.
No touch of bashfulness ? What, will you tear
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ?

Fie. fie ! you counterfeit, you puppet you !

Her. Puppet 1 why. so : ay. that way goes the game.
Now I perceive that she hath made compare
Between our statures ; she hath urg'd her height

;

.\nd with her personage, her tall personage.
Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with him.
And are you grown so high in his esteem.
Because I am so dwarfish and so low?
How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak;
How low am I? I am not yet so low.

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.
Hel. I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen.

Let her not hurt me : I was never curst

;

E have no gift at all in shrewishness ;

I am a right maid for my cowardice :

Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think,
Because she is something lower than myself.
That I can match her.
Her. Lower ! hark, again.
Hel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me.

I evermore did love you, Hermia,
Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong'd you

;

Save that, in love unto Demetrius,
I told him of your stealth unto this wood.
He follow'd you ; for love, I followed him ;

But he hath chid me hence, and threaten'd me
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too

;

And now, so you will let me quiet go,
To Athens will I bear my folly back.
And follow you no farther; let me go :

You see how simple and how fond I am.
Her. Why. get you gone: who is't th.at hinders you?
Hel. A foolish heart, that I leave here behind.
Her. What, with Lysander?
Hel. With Demetrius.
Lys. Be not afraid ; she shall not harm thee, Helena.
Detn. No, sir, she shall not, though you take her part
Llel. O, when she is angry, she is keen and shrewd

;

She was a vixen when she went to school

;

And though she be but little, she is fierce.

Her. Little again 1 nothing but low and little?

Why will you suffer her to flout me thus?
Let me come to her.

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf 1

You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made

:

You bead, you acorn 1

Dem. You arc too officious
In her beh.alf that scorns your services.
1 .et her alone : speak not of Helena ;

Take not her part : for, if thou dost intend
Never so little show of love to her,
Thou Shalt aby it.

Lys. Now she holds me not

;

Now follow, if thou dar'st, to try whose right,

—

Or thine or mine,— is most in Helena.
Dem, Follow? nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by jule.

\FxeittU Lys. and Dcui.
Her, You. mistress, all this coil is 'long of you J

Nay, go nut buck.
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11,1, I will not trust you, I,

Nor longer stay in your curst company,
'i'oiu- hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray ;

My legs arc longer though, to run away. [Exit.

Her. I am aniaz'd, and know not what to say.
{Exit.

Obe. This is thy negligence : still thou niistak'st.

Or else commit'st thy knaveries wilfully.

Pmk. Uelieve me. king of shadows, 1 mistook.

Did not vou tell me I should know the man
By the Athenian eannents he had on ?

And so far blameless proves my enterprise,

That 1 have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes ;

And so far am I glad it so did sort,

As this tlieir jangling I esteem a sport.

Obe. Thou seest, these lovers seek a place to fight

:

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night;
The starry welkin cover thou anon
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron ;

And lead these testy rivails so astray,

As one come not -vvithin another's way.
l-ike to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue.
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong

:

And sometune rail thou like Demetrius

;

And from each other look thou lead them thus.

Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep :

Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye

;

Whose liquor hath this virtuous property.
To take from thence all error with his might.
And make his eye-balls roll \vith wonted sight.

When they next wake, all this derision
Shall seem a dream, and fruitless vision

:

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend.
With league, whose date till death shall never end.
Whiles 1 in this affair do thee employ,
I'll to my queen, and beg her Indian boy ;

And then 1 will her charmed eye release

From monster's view, and all things shall be peace.
Puck. My fairy lord, this must be done with haite,

For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast.

And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger

;

At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there,

Troop home to churchyards : damneci spirits all,

That in cross-ways and floods have burial.

Already to their wormy beds are gone,
For fear lest day should look their shames upon.
They wilfully themselves exile from light,

Aiul must for aye consort with black-brow'd night.

Obe. But we are spirits of another sort

:

I with the morning's love have oft made sport

;

And, like a forester, the groves may tread,

Hven till the eastern gate, all fiery red.

Opening on Neptune with fair blessid beams.
Turns into yellow gold his salt green streams.
But. notwithstanding, haste : make no delay

:

We may effect this business yet ere day.
[Exit OberoH.

Puck. Up and down, up and down,
I will lead them up and down

:

I am fear'd in field and town

:

Goblin, lead them up and down.
Here comes one.

Re-enter Lysander.
Lys. Where art tliou, proud Demetrius? speak thou

now.
Puck. Here, villain I drawn and ready. Where art

Lys. I will be with thee straight. [thou';

Puck. Follow me, then.

To plainer ground.
{Exit Lys. asfoUowins tlie voice.

Ke-ettter Demetrius.
Detn. Lysander I speak again.

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou I^ed ?

Speak 1 In some bush! Where dost thou hide thy
head?

Pi4ck. Thou coward ! art thou bragging to the stars,

Telling the bushes that thou look'st tor wars.

And wilt not come? Come, recreant; come, thou child

;

I'll whip thee with a rod : he is defil'd

That draws a sword on thee.

Dem. Yea, art thou there ?

Puck. Follow my voice : we'll try no manhood here.
{Exeunt.

Re-enter Lysander.
Lys. He goes before me, and still dares me on

:

When I come where he calls, then he is gone.
The villain is much lighter-heel'd than I

:

1 foUow'd fast, but faster he did fly

;

Th.it fallen am 1 in dark uneven way.
And here will rest me. [Lies down. ] Come, thou gentle
I'or if but once thou show me thy grey light, T'i.'V

:

111 find Demetrius, and revenge this spite.

Re-enter Puck aji'ii Demetrius.
Puck. Hoi ho! ho! Coward, why cora'st thou not

!

Dcm. Abide me, if thou dar'st ; for well I wot
Thou runn'st before me, shifting every place.

And dar'st not stand, nor look me in the face.

Where art thou now ?

Puck. Come hither : I am here.
J\>it. Nay, then, thou mock'st mc. Thou shalt 'by

If ever I thy face by day-light see : _ [this dear,
No\v, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me
To measure out my length on this cold bed.
By d.iy's approach look to be visited.

[Lies down and sleeps.

Re-enter Helena.
Hel. O weary night ! O long and tedious night I

Abate thy hours : shine, cornforts, from the east.

That I may back to Athens, by day-light.

From these that my poor company detest

:

And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's ej'e.

Steal me a while from mine own company. [.Sleeps.

Puck. Yet but three? Come one more ; ^
Two of both kinds make up four.

Here she comes, curst and sad :

Cupid is a knavish lad,

Thus to make poor females mad.
Re-enter Hermia.

Her. Never so weary, never so in woe ;

Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briers ;

I can no farther crawl, no farther go

;

My legs can keep no pace with my desires.

Here will I rest me till the break of day.
Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray !

[Lies doicn.

Puck. On the ground sleep sound :

I'll apply to your eye.
Gentle lover, remedy.

[Squeezing the herb on Lysander's eyelids.

When thou wak'st, thou tak'st

True delight in the sight

Of thy former lady's eye :

And the country proverb known.
That every man should take his o\va.

In your waking shall be shown :

Jack shall have Jill

;

Nought shall go ill

;

The man shall have his mare again,

And all shall be well. [Exit.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.— The IFood.

Enter Titania aiui Bottom, Fairies attcndinsr

:

Oberon behind unseen.

Tita. Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed,
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,

And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head.
And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.

Pot. Where's Peas-blossom?
Peas. Ready.
Bot. Scratch my head. Peas-blossom. — Where's

monsieur Cobweb ?

Cob. Ready.
Bot. Monsieur Cobweb, good monsieur, get your

weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped
huiiible-bee on the top of a thistle ; and, good mon-
sieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourself

too much in the action, monsieur; and, good mon-
sieur, have a care the honey-bag break not ; I would
be loth to have you overflown with a honey-bag, sig-

nior.—Where's monsieur Mustard-seed ?

Must. Ready.
Bot. Give me your neif, monsieiir Mustard-seed.

Pray you; leave your courtesy, good monsieur.
Must. What's your will?

Bot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cavalero

Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber's, monsieur,

for methinks I am marvellous hairy about the face;

and I am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle

me, I must scratch.
Tita. What, wilt thou hear some music, mjr sweet

love?
it\U-
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Don. These thing's seem small and undistinguisli-
able,

Like far-nff inoiintains turnfed into clouds.
H^y. Methinks I see these things with parted eye,

When everything seems double.
Hcl. So methinks

:

And I have found Demetrius, like a jewel.
Mine own, and not mine own.

Dt:?n. It seems to me
That yet we sleep, we dreani.—Do not you think
*he duke was here, and bid us follow him?
Her. Yea ; and my father.
Hel. And Hippolyta.
JLys. And he did bid us follow to the temple.
Dcm. \\\\y then, we are awake : let's follow him ;

And by the way lat us recount our dreanis. \_Exeunt.
Bet. \_Aiuaking:.'\ When my cue comes, caU me, and

1 will answer :—my next is, "Most fair Pyramiis."—
Hey, hoi—Peter Quince ! Flute, the bellows-mender!
Snout, tlie tinker 1 Starveling I—God's my life ! stolen
heiice, and left me asleep ! I have had a most rare
vision. I have had a dream,—past the wit of man to
say what dream it was : man is but an ass, if he go
about ts expound this dream. Methought I was—
there is no man can tell what. Methought I was, and
methought I had,—but man is but a patched fool, if he
will offer to say what methought I had. The eye of
man^ hath not heard, the ear of man hath not seen,
man's hand is not able to taste, liis tongue to concei\e,
nor his heart to report, what my dream was. I will
get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream : it

shall be called Bottom's Dream, because it hath no
bottom ; and I will sing it in the latter end of a play,
before the duke : peradventure, to make it the more
gracious, I shall sing it at her death. {Exit.

SCENE II,—Athens. A Room in Quince's House.

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and Starveling.

QtiiH. Have you sent to Bottom's house ? is he come
home yetV
Star. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is

transported. I

Flu If he come not, then the play is marred : it

goes not forward, doth it 't

Quin. It is not possible : you have not a man in all

Athens able to discharge Pyrainus but he.
Flu. No, he hath simply the best wit of any handy-

craft man in Athens.
Quin. Yea, and the best person too ; and he is a

very paramour for a sweet voice.
Flu. You must say, paragon : a paramour is, God

bless us 1 a thing o' naught.

Enter Snug.

Snug-. Masters, the duke is coming from the temple,
and there is two or three lords and ladies more mar-
ried : if our sport had gone forward, we had all been
made men.

_
Flu. O sweet bully Bottom ! Thus hath he lost

sixpence a day during his life : he could not have
'scaped sixpence a day : an the duke had not ffiven
him sixpence a day for playiiigf Pyramus, I'll be
hanged ; he would have desenved it : sixpence a day
in Pyramus, or nothing.

Eiiter Bottom.

Mot. Where aiie these lads ? where are these hearts ?

Quin. Bottom I—O most courageous day I O most
happy hour 1

Jiot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but ask
me not what ; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian.
I will tell you everything, right as it fell out.

(?«/«, Let us hear, sweet Bottom.
Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you is,

that the duke hath dined. Get yiiur apparel together,
good strings to your beards, new ribbons to your
pumps; meet presently at the palace; every man look
o'er liis part ; for the short and the long is, c)ur play is

preferred. In any case, let Thisby have clean linen ;

.-md let not liim that plays the lion pare his nails, for
they shall hang out for the lion's claws. And, most
dear actors, eat no onitms nor garlick, for we are to

utter sweet breath ; and I do not doubt but to hear
them say, it is a sweet coiDcdy. N» lupre words

:

away ! go ; away. [Exeunt.

MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S DKEAM. Aa^.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Athens. An Apartment in the Palaf
C/"Theseus.

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostratc, Lords, and
Attendants.

Hip. 'Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers
speak of

The. More strange than true. I never may believe
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys.
Lovers and madmen have such seetliing brains.
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend
More than cool reason ever comprehends.
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet.
Are of imagination all compact

:

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold,—
That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantic.
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt

:

Tile poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, [heaven ;

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from eartli to
And, as imagination bodies forth
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing
A local habitation and a name.
Such tricks hath strong imagination.
That, if it would but apprehend some joy.
It comprehends some bringer of that joy

;

Or in the night, imagining some fear.
How easy is a bush supp'os'd a bear!
Hip. But all the story ofthe night told over.

And all their minds transfigur'd so togetlier.
More witnesseth than fancy's images,
And grows to something of great constancy ;

But. howsoever, strange and admirable.
Tlu:. Here come the lovers, full ofjoy and mirth.

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and Helena.
Joy, gentle friends! joy, and fresh days of love.
Accompany your hearts I

Lys. More than to us
Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed !

Tlu. Come now ; what masks, what dances shall we
To wear away this long age of three hours, [liave.

Between our after-supper, and bed-time?
Where is our usual manager of mirth ?

What revels are in hand t Is there no play,
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour?
Call Philostrate.
Philost. Here, mighty Theseus. _ ling?
Tlie. Say, what abridgment have you for this evcn-

What mask? what music? How shall we beguile
The lazy time, if not with some delight?
Philost. There is a brief how many sports are ripe :

Make choice of which your highness will see first.

[Giving: apaper.
The. \Reads.'\ " The battle ivith the Centaurs to be
By an Athenian eunueh to the harp." \sung

We'll none of that : that have I told my love,

In glory of my kinsman Hercules.

—

\Reads.\ " Tlte rioto/the tipsy Ba^tltanals,
Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage."—

That is an old devise ; and it was play'd
When I from Tliebes came last a conqueror.

—

{Reads.\ " The thrice three Muses mourning/or the
Oflearning, lace deceas'd in beggary." [death

That is some satire, keen and critical,

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony.

—

[Rcads.^ "A tedious briefseene ofyoung Pyratmts^
And his love Thisbe ; very tragical tnirth."

Merry and tragical 1 Tedious iuid brief I

That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow.
*'ow shall we find the concord of this discord ?

Philost. A play there is, my lord, some ten words
'liicli is as brief as I have known a play; [long.

But by ten words, my lord, it is too long.

Wliich makes it tedious ; for in all the play
There is not one word apt, one player fitted :

And tragical, my noble lord, it is :

For Pyramus therein doth kill himself.
^Vhich, when I saw reliears'd, I must confess.

Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears
The passion of loud laughter never shed.

The. What are they that do play it?; [here,

Philost. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens
Which never labour'd in their minds till now;
And now have toil'd-their unbreath'd memories
With this same play, against your nuptial.

The. And we will hear it.
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Phtlost. No, my noble lord ;

Jt is not tor you : I have heard it over.

And it is nothing, nothing in the world ;

Unless you can hnd sport in their intents,

Hxtreraely stretch'd and conn'd with cruel pain,

To do you service.

The. I will hear that play

;

Tor never any thing can be amiss,
AVhen siinpleness mid duty tender it.

Go, bring them in : and take your places, ladies.

{Exit Philostrate.

////. I love not to see wretchedness o'ercharg'd.

And tluty in his service perishing".

The. Why, gentle sweet, you snail see no such thinjr.

Hip. He says they can do nothing in this kind.
The. The kinder we, to give them thanks foi:

nothing.
Our sport shall be to take what they mistake :

And what poor duty cannot do,
Noble respect takes it in might, not merit.
Where 1 have come, great clerks have purposed
To greet me with premeditated welcomes

;

Where I have seen them shiver and look pale,
Make periods in the midst of sentences.
Throttle their practised accent in their fears,
And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off.

Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet.
Out of ^lis silence, yet, I pick d a welcome

;

And in the modesty of fearful duty
I read as much, as from the rattling tongue
Of saucy and audacious eloquence.
Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity.

In least speak most, to my capacity.
Enter Philostrate.

Phtlost, So please your grace, the prologue is

adtlrest.

Tlie. Let him approach. {Flourish oftrufnpets.
Enter Prologue.

Prol. "-^ 1/we offend, it is with ourgood-will.
Thatyou should think, we come not to offend,

But with good-will. Tosh07u our si7nple skill.

That is the true beginning ofour end.
Consider, t/ten, wc cofnebut in despite.

It^e do not come as fninding to contentyou.
Our true intent is. Allforyour delight.

We are notJtere. T/iatyou should Itere repentyou,
TIte actors are at hand ; and, by their shoiv.
You shall know all, tluttyou are like to knoTV.'*

T/te. This fellow doth not stand upon points.
I.ys. He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt ; he

knows not the stop. A goocfmoral, my lord ; it is not
enough to speak, but to speak true.

//ip. Indeed, he hath plaj^ed on his prologue, like
a child on a recorder; a sound, but not in govern-
ment.

T/te. His speech was like a tangled chain ; nothing
impaired, but all disordered. Wlio is next?
Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, and

Lion, as in dumb show.
Prol. " Gentles, perchance you wonder at this show

;

But wonder on, till truth make all things plain.
Thi-i man is Pyramus, if you would know ;

This l>eanteous lady Thisby is, certain.

Tliis man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present
Wall, that vile wall wliich did these lovers sunder ;

And through Wall's chink, poor souls, they are content
To whisper ; at the whicn let no man wonder.

This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn,
Presenteth Moonshine ; ior, if you will know.

By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn
To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to woo.

This grisly beast, which Lion hight by name,
Tlic trusty Thisby, coming first by night.
Did scare away, or rather did affright

;

And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall,

Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain.
Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth and tall,

And finds his trusty Thisby s mantle slain :

Whereat, with blade, witli bloody blameful blade,
He bravely broach'd his Ixjiiing bloody breast

;

And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry sluule.
His dagger drew, and died, tor all the rest,

Let Lion, Aloonsliine, Wall, and lovers twain,
At large discourse, while lu:re they do remain."

1 Exeunt Prol., Thisbe, Liou, and Moonfahine. 1

1

wonder, if the lion be to speak.
Detn. No wonder, my lord

:

One liou niay, when many asses doi

Wall. " In this same interlude it doth befall,

That I, one Snout by name, present a wall

;

And such a wall, as I would have you think,
That had in it a cranny'd liole or chink,
Tlirough which the lovers, Pyramus and Tliisby,
l>id wliisper often very secretly.

This lime, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth show
That I am that same wall ; the truth is so :

And this the cranny is, right and sinister.

Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper."
The. Would you desire lime and hair to speak

better ?

Dent. It is the wittiest partition tliat ever I heard
discourse, my lord.

T/te. Pyramus draws near the wall : silence !

Enter Pyranms.
Pyr. " O grim-look'd night 1 O night with iuie so

night, which ever art when day is not 1 [black 1

O night, O night 1 alack, alack, alack I

1 fear my Thisby's promise is forgot I

—

And thou. O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall,

That stand'st between herfather'sgfound and mine ;

Thou wall, O wall, O sweet, and lovely wall.

Show me thy chink to blink through with mine eyne I

[Wall /voids up /lisjingers.
Thanks, courteous wall : Jove shield thee well for this \

But what see I? No Thisby do I see.
O ^vicked wall, through whom I see no bliss I

Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving mel"
T/te, The wail, methinks, being sensible, should

curse again.
Pyr. No, in truth, sir, he should not, "Deceiving

me," is Thisby's cue : she is to enter now, and I am tn
spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will fall

pat as I told you.—Yonder she comes.
Enter Thisbe.

T/tis. " O wall, full often hast thou heard my moans.
For parting my fair Pyramus and me I

My cherry lips have often kiss'd thy stones,
Thy stones with Hme and hair knit up in thee."
Pyr. "I see a voice: now will I to the chink.
To spy an 1 can hear my Thisby's face.

—

Thisby I"

T/iis. '* My love 1 thou art my love, I think."
Pyr. " Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace

;

And, like Limander, am I trusty still.

T/iis. " And I like Helen, till the fates me kill."

Pyr. " Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true."
T/iis. " As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you."
Pyr. " O I kiss me through the hole of this vile wall t"

This. '* I kiss the walPs hole, not your lips at all."

Pyr. " Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me straight-
way?"

T/iis. "'Tide life, 'tide death, I come without delay."
[Exeunt Pyramus and Thisbe.

Wall. " Thus have I, wall, my part discharged so ;

And, being done, thus wall away doth go." {Exit.
T/te. Now is the nmral down between the t^vo

neighbours. [to hear without warning.
X)em. No remedy, my lord, when walls are so wimll
Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever I hoard.
T/ie. The best in this kind are but shadows ; and

the worst arc no worse, if imagination amend them.
Hip. It nmst be your imagination tlien, and nut theirs.
T/w. If we imagine no worse of them than they of

themsclvts, they may p;iss for excellent men.—Here
come two noble beasts in, a moon and a lion.

Enter Lion attd Moonshine.
IJo7t. "You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear
The smallest monstrous mouse that creens on floor.

May now perchance both quake and tremble here,
Wlicn Hon rough in wildest rage doth roar.

Then know that I, one Snug the joiner, am
No lion fell, nor else no hon's dam ;

l-'or, if I should as Hon come in strife

Into this place, 'twere pity of my life."

T/te. A very gentle beast, and of a good conscience.
Dem. The very best at a beast, my lord, that e'er I

Eys. This lion is a very fox for his valour. [saw.
T/te. True ; and a goose for his fliscrelion.
Detn. Not so, my lord ; for his valour cannot carry

liis discretion ; and the fox carries the goose.
T/t*r, His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his

alour ; for the Roose carries not tlie fox. It is well :

L-ave it to his discretion, and let us listen to tlie moon.
Moon. "This lantern doth the honi6d moon pre-

sent ;"

—

Dem. He should have worn the lionis on his head.
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Tlu. He is no crescent, and his horns arc invisible

u-ithin the circumference.
Moon. " This lantern tloth the horned moon pro-

Myself the man i' the moon do seem to be." [sent

;

The. This is the greatest error of all the rest ; the

man should be put mto the lantern. How is it else the

man i* the moon ?

Dent. He dares not come there for the candle ; for,

you see, it is already in snutf. [change 1

Hip. I am aweary of this moon : would he would
T)te. It appears, by his small light of discretion,

that he is in the wane ; but yet, in courtesy, in all

reason, we must stay the time.

f.ys. Proceed, moon.
Moo7t. All that I have to say, is, to tell you that the

l.iutern is the moon ; I, the man in the moon ; this

thorn-bush, ray thorn-bush ; and this dog, my dog.

Dem. Why, all these should be in the lantern ; for

all these are in the moon. But, silence 1 here comes
Tliisbe.

Enter Thisbe.
This. " Tliis is old Ninny's tomb. Where is my

love ?"

Lion. [Roaring.] "Oh—." [Thisbe >-««j o^.

De^n. Well roared, lion.

T)te. Well run, Thisbe. [with a good grace.

Hip. Well shone, moon.—Truly, the moon shines

[ The Lion tears Thisbe's mantle, and exit.

The. Well moused, lion.

Dem. And then came Pyramus.
Lys. And so the lion vanished.

Enter Pyramus.
Pyr. "Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny

beams

;

I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright

;

t"or, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams,

I trust to taste of truest Thisby's sight.

But stay,—O spite !—
But mark, poor knight

AVhat dreadful dole is here
Eyes, do you se
How can it be

O dainty duck 1 O dear t

Thy mantle good.
What, stain'd with blood V

Approach, ye furies fell

!

O fates, come, come.
Cut thread and thrum ;

f)uall, crush, conclude, and quell
!"

The. This passion, and the death of a dear friend,

would go near to make a man look sad.

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man.
Pyr. "U wherefore, nature, didst thou lions frame?

Since lion vile hath here deflower'd my dear :

Which is—no, no—which was the fairest dame
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik"d, that look'd with

Come tears, confound ;
[cheer.

Out, sword, and wound
The pap of Pyramus

:

Ay, that left pap.
Where heart doth hop :—

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus 1

Now am I dead.
Now am I fled ;

My soul is in the sky :

Tongue, lose thy light

!

Moon, take thy flight

!

\Exit Moonshine.

Now die, die, die, die, die." yVies.

Dem. No die. but an ace, for him ; for he is but one.

lys. Less than an ace, man ; for he is dead ; he is

nothing.
, . , , .

Tlie. With the help of a surgeon, he might yet re-

cover, and prove an ass. ... , , _, . ,

Hip. How chance moonshine is gone, before 1 nisbe

comes back and finds her lover !

Tlu. She -will find him by starlight—Here she

comes ; and her passion ends the play.

Enter Thisbe.

Hip. Methinks she should not use a long one for

such a IVramus : I hope she will be brief.

Dem. A mote will turn the balance, which Pyramus,

which Tliisbe, is the better ; he for a iiian, God war-

rant us, she for a woman, God bless us.

Lys. She hath spied him aheady with those sweel

Dem. And thus .she moans, i/irffif'tiV.- [eyes.

This. " Asleep, my love ?

What, dead, my dove J

Act^

{Dies.

O Pynunus. arise!
Speak, speak. Quite dumb ?

Dead, dead 't A tomb
Must cover thy sweet eyes.

These lily lips.

This cherry nose,
These yellow cowslip cheeks.

Are gone, are gone

:

I Lovers, make moan

:

His eyes were green as leeks.
O, sisters three.

Come, come to rac.

With hands as pale as milk ;

Lay them in gore,
Since you have shore

With shears his thread of silk.

Tongue, not a word :

Come, trusty sword

:

Come, blade, my breast imbrue

:

And farewell, friends :

Thus Thisby ends

:

Adieu, adieu, adieu."
The. Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead.
Dem. Ay, and Wall too.

Pot. No, 1 assure you ; the wall is down that parted
their fathers. Will it please you to see the epilogne,

or to hear a Bergoniask dance between two of our

company ?

The. No ei-iilugue, I pray you ; for your play nee<ls

no excuse. Never excuse: for when the players are

all dead, there need none to be blamed. Marry, if

lie that writ it, had play"d Pyramus, and hanged him.

self in Thisbe"s garter, it would have been a fine

tragedy : and so "it is, truly ; and very notably dis-

charged. But come, your Bergomask : let your epi-

logue alone. {A dance.

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve :

—

I -overs, to bed ; 'tis almost fairy time.

I fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn.
As much as we tfirs night have ovenvatch'd.
This palpable grots play hath well beguil'd

The heavy gait of night.—Sweet friends, to bed.—
.\ fortnight hold we this solemnity,

In nighUy revels, and new jollity. [Exenni

SCENE II.

Enter Puck.

Puck. Now the hungry lion roars.

And the wolf behowls the moon

;

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores.

All with weary task fordone.
Now tlie wasted brands do glow.
Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud,

Puts the wretch that hes in woe,
in remembrance of a shroud.

Now it is the time of night.

That the graves, all gaping wide,
livery one lets forth his sprite.

In the church-way paths to glide :

And we fairies, that do run
By the triple Hecate's team.

From the presence of the sun,
Hollowing d.arkness like la dream.

Now are frolic : not a mouse
Shall disturb this hallow'd house :

1 am sent, with broom, before.
To sweep the dust behind the door.

P.nter Oberon and Titania, luith tJieir train
Ol'C. Through the house give glimmering ligh».

By the dead and drowsy fire :

Every elf, and fairy sprite.

Hop as light as bird from brier ;

And tills ditty, after me.
Sing and dance it trippingly.

Tita. Hirst, rehearse j'our song by rote.

To each word a warbling note

:

Hand in hand, with fairy grace.
Will we sing, and bless tins place.

[Sous; anddancu
Obc. Now, until the break of day.

Through tills house each fairy stray.

Tn the best bride-bed will we,
Wliii h by us shall blessid be;
And the issue tliere create
H\ cr sli.all be fortunate.
So shall all the couples three
Ever true in loving be^
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And die blots of nature'<; hand
Shall not in their issue stand ;

Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar,

No mark prodijjious, such as are
Diispisid in nativity.

Shall upon their children be.

With this field-dew consecrate,
Every fairy take his gait

;

And each several chamber bless,

Throush this palace, with sweet peace

:

Ever shall in safety rest.

And the owner of it blest.

Trip away ; make no stay

;

Meet me all by break of day.
'£xeunt Ohcron, Titania, aiid train.

.;• If we shadows have offended,
1 hinkbut this, (and .-ill is mended.)
That you have but shimber'd here.

While these visions did appear.
.\nd this weak and idle theme.
No more yieldinv:^ but a dream,
f.cutles. do not rcprehcnfl

:

If you pardon, we will mend.
And. <-is I'm an honest Puck,
If we have imeained luck
Now to 'scape the serpent's tongue,
AVe will make amends ere louj^'

,

Else the Puck a liar call

:

So, good night unto you all.

Give me your hands, if we be friends.

And Robin shall restore amends. {Exit.

Merchant of Venice.

DRAMATIS PERSONyE.

Suitors to Portia.

Duke of Venice.
I'rince of Morocco, \
Prince of Arragon, j
.Antonio, the Merchant of Vsmcc.
liass.anio, Msfriend.
' .ratiano, "l

Salauio, > FriotcU to Antonio and Bassanio.
.Salarino, J
Lorenzo, in loriie loiXh Jessica.
Shylock, a Jew.
Tuba!, a Jevi, his friend.

SCENE,—Par/Zy at Venice, andfartly at Behnont, tJu seat o/^Portia, on the Continent.

Launcelot Gobbo, a Clonon, servant to Shylock.
OldGobbo, Father to Launcelot.
Leonardo, Servant to Bassanio.

ftefc?}-^--'"^'''^"'-
Portia, a rich Heiress.
Nerissa, her IVaitinQ-maid.
Jessica, Daughter to Shylock.
Magnificoes of Venice. Officers of the Court of Justice,

Gaoler, Servants, ajid otiter Attendants.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Venice. A Street.

Enter .\ntonio, Salarino, and Salanio.

Ant. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad

:

It wearies me ; you say it wearies you ;

liuthow I caught it, found it, or came by it.

What stuff tis"made of, whereof it is born,
1 am to learn ;

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me.
That I have much ado to know myself
Satar. 'i'our mind is tossing on the ocean ;

There, where your argosies with portly siiil,

—

Like si^iors and rich burghers on the flood,

< >r, as It were, the pageants of the sea,

—

I )o overpecr the petty traffickers.

That court'sy to them, do them reverence.
As they fly by them with their woven wings.
Satan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth,

The better part of my affections would
Be with my hopes abroad. I should be still

Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind ;

Peering in maps for ports, and piers, and roads :

And every object that might make me fear
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt
Would make me sad.
Satar. My wind, cooling my broth.

Would blow me to an ague, m hen I thought
\\Tiat harm .-i wind too great might do at sea.
I should not see the sanrly hour-gla.ss run,
But I should think of sh.illows and of fiats;

And see my we.-ilthy Andrew dock'd in sand,
\'ailing her high top lower than her ribs,

I'okiss her l.uri.il. Should I go to church,
.\nd see the holy edifice of stone.
And not bethink me straiijht of dangerous rocks.
Which, touching but my gentle vessel's side.
Would scatter all her sjiices on the stream ;

inrobe the ro.iring waters with my silks
;

And, in a W')rd. hut even now worth this.

And now worth nothing ? Sh.ill I have the thoui^ht

To think on this ; and shall I lack the thought.
That such a thing bechanc'd would make me sad ?

But tell not me ; I know, Antonio
Is sad to think upon his merchandize.
Ant. Believe me, no : I thank ray fortune for it.

My ventures are not in one bottom trusted.
Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate
Upon the fortune of this present year :

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad.
Satar. Why, then you are in love.

Ant. Fie. fie

!

Satar. Not in love neither ? Then let 's say you
are sad.

Because you arc not merrj' : and 'twere as easy
I
For you to laugh, and leap, and say you are merry,

j Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed Janus,
-Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time

:

i Some that will evermore peep through their eyes,
.\nd laugh, like parrots, at a bagpiper j

i
.-\nd other of such vinegar aspect,

I

That they'll not show their teeth in way of smile,
I Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable.

I

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, a}id Gratiano.
' Satan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble kins-

j

Gratiano, and Lorenzo. Fare you well

:

[man.
We leave you now with better company.

I Satar. I would have stay'd till I liad made you
I If worthier friends had not prevented me. [merry;
! Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard. '

I I t.ake it your own business calls on you,

I

.\nd you embrace the occasion to depart.
.Satar. Good morrow, my good lords.
A'ass. Good .signiors both, when shall we laugh!

I
Say, when?

you grow exceeding strange : must it be so?
Satar. We'll make our leisures to attend on yours.

[Exeunt Salarino and Salanio.
Lor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found An-

We too will leave you : but, at dinncr-timc, [tonSo,
I pray you, have in mind where we must meet.
Bast. I will not fail you.
Ora. You look not well, bij^aiior Antonio

;
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You have too much respect upon the world ;

They lose it that do buy it with much care :

BeHeve me. you are marvellously chan^'d.
yint. 1 hold the world but as the v/orld, Gratiano

;

A stage, where every man must play a part,

And mine a sad one.
Gra. T^et me play the fool

:

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ;

And let my liver rather heat with wine.
Than ray heart cool with mortifying groans.
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within,

Sit like hisgrandsire cut in alabaster!
Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice
By being peevish ? 1 tell thee what, Antonio,

—

1 love thee, and it is my love that speaks,

—

There are a sort of men, whose visages
Do cream and mantle like a standing pond ;

And do a wilful stillness entertain,

With purpose to be dressd in an opinion
Of \visdom, gravity, profound conceit

;

As who should say, " I am Sir Oracle.
And, when I ope my lips, let no dog bark 1"

my Antonio, I do know of these.
That therefore only are reputed wise.

For saying nothing ; who, I am very sure.

If they should speak, would almost damn' those
ears.

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools.

I'll tell thee more of this another time :

But fish not, with this melancholy bait,

For this fool-gudgeon, this opinion,

—

Come, good Lorenzo.—Fare ye well, awhile

;

J 11 end my exhortation after dinner.
Lor. Well, we will leave you, then, till dinner-time

:

1 must be one of these same dumb wise men.
For Gratiano never lets me speak.
Gra. Well, keep me company but two years more.

Thou Shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue.
^ni. Farewell : I'll grow a talker for this gear.
Gra. Thanks, i' faith ; for silence is only commend-

able
In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendible.

{Exeunt Gratiano ajid Lorenzo,
Ant. Is that any thing now?
Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing,

more than any man in all Venice. His reasons are as
two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chafT: you
shall seek .all day ere you find them ; and, when you
have them, they are not worth the search.
Ant. Well ; tell me now, what lady is the same

To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage.
That you to-day promis'd to tell me of?
Bass. 'Tis not unknown to you, Antonio,

How much I have disabled mine estate.

By something showing a more swelling port
Than my faint means would grant continuance '.

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care
Is, to come fairly off from the great debts.

Wherein my time, something too prodigal,

Hath left me gag'd. To you, Antonio,
1 owe the most, in money and in love ;

And from your love I have a warranty
To unburthen all my plots and purposes,

How to get clear of all the debts I owe.
yitif. 1 pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it

;

And if it stand, as you yourself still do,

AVithin the eye of honour, be assur'd.

My purse, my person, my extremest means.
Lie all unlock'd to your occasions.
Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one shaft

I shot his fellow of the self-same flight

The self-same way with more advised watch.

To find the other forth ; and by adventuring both,

1 oft found both : I urge this childhood proof.

Because what follows is pure innocence.

I owe you much : and, lilce a wilful youth,

1'hat which I owe is lost : but if you please

To shoot another arrow that self way
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt.

As I will watch the aim, or to find both.

Or bring your latter hazard back again.

And thankfully rest debtor for the first.

A>it. ^'ou know me well ; and herein spend but time.

To wind .about my love with circumstance ;

And out of doubt you do me now more wrong
In making question of my uttermost,

Thau if you had made waste of all I have

:

Then do but say to me what I should do.
That in your knowledge may by me be done.
And I am prest unto it : therefore, speak.
Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left.

And she is fair, and, fairer than that word.
Of wondrous virtues; sometimes from her eyes
I did receive fair speechless messages :

Her name is Portia : nothing undervalu'd
To Gate's daughter, Brutus' Portia :

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth
;

For the four winds blow in from every coast
Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ;

Which makes her seat of Belmont Colchos' strand,
And many Jasons come in quest of her.
my Antonio 1 had I but the means

To hold a rival place with one of them,
1 have a mind presages me such thrift.

That I should questionless be fortunate.
yl>:(. Thou knowest that all my fortunes are at sea

;

Neither have I money, nor commodity
To raise a present sum : therefore go forth.
Try what my credit can in Venice do :

That shall be rack'd, even to the uttermost,
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia.
Go, presently enquire, and so will I,

Where money is ; and I no question make,
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Belmont. A Room iti Portia's
Mansion.

Enter Portia ajtd Nerissa.

Por. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is aweary
of this great world.

j\er. "Vou would be, sweet madam, if your miseries
were in the same abundance as your good fortunes
are : and yet, for aught I see, they are as sick that
surfeit with too much, as they that stan-e with nothing

:

it is no mean happiness, therefore, to be seated in the
mean ; superfluity conies sooner by white hairs ; but
competency lives longer. '

For. Good sentences, and well pronounced.
Ncr. They would be better, if well followed.
For. If to do were as easy as to know what were

good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor
"men's cottages princes' palaces. It is a good divine

that follows "his own instructions : I can easier teach
twenty what were good to be done, than be one of

the twenty to follow mine own teaching. The brain
may devise laws for the blood ; but a hot temper leaps
o'er a cold decree : such a hare is madness, the youth,
to skip o'er the meshes of good counsel, the cripple.

But this reasoning is not in the fashion to choose me a
husband :—O me, the word choose i I may neither
choose whom I would, nor refuse whom I dislike ; so
is the will of a living daughter curbed by the will of a
dead father.—Is it not hard, Nerissa, that I cannot
choose one, nor refuse none?
Aer. 'i'our father was ever lirtuous; and holy men,

It their death, have good inspirations : therefore, the
lottery, that he hath devised in these three chests of
,'oki, silver, and lead (whereof who chooses his

uie.ming, chooses you), will, no doubt, never be
chosen by any rightl)', but one whom you shall rightly

love. But what warmth is there in your affection

towards any of these princely suitors that are already
come?
For. I pray thee, over-name them ; and as thou

namest them, I will describe them; and, according to

!iiy description, level at my affection.

',\Vr. First, there is the Neapolitan prince.
For. Ay, that's a colt, indeed, for he doth nothing

but talk of his horse ; and he makes it ,i great appro-
priation to his own good parts, that he can shoe him
himself. lam much afraid, my lady his raotherplayed
false with a smith.

j\'er. Then is there the county Palatine.

For. He doth nothing but frown: as who should
«ay, '* An you will not nave me, choose." He hears
iierry tales, and smiles not : I fear he will prove the
weeping philosopher when he grows old, being so full

of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I hail rather

be m.irried to a de.ith's head with a bone in his

mouth, than to cither of these :—God defend me from
these two !

Ncr. How say you by the French lord. Monsieur
Le Bon?
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Foi: God made him, and tlicrofniv lot him pass for
a man. In truth. I know it is a sin to be a mocker:
Imt. he !—why, he hatli a horse better than tlie

Neapolitan's ; a better bad habit of frowning than
the count Palatine: he is every man in no man; if a
throstle sing", he falls straight a capering: he will
fence with liis own shadow. If I should marry him. I

should marrj- twenty husbands. If he would despise
me, I would forgive him ; for if he love uie to madness,
I shall never requite him.
A'fr. What say you, then, to Faulconbridge. the

young baron of England ?

for. You know I say nothing to him ; for he under-
st.-mds not me. nor I him : he liath neither Latin.
French, nor Italian ; and you will come into the court
and swear that I have a poor penny-worth in the
English. He is a proper man's picture ; but. alas, who
can converse with a dumb show? How oddly he is

suited 1 I think he bought his doublet in Italy, his
round hose in France, his bonnet in Germany, and his
behaviour everywhere.

A'er. What think you of the Scottish lord, his
neighbour ?

ri>r. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him

;

for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman,
and swore he would pay him again when he was able :

I think the Frenchman became his surety, and sealed
under for another.
Acr. How like you the young German, the duke of

Sa.Kony's nephew 'i

For. Very vilely in the morning, when he is sober :

and most vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk :

when he is best, he is a little worse than a man ; an<l
when he is worst, he is little better than a beast. An
the worst fall that ever fell, I hope I shall make shift
to go without him.
AVr. If he should offer to choose, and choose the

right casket, you should refuse to perform your
jather's will, if3'0u should refuse to accept him.

For. Therefore, for fear of the worst. I pray thee,
set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on the contrarj-
casket; for, if the devil be within, and that temptation
without, I know he will choose it. I will do any thing,
Nenssa, ere I will be married to a sponge.
A'er. You need not fear, lady, the having any of

these lords : they have acquainted me with their deter
minations, which is, indeed, to return to their home
and to trouble you with no more suit, unless you may
he won by some other sort than your father's imposi
tion, depending on the caskets.

For. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die as
cha.ste as Diana, unless I be obtained by the manner
of my father's will. I am glad this parcel of wooers
are so reasonable ; for there is not one among them
but 1 dote on his very absence ; and I pray God grant
them a fair departure.
Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your father's

time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, that came
hither in the company of the Marquis of Montferrat ?
For Yes, yes, it was Bassanio : as I think, so was

he called.
Ner. True, madam : he, of all the men that evermy foolish eyes looked upon, was the best dcservini;

a fair lady.
For. I remember him well ; and I remember him

worthy of thy praise.—{Z;"«/tr a Servant.! How now '

wh.atnews?
5irry. The four strangers seek for you, mad.am. to

lake their leave : an-l there is a forerunner come from
a fifth, the prmce of Morocco ; who brings word, the
prince his master, will be here to-night.
For. If I could bi,l the fifth welcome with so good

heart, as I can bid the other fourfarewell, I should be
glad of his approach : if he have the condition of a
saint, and the comj.lcxion of a devil. I had rather he
should slinve me than wive me. Come. Nerissa —
birrah, go before.—\Vhiles we shut the gate upon one
wooer, another knocks at the door. [Exeunt.

SCENE HI.—Venice. A public Place.

Enter Bassanio and Shylock.
Shy. Three thousand ducats.—well,
Jiass. Ay. .sir, for three months.
-VAy. For three monllis.—well.
Jiass. For the vhich, as I told you, Antonio shall

Vjc bound.
iV/y. Aniouio ahall bt«omc bound,—wcIL

Fass, May you stead me S Will you pleasure 1110!
Shall I know your answer?
Shy. Three thousand ducats for three months, and
Bass. Your answer to that. [Antonio bound.
Shy. Antonio is a good man. [trary !
Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the con-
Shy. Oh no, no, no, no ;—my meaning, in saying he

IS a good man. is to have you understand me. that he
is sufficient. Yet his means are in supposition : he
hdth an argosy bound to Tripolis. another to the
Indies ; I understand, moreover, upon the Rialto,
he hath a third at Mexico, a fourth for England,—and
other ventures he hath squandered abroad. But
ships are but boards, sailors but men : there be land-
rats and water-rats, land-thieves and water-thieves,^
I niean pirates ; and then there is the peril of waters,
winds, and rocks. The man is, notwithstanding,
sufficient :—three thousand ducats :— I think, I may
Bass. Be assured you may. [take his bond.
Shy. I will be assured I may ; and, that I may be

assured, I will bethink me. May I speak with
Antonio?
Bass. If it please you to dine with us.
Shy. Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habitation

which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the devil
into. I will buy with you, sell with you, talk witli you,
walk with you. and so following ; but I will not eat
with you, drink with you. nor pray with you. What
news on the Rialto?—Who is he comes here';

Enter Antonio.
Bass. This is signior Antonio.
Shy. lAside.\ 'How Uke a fawning publican he

I hate him for he is a Christian
; [looks I

But more, for that, in low simplicity.
He lends out money gratis, and brings down
The rate of usance here with us in Venice.
If I can catch him once upon the hip.
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him.
He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails,
Even there where merchants most do congregate.
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift.
Which he calls interest. Cursed be my tribe
1 f I forgive him I

Bass. Shylock. do you hear ?
Shy. I am debating of my present store ;

And, by the near guess of my memory,
I cannot instantly raise up t!ie gross
Of full three thousand ducats. What of that?
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe.
Will furnish me. But soft ! how many months
Do you desire?—[7a Antonio.] Rest you fair, good

signior
;

Your worship was the last man in our mouths.
Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow.

By taking, nor by giving of excess,
\<t\., to supply the ripe wants of my friend.
I'll break a custom.—[To Bassanio.] Is he yet pns-
How much you would? [sess'd,
^'^y- Ay, ay, three thousand ducats.
Ant. And for three months.
Shv. I had forgot,—three months ; you told me so.

Well then, your bond; and let me see,—But hear
you ;

Methought you said you neither lend nor borrow
Upon advantage.
Ant. I do never use it.

Shy. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's sheep.
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was
(.\s his wise mother wrought in his behalf,)
The third possessor : ay, he was the third ;—
Ant. And what of him ? did ho take interest ?
Shy. No, not take interest ; not, as you would say.

Directly, interest :—mark what Jacob did.
N\'lien l.aban and himself were compromised
That all the eanlings which were streak'd and pied
Should fall as Jacob's hire, the ewes, being rank,
In end of autumn tumid to the r.ims

;And when the work of generation was
Between these woolly breeders, in the act
The skilful shepherd peel'd me certain wands,
And, in the doing of the deed of kind.
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes.
Who, then conceiving, did in caning time
Kill party-coloiir'd l.ambs, and those were Jacob's.
I his was the way to thrive, and he w.as blest

:

And thrift is Messing, if men steal it not.
Ant. This w.isa venture, sir, that Jacob Scrv'd for*A thing not in his power to bring to |iass,
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liut sway'd and fo-shion'd by the hand of heaven.
Was this inserted to make interest q^ood ?

Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams !

Shy. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast :

—

But note me, signior.
Ant. Mark you th^s, Bassanio,

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose.
An evil soul, producing holy witne.ss,
Is like a villain with a smihng cheek ;A goodly apple rotten at the heart

:

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath

!

(sum.
Shy. Three thousand ducats,

—
'tis a good round

Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate.
Ant. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden to vou ?

Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft,
In the Rialto, you have rated me
About my monies and mj' usances :

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug

:

For sutFrance is the badge of all our tribe.
You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog.
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine,
And all for use of that wliich is mine own.
Ay ell, then, it now appears you need my help :

Go to, then ; you come to me, and you say,
*' Shylock, we would have monies:"—you say so

;

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard,
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur
Over your threshold : monies is your suit.

What should I say to you t Should I not say,
" Hath a dog money ? Is it possible,
A cur can lend three thousand ducats?" or
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key.
With 'bated breath, and whisp'ring humbleness,
Say this,

—

.
" Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last

;

You spum'd me such a day ; another time
You call'd me dog ; and for these courtesies
rU lend you thus much monies?"
Ant. I am as like to call thee so again,

To spit on thee again, to spura thee too.
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not
As to thy friends ; (for when did friendship take
A breed for barren metal of his friend ?)

But lend it rather to thine enemy ;

Who if he break, thou may'st with better face
E.\act the penalty.
Shy. Why, look you, how vou storm !

I would be friends with you, and have your love.
Forget the shames that you have stain d me with.
Supply your present wants, and take no doit
Of usance for my monies, and you'll not hear me

:

This is kind I offer.

Ant. This were kindness.
Shy. This kindness will I show.—

Go with me to a notary, seal me there
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport.
If you repay me not on such a day.
In such a place, such sum or sums as are
E.xpress'd m the condition, let the forfeit
Be nominated for an equal pound
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken
In what part of your body pleaseth me.
Ant. Content, in faith: 111 seal to such a bond.

And say there is much kindness in the Jew.
Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me :

I'll rather dwell in my necessity.
Ant. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it

:

Within these two mo-nths, that's a month before
ThisSbond expires, I do expect return
Of thrice three times the value of this bond.
Shy. O father Abraham 1 what these Christians arc.

Whose own hard dealing teaches them suspect
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, tell me this ;

If he should break his day, what should I gain
By the e.\action of the forfeiture!
A pound of man's flesh taken from a man,
Is not so estunable, profitable neither,
As flesh of nuittons. beefs, or j^oats. I s.ay.

To buy his favour, I extend this friendship :

If he will take it, so ; if not, adieu ;

And, for my love, I pray you wrong ine n(»t.

Ant. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto tills bond.
Shy. Then meet me fortlnvith at the notary's

;

rive him direction for this merry bond

;

And I will go and purse the ducats straight

;

See to my house, left in the fearful guard
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently
I will be with you. (//.«/.

Ant. Hie thee, gentle Jew.
This Hebrew will turn Christian : he grows kind.
Bass. I like not fair tenns and a villain's mind.
Ant. Come on : in this there can be no dismay ;My ships come home a month before the day.

[^Exetmt.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Belmont. A Room i Portia's House.

Flourish of cornets. Enter the Prince of Morocco.
and his train; Portia, Nerissa, and other At-
tendants.

il/or. Mislike me not for my complexion.
The shadow'd livery of the burnish'd sun.
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred.
firing me the fairest creature northward born.
Where Phoebus' fire scarce thaws the icicles,
.\nd let us make incision for your love.
To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine.
1 tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine
! lath fear'd tlie vahant : by my love, I swear
The best regarded virgins of our clime
Have lov'd it too : I w'ould not change this luic.
Iixcept to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen.
For. In terms of choice I am not solely led

By nice direction of a maiden's eyes

;

tlesides, tlie lottery' of my destiny
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing :

But, ifmy father had not scanted me.
And hedg'd me by his wit, to yield myself
His wife who wins me by that means I told you,
Yourself, renownfed prince, then stood as fair
As any comer I have look'd on yet
I'or my affection.
Mor. Even for that I thank you :

Tlierefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets.
To try my fortune. By this scimitar,

—

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,

—

\ would out-stare the sternest eyes that look,
'lut-brave the heart most daring on the earth.
I'luck the young sucking cubs from the she-benr.
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey,
1 o win thee, lady. But, alas the while I

If Hercules and Lichas play at dice
Which is the better man, tlie greater throw
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand :

So IS Alcides beaten by his page

;

-Vnd so may I, blind fortune leading me,
-Miss that which one unworthier may attain,
.\nd die with grieving.
For. You must take your chance ;

And either not attempt to choose at all.

Or swear before you choose,—if you choose wrong,
Never to speak to lady afterward
In way of marriage : tlierefore be advis'd.
Mor. Nor will not. Come, bring me unto my chailCQ

_
Por. First, for^vard to the temple ; after dinner

Your hazard shall be made.
Mor. Good fortune then ?

To make me blest, or cursed'st among;men 1

[Corftets, and exeunt.

SCENE II.—Venice. A Street.

Enttr Launcelot Gobbo.
Latin. Certainly, my conscience will serve me to run

from this Jew, my uiiister. The fiend is at mine elbow,
and tempts me, saying to me, "Gobbo, Launcelot
Gobbo, good Launcelot," or "goodGobbo,"or "good
Launcelot Gobbo, use your legs, take the .start, run
away." My conscience says, " No ; take heed, honest
Launcelot ; take heed, honest Gobbo ;

" or, as afore-
said, " honest Launcelot Gobbo ; do not run ; scorn
running with thy heels." Well, the most courageous
fiend Vuds me pack : " Via .'" says the fiend ;

" away !"

ays the fiend; "for the lieavcns. rouse up a brave
nind," says the fiend, " and nm." Well, my con-
science, hanging about the neck of my heart, says
ety wisely to me. " My honest friend Launcelot, being
an honest man's son,'—or rather an honest woman s
son ;—for, indeed, my fallier did something smack*
something grow to, he had a kind of taste;—
well, my conscience sa'ys, " Launcelot, budge not."
" Budge," says the fiend. " Budge not," says my



Srenc 2. ^f^;R^IIA^'T of vrnicr. 127

conscience. Conscience, say I, you counsel well

fiend, say I, you counsel well : to be ruled by my con
science, I should stay M-itli the Jew my master, who
(God bless the mark !) is a kind of devil ; and, to run
away from the Jew, I should be ruled by the hcnd
who, saving^ your rc-\crcrice. is the devil himself
Certainly, the Jew is the very devil incarnation ; and
in my conscience, my conscience is but a kind of bard
conscience, to offer to counsel me to stay with the
Jew : the fiend gives the more friendly counsel : I

will run, fiend ; my heels are at your commandment

;

1 will run.
I: liter Old Gobbo, with a basket.

Gob. Master, youmj man, you, I pray you, which is

the way to master Jew's ?

Laiiii. [^suie.\ O heavens, this is my true begotten
father ! who, being more than sand-blmd, high-eravel
blind, knows me not :—I wiU try conclusions with him.
Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you, which is

the way to master Jew s ?

Laun. Turn up on your right hand at the next
turning, but, at the ne.tt turning of all, on your left

;

marry, at the very next turning, turn of no hand, but
turn down indirectly to the Jew's house.

Gob. By God's sonties, 'twill be a hard way to hit.

Can you tell me whether one Launcelot, that dwells
with him, dwell with him or no?
Lawi. Talk you of young master Launcelot!

—

[Aside.\ Mark me now ; now will I raise the waters.
Talk you of young master Launcelot ?

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man's son: his
father, thoutjli I say it. is an honest exceeding poor
man ; and, God be thanked, well to live.

Laun. Well, let his father be what a' will, we talk
of young master Launcelot.

Gob. Your worship's friend, and Launcelot. sir.

Laun. But I pray you. ergo, old man, ei'';^o. I be-
seech you. talk you of young master Launcelot?
Gob. Of Launcelot, an't please your mastership.
Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot. Talk not of master

Launcelot, father ; for the j'oung gentleman (accord-
ing to fates and destinies, and such odd sayings, the
sisters three, and such branches of learning.) is,

indeed, dece-ased ; or, as you would say in plain tenns,
gone to heaven.

Gob. M.arry. God forbid ! the boy was the very staff
ofmy age. my very prop.
Laun. [Asif/e.] Do I look like a cudgel or a

hovel-post, a staffjor a prop? Do you know me,
father?
Cob, Alack the day 1 I knowyou not. young gentl

man : but I pray j'ou, tell me, is my boy ((iocT rest his
soul !) alive or dead?
Laun. Do you not know me. father?
Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind ; I know you not
Laun. Nay, indeed, if you h.ad your eyes, you

might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father that
knows his oivn child. Well, old man, I will tell y<.u

news of your son. Give me your blessing : truth will

come to light ; murder cannot be hid long,—a man's
son may : but, in the end, truth will out.

Gob. Pray you, sir, stand up : 1 .am sure you are not
Launcelot, my boy.
Laun. Pray you, let's have no more fooling about

it, but give me your blessing: 1 am Launcelot, your
boy that was, your son that is. your child that shall be.

(rOb. I cannot think you are my son.
Laun, I know not what 1 shall think of that : but I

am Launcelot, the Jew's man ; and I am sure Mar-
gery, your wife, is my mother.

r.ire n^-w liicrics : ii 1 serve not him, I will nm as far
as God has any ground.—O rare fortune 1 here comes
the man :—to him, father ; for I aia a Jew, if I serve
the Jew any longer.

UnUr Bassanio, ivith \^<^c>\\ax(\(y, and otJu-rfollo^oers,

Bass. You may do so :—but let it be so hasted, that
supper be ready at the very farthest by five of the
clock. See these letters delivered

; put the liveries to
making : .and desire Gratiano to come anon to my
lodging. \_Exit a Servant.
Laun. To him, father.
Gob. God bless your worship 1

Bass. Graraercy! wouldst thou aught with me I

Gob. Here's my son, sir, a poor boy,

—

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew's man

;

that would, sir,—as my father shall specify,

—

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would
say, to serve,

—

Laun. Incieed, short and the long] is, I serve the
Jew, and have a desire,—as my father shall specify,

—

Gob. His master and he (saving your worship's
reverence,) are scarce cater-cousins,

—

Laun. "To be brief, the very truth is, that the Tew
having done me wrong, doth cause me,—as my father,
being, I hope, an old man, shall frutify unto you,

—

Gob. I have Iiere a dish of doves, that I would
bestow upon your worship ; and my suit is,

—

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to
myself, as your lordship shall know by this honest old
man : and, though I say it, though old man, yet poor
man, my father.
Bass. One speak for both.—What would you !

Laun. Serve you, sir.

Gob. That is the very defect of the matter, sir.

Bass. I know thee well, thou hast obtain'cl thy suit

:

Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day.
And hath preferred thee ; if it be preferment
To leave a rich Jew's service, to become
The follower of so poor a gentleman.
Laun. The old proverb is very well parted between

my master Shylock and you, sir : you have the grace
of God, sir, and he hath enough.
Bass. Thou speak'st it well.—Go, father, with thy

Take leave of thy old master, and enquire [son.

—

,My lodging out. \To his followers.—] Give him a
ery

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed: I'll l>e sworn.
if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and
blood. Lord, worshipped might he be I what a beard
hast thou got I thou h.as got more hair on thy chin,
th.an Dobbm my thill-horse has on his tail.

Laun. It shouldseem, then, th.at Dobbin's tail grows
backward : I am sure he had more hair on his tail,

tlian I have on my face, when I last saw him.
Cob. Lord, how art thou changed ! How dost thou

and thy nuister agree I h.avc brought him a present.
How 'gree you now I

iMun. Well, well : but. for mine own p.trt. as I hriM-

set up my rest to run aw.iy. so I will not rest till I have
run soi..e ground. My master's a very Je«

More guarded than his fellows : see it done.
Laun, Father, in.— I cannot get a service, no ; I

have ne'er a tongue in my head. 'W&\\,[Looktng o)t.

ftzs palm :'\ if any man in Italy have a fairer table,
which doth offer to swear upon a book. I shall' have
good fortune. Go to, here 's a simple line of life 1

here 's a small trifle of wives 1 alas, fifteen wives is

nothing I eleven widows, and nine maids, is a simple
coming-in for one man ; and then, to 'scape drownmg
thrice, and to be in peril of my life with the edge of a
feather-bed,—here are simple 'scapes 1 Well, if For-
tune be a woman, she 's a good wench for this gear.

—

Father, come ; I 11 take my leave of the Jew in the
twinkling of an eye.

\Exeunt launcelot and Old Gobbo,
Bass, I pray thee, good Lecmardo, think on this :

These things being bought, and orderly bestow'd,
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night
My best-esteem'd acquaintance : hie thee, go.
Leon. My best endeavours shall be done Tiereln.

Enter Gratiano.
Gra, Where is your master ?

Leon, 'Yonder, sir, he walks.
\E.xit.

Gra. Signior Bassanio,

—

Bass. Gratiano I

Gra. I have a suit to you.
Bass. You have obtain'd it.

Gra. You must not deny me : I must go with you to

Belmont (tiaiio

:

Bass. 'Wliy, then you must. But hear thee, Gr.i.

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bolil of voice,

—

Parts that become thee happily enough.
.\nd in such eyes as ours appe.ir not f.mlts;
liut where thou art ncjt known, why, there they show
Something too liberal. I'lay ihue, take pain
"'u allay with some cold diops of modesty

L present! give Iihti .a halter: 1 am famished in liis I Thy skipping spirit ; lest, tlirough thy wild bcliaWour.
service; you may tell every finger I have with myjl be misconstru d in tile place 1 go to,

ribs. I'aiher, I am glad you arc come : give me your I And lose my hopes,
present to one master Bassanio. who. indeed, gives) Gra. Signlur nass.inio, hear m: :



128 MERCHANT OF VENICE, Ad 2.

If I do not put on a sober habit.

Talk with respect, and swear but now and then,

Wear prayer-books in ray pocket, look demurely ;

Nay, more, while grace is sayins'. hood mine eyes
Thus with my hat," and sigh, and say amen

;

Use all the observance of civility.

Like one well studied in a sad ostent

To please his grandam, never trust me more.
£ass. Well, we shall see your bearing.

Gya. Nay, but I bar to-night : you shall not gage me
By what we do to-night.

Bass. No, that were pity :

I would entreat you rather to put on
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends

That purpose merriment. But fare you well

;

I have some business.
Gra. And I must to Lorenzo and the rest

:

But we will visit you at supper-time, [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Venice. A Room in Shylock's House.

Enter Jessica and Launcelot.

jfes. I am sorry thou wilt leave my father so :

Our house is hell ; and thou, a merry devil,

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness.
But fare thee well ; there is a ducat for thee :

And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see
Lorenzo, who is thy new master's guest

:

Give him this letter ; do it secretly ;

And so farewell : I would not have my father

See me in talk with thee.
I.aun. Adieu 1—tears exhibit my tongue.

_
Most

beautiful pagan,—most sweet Jew I If a Christian do
not play the knave, and get thee, I am much deceived.
But, adieu ! these foolish drops do somewhat drown
my manly spirit ; adieu !

yes. Farewell, good Launcelot.—
[Exit Launcelot.

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me,
To be asham'd to be my father's child !

But though I am a daughter to his blood,
I am not to his manners. O Lorenzo,
If thou keep promise, I shall end tliis strife

;

Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [Exit.

SCENE IV.—Venice. A Street.

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Sa2arino, aiid Salanio.

Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time.
Disguise us at my lodging, and return
All m an hour.
Gra. We have not made good preparation.

Salar. We have not spoke as yet of torch-bearers.

Satan. 'Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly order 'd.

And better, in my mind, not undertook.
Lor. "Tis now but four o'clock : we have two hours

To furnish us.—
Enter Launcelot, with a letter.

Friend Launcelot, what's the news?
Lann. An it shall please you to break up this, it

shall seem to signify. [Giving t/te letter.

Lor. I know the hand : in faith, 'tis a fair hand ;
'

And whiter than the paper it writ on
Is the fair hand that writ.

Cra. Love-news, in faith.

Laun. By your leave, sir.

Lor. Whuher goest thou ?

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master, the Jew, to

sup to-night with my new master, the Christian.

l.or. Hold here, take this :—tell gentle Jessica,

I will not fail her ;—speak it privately ; go.

Gentlemen, [Exit Launcelot.
Will you prepare you for this mask to-night ?

I am pnf'Sded of a torch-bearer.

Salaf. Ay. marry. I'll be gone about it straight.

Satan. And so will I.

Lor. Meet me and Gratiano

At Gr.atiano's lodging some hour hence.

Salar. 'Tis good we do so.

[Exeunt S.ilar. and Salan.

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica t

Lor. I must needs tell thee all. She hath directed

How I shall take her from her father's house ;

What gold and jewels she is fumish'd with
;

What p.ige's suit she hath in readiness.

If e'er the Jew her father come to heaven,

It will be for 1: his gentle daughter's sake :

ind never dare inisfortune cross her foot,

Unless she do it under this excuse-
That she is issue to a faitliless Jew.
Come, go with me : peruse this as thou goest.

Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer. [Exeunt.

SCENE v.—Venice. Ee/ore S\\y\ocii's Home.

Enter Shylock and Launcelot.

Shy. Well, thou shalt see ; thy eyes shall be thy
judge.

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio :

—

What. Jessica !—thou shalt not gormandize.
As thou hast done with me ;—What, Jessica I

And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ;

—

Why, Jessica, I say 1

Laun. Why. Jessica !

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call.

Laun, Your worship was wont to tell me I could
do nothing without bidding.

£«/«*>- Jessica.

yes. Call you ! What is your will ?

Shy. I am bid forth to supper. Jessica :

There are my keys.—But wherefore should I go?
1 am not bid for love ; they flatter me

:

But yet I'll go in hate, to feed upon
The prodigal Christian.—Jessica, my girl.

Look to my house.—I am right loath to go :

There is some ill a brewing towards my rest.

For I did dream of money-bags to-night.

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go : my young master
doth expect your reproach.
Shy. So do I his.

Laun. And they have conspired together,—I will

not say you shall see a masque ; but if you do, then
it was not for notliing that my nose fell a bleeding
on Black-Monday last, at six o'clock i' the morning,
falling out that year on Ash-Wednesday was four year
in the afternoon. [Jessica

:

Shy. What 1 are there masques ? Hear you me.
Locii up my doors ; and when you hear the clruiii,

And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife.

Clamber not you up to the casements then.
Nor thrust your head into the public street

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish'd faces

;

Butstop my house's ears.—I mean my casements

:

Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter
My sober house.—By Jacob's staff, I swear
I have no mind of feasting forth to-night

:

But I will go.-—Go you before me, sirrah;

Say I will come.
Laun. I will go before, sir.

—

[Asuie to Jessica.]

Mistress, look out at window, for all this

;

.

There will come a Christian by.
Will be worth a Jewess' eye. [Exit Laun

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar's offspring, ha t

yes. His words were, " farewell, mistress ;" nothing
else.

Shy. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge feeder,

Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day
More than the wild cat : drones hive not with me

;

Therefore I part with him ; and part with him
To one that I would have him help to waste
His borrow'd purse.—Well, Jessica, go in:

Perhaps I will return immediately :

Do as I bid you ; shut doors after you :

" Faist bind, fast find,"

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [Exit.

yes. Farewell, and if my fortune be not crost,

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [Exit,

SCENE Vl.—TluSame.

Enter Gratiano and Salarino, masked.

Gra. This is the pent-house under which Lorenzo
Desir'd us to make stand.
Salar. His hour is almost past.

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour.
For lovers ever run before the clock..

Salar. O, ten times faster Venus' pigeons fly

To seal love's bonds new-made, than tney are wont
To keep obliged faith unforfeited I

Gra. That ever holds : who riseth from a feast

With that keen appetite that he sits down?
Where is the horse that doth untread again
His tedious measures with the unbated fire

That he did pace them "first ? All things that ar?.
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy'd.

How like a younker or a prodigal
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T)\e scarfid bark puts from her native hay,

Ilviifg'd and embraced by the strumpet wind I

1 low like a prodigal doth she return,

Svitli over-weather'd ribs and ragged sails.

Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the strumpet wind I

Sa/tzr. Here comes Lorenzo :—more of this here-
after.

Enter Lorenzo.
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long

abode

;

Not I, but my affairs, have made you wait

:

When you shall please to play the thieves for wives,
ril watch as long for you then.—Approach

;

Here dwells my father Jew.—Ho ! who's within!
Enter Jessica abazr, in boy^s clothes.

Ves. Who are you? Tell me, for more certainty.

Albeit I'll swear that I do know your tongue.
/.or. Lorenzo, and thy love.

yes. I^orenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed ;

For whom love I so much? And now who knows
But you, Lorenzo, whetlier I ara yours? fhou art.

/.or. Heaven and thy thoughts are witness that
yW. Here, catch this casket ; it is worth the pains.

I am glad 'tis night, you do not look on me.
For I am much ashain'd of my exchange :

But love is blind, and lovers cannot see
The pretty follies that themselves commit

:

For if they could. Cupid himself would blush
To see me thus transformed to a boy.

/.or. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer.
7es. What, must I hold a candle to my shames ?

They in themselves, good sooth, are too too light.

Why, 'tis an oflice of discovery, love ;

And I should be obscured.
/^or. So are you, sweet,

Fven in the lovely garnish of a boy.
But come at once ;

For the close night doth play the run-away,
And we are stay'd for at Bassanio's feast
7es. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself

mth some more ducats, and be with you straight.

[Iixit above.
Cra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew.
/.or. Beshrew me but I love her heartily ;

For she is wise, if I can judge of her ;

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true

;

And true she is. as she hath prov'd herself

;

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true
Shall she be placed in my constant soul.

Enter Jessica below.
What, art thou come ?—On, gentlemen ; away I

Our masking mates by this time for us stay.

\Exit with Jessica and Salarino.

Enter Antonio.
Ant. \\Tio s there ?

Gra. Signior Antonio?
Ant. Fie, fie, Gratiano I where are all the rest J

Tis nine o'clock ; our friends all stay for yoiL
No mask to-night : the wind is come about

;

B.issanio presently will go aboard

:

I have sent twenty out to seek for you.
Cra. I am glad on 't : I desire no more delight,

Than to be under sail, and gone to-night {Exeunt.

SCENE VU.—Belmont ARoomt
Ma}ision.

'. Portia's

Flourish ofcomets. Enter Portia, -with tlte Prince
of Morocco, and their trains.

Por. Go, draw aside the curtains, and disco\'er
The several ciskets to this noble prince.

—

Now make your choice.
Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscription bears,

—

" Who chooseth 7ne sltall gain -what many inen
desire ;"

The second, silver, which this promise carries,

—

'• /rho chooseth me shall t^et as much as he deserves "

This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt,

—

*' tf'ho chooseth fne fnust give and Itazard all he
hath."—

How shall I know if I do choose the right?
I'or. The one of them contains my picture, prince :

If you choose that, then I am yours withal.
.Mor. Some god direct my iudgment I I^t me see ;

1 will survey the inscriptions back again.
What says this le;iden casket f [hath.

"

/KAo fkooseth me must give and hazard all he
Must give,—For what ? for lead ! hazard for lead ?

This casket threatens : men that hazard all,

Do it in hope of fair advantages

:

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross

;

I'll then nor give nor hazard aught for lead.
What says the silver, with her virgin hue?
" l^'ho chooseth tnc shall ^et as much as he deserves.'*

As much as he deserves !—Pause t'nere, Morocco,
And weigh thy value with an even hand :

If thou be'st rated by thy estiiii.ition.

Thou dost deserve eno Jgh ; and yet enough
May not extend so far as to the lady

:

And yet to be afeard of my deserving
Were but a weak disabling of myself
As much as I deserve I—why, tliat's the lady

:

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes.

In graces, and in qualities of breeding;
But more than these, in love I do deserve.
What if I stray'd no farther, but chose here?

—

Let's see once more this saying grav'd in gold

:

" jyho chooseth jne shall gain what Diaiiy men
desire."

Why, that's the lady ; all the world desires her ;

From the four corners of the earth they come.
To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint

;

The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds
Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now
l-*or princes to come view fair Portia

:

The wat'ry kingdom, whose ambitious head
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar
To stop the foreign spirits ; but they come.
As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia.

One of these three contains her heavenly picture.
Is't like, that lead contains her? 'Twere damnation
To think so base a thought : it were too gross
To rib her cerecloth in the obscure .gkave.

Or shall I think in silver she's imraur'd.
Being ten times undervalu'd to tried gold ?

O sinful thought 1 Never so rich a gem
Was set in worse than gold. They nave in England

, that bears the figure of an angel
Stamp'd in gold ; but that's insculp'd upon ;

But here an angel in a golden bed
Lies all within.—Deliver me the key:
tiere do I choose, and thrive I as I may I

Por. There, take it, prince ; and if my form lie there.
Then I am yours. [//< opc9is the golden cask.'t.

Mor. O hell I what have we here ?

A carrion death, within whose empty eye
There is a written scroll ! I'll read the writiiiif.

{Reads.} "All that glisters is notgold.—
O/teji haveyou /leard that told:
Many a man his life hath sold.
But my otttside to behold:
Gilded tomis do wortns infold.
t/adyou been as wise as bold^
Young in limbs, injudgment old.
Your answer Juid 7tot been inscrolVd:
Fareyou well : your suit is cold,"

Cold, indeed ; and labour lost

:

Then, farewell, heat : and welcome, frost I

—

Portia, adieu. I h.ave too griev'd a heart
To take a tedious leave : thus losers part.

{Exilwilh his train. Cornets.
Por. A gentle riddance.—Dr.iw the curtains : go.

—

Let all of nis complexion choose me so. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.—Venice. A Street.

Enter Salarino and Salanio.

Salar. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail

:

With him is Gratiano gone along;
And in their ship, I'm sure, Lorenzo is not.
Salan. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the duke

;

Who went with him to .search Bassanio's ship.
Salar. He came too late, the ship was under sail

:

But there the duke was given to understand,
That in a gondola were seen together
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica.
Besides, Antonio certified the duke.
They were not with Bassanio in his ship.
Salan. I never heard a passion so confus'd,

.So strange, outrageous, and so variable.
As the tlog Jew did utter in the streets ;

" My daui_'hter l—O my ducats I—O tny daughter I
Fled with a Christian 1—0 my Christian ducats f—
Justice t the law I my ducats, and my daui;hter !
A seaUd bat;, two seaUd bags ofducats.
Ofdouble diuats, sloPnfront me by my daughter I
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Andjewels,—fivo sfoncs, tivo rich audprecious stonrs,

StoVn by tny daughter I—Justice / fi^id the girl /

She iiath the stenes upon her, and the ducats /"

Salar. Why. all the boys in Venice follow him.
Crying,—his stones, his daufjhter, and his ducats.
Salan. Let >3food Antonio look lie keep his day,

Or he sliall pay for this.

Salar. Marry, well remember'd.
I reason d with a Frenchman yesterday,
"Who told me,—in the narrow seas that part
The French and English, there miscarried
A vessel of our country, richJy fraught

:

I thought upon Antonio when he told me ;

And wish d in silence that it were not his.

Sala?i. You were best to tell Antonio what you hear

;

Vet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him.
Saiar. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth.

I saw Bassanio and Antonio part

:

Bassanio told him he would make some speerl
Of his return : he answered, ** Do not so.

Slubber not business/or ?ny sake, Bassanio^
But stay the -very riping oft)ie time ;

Andfor the Je^u^s bond, which he hath o/me.^
Let it not enter i7i your mind o/love :

Be -nierry ; and employyour chiefest thoughts
To courtship, and suchfair oste?its of love
As shall co7iveniently beconieyou there :''

And even there, his eye being big with tears.

Turning his face, he put his liancfbehind hun.
And with affection wondrous sensible,
He WTung Bassanio's hand ; and so they parted.
Salaf*. I think, he only loves the world for him.

I pray thee,, let us go and find him out,

And quicken his embraced heaviness
With some delight or other.
Salar. Do we so. [Exeunt.

SCENE IX.—Belmont.

Enter Nerissa, "1021/1 a Servant.

Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee ; draw the curtain
straight

:

The prince of Arragon hath ta'en his oath,
And comes to his election presently.
Flourish of cor^iets. Enter the Prince of Arragon,

Portia, and their trains.
Per. Behold, there stands the caskets, noble prince :

If you choose that wherein I am contain'd.
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz'd ;

But if you fail, without more speech, ray lord,

Vou must be gone from hence immediately.
Ar. \ am enjoin'd by oath to observe three things :

—

First, never to unfold to any one
Which casket 'twas I chose ; next, if I fail

Of the right casket, never in my life

To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly.

If I do fail in fortune of my choice.
Immediately to leave you and be gone
Poy. To these injunctions every one doth swear

That comes to hazard for my wortliless self.

Ar. And so have I address'd me. Fortune now
To my heart's hope !—Gold, silver, and base lead.
" iVho chooseth Trie ^nitst give njid hazai'd all he
You shall look fairer, ere I give or hazard. [hath."
What says the golden chest ? ha 1 let me see

:

** Jf'ho chooseth me shall gain luhat viany nieyi

desire."
Wliat many men desire !—that many may be meant
By the fool multitude, that choose by show.
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach ;

Which pries not to th* interior, but, like the martlet,
Buldsin the weather, on the outward wall,

Even in the force and road of casualty.
I will not choose what many men desire,

Because I will not jump with common spirits,

And rank me with the barbarous multitudes.
Why. then to thee, thou silver treasure-house ;

Tell me once more what title thou dost bear :

•* IP^ho chooseth me sftallgei asinuch as h£deser:>es
:"

And well said too ; for who shall go about
To cozen fortune, and be honourable
Without the stamp of merit ? Let none presume
To wear an undeserved dignity.
O, that estates, degrees, and offices.

Were not deriv'd corruptly I and that clear honour
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer I

How many then should cover, that stand bare 1

How many be commanded, that command I

How much low peasantry would then be glean'd
I'rom the true seed of huiiour ! and how much honour
Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times.
To be new varnish'd I Well, but to my choice :

'* Who cfiooseth 7m sh-al.\^ct as vtuchas h^ desey-vcs.''

I will assume dessert.—Give me a key for this,

And instantly unlock my fortunes here.
\He opens the silver casket.

Por. Too long a pause for that which ybu fihd
there.

Ar. What's Iiere? the portrait of a blinking idiot,

Presenting me a schedule J I will read it.

How much unlike art thou to Portia

!

How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings !

*' IVho chooseth 7ne shall have as 7niich as lie de-
Did I deserve no more than a fool's head? {serves.^^

Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better ?

Por. To offend, and judge, arc distinct offices.

And of opposed natures.
A 7% What is here ?

{Rcads,\ " Thefire seven times tried this :

Sez'CJt ti77ies tried thatjudgmettt js.

That did jiezier choose afniss.
Some there be tiuit shadows kiss ;

.Such have bttt a shadonv's bliss :

There befools alizie, 1 7vzs,

Silver''d o'er ; and so was this.

Take what wifeyou will to bed,

I "Will ever beyo2ir head :

So be g0}i4, sir : you are sped."
Still more fool I shall appear
By the time I linger here :

With one fool's head I came to woo.
But I go away with two.

—

Sweet, adieu. I'll keep ray oath,
Patiently to bear my wroth.

{Exit wiUi his train.
Por. Thus hath the candle sing'd the moth.

O, these deliberate fools I when'they do choose,
Tliey have the wisdom by their wit to lose.

Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy,

—

Hanging and wiving goes by destiny.
Por. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa.

E7itcr a Messenger.
Mess. Where is my lady ?

Por. Here ; what would my lord \

Mess. Madam, there is alighted at your gate
A young- Venetian, one that comes before
To signify tlie approaching of his lord ;

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets ;

To wit, (besides couimends, and courte* us breath,)
Gifts of rich value : yet I have not seen,

So likely an embassador of love.

A day in April never came so sweet.
To show how costly summer was at h?Jid,

As this fore-spurrer comes before his lord.

Por. No more, I pray thee : I am half afeard
Thou wilt say anon he is some kin to thee.
Thou spend'st such high-day wit in praising him.—
Come, come. Nerissa; for I long to see
Quick Cupid's post, that comes so mannerly.
Ner. Bassanio, Lord Love, if tliy will it be \

[Exeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Venice. A Street.

Enter Salanio afiif Salarino.

Snla». Now, what news on the Rialto I

Salnr. Wliy, yet it lives there unchecked, that

Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wrecked on the
narrow seas ; the Goodwins, I think they call the
place; a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where tin;

carcasses of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, if

ray gossip. Report, be an honest woman of her word.
Satan. I would she were as lying a jjossip in that, as

ever knapped ginger, or made her neighbours believe

she wept for the death of a third husband. But it ii

true,—without any slips of prolixity, or crossing tlie

plain high-way of talk,—that the good Antonio, the

honest Antonio,—O, that I had a title good enough to

keep his name company !

—

Salar. Come, the full stop. fliath lost a ship.

Satan. Ha,—what say'st thou!—Why, the end is, lie

Satar. I would it might prove the end of his losses.

Satan, Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil cross
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«il' prayer,—for here he comes in the likeness of a

Jew.

—

Eater Shylock.

How now, Shylock! what news among the merchants?
Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as you, of

my daughter's flight

Salur. That's certain. I, for my part, knew the

tailor that made tlie wings she flew witliaL

Safan. And Shyloclc, for his own part, knew the

bird was fledged ; and then, it is the complexion of

them all to leave the dam.
Shy. She is damned for it

Salar. That's certain, if the devil may be herjudge.
Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel I [years?

Salan. Out upon it, old carrion I rebels it at these

Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood.

Salar. There is more difference between tliy flesh

and hers, than between jet and ivory ; more between
your bloods, than there is between red wine and
rhenish.—But tell us, do you hear whether Antonio
have had ;uiy loss at sea or no S

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bankrupt,
a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on the
Rialto ; a beggar, tliat used to come so smug upon
the mart: let iiim look to his bond: he was wont to

call me usurer ;—let him look to his bond : he was
wont to lend money for a Christian courtesy ;—let him
look to his bond.
Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, tliou wilt not

take liis flesh : what's that good for !

Shy. To bait fish withal: if it will feed nothing else,

it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced me, and
hindered me half a million ; laughed at my losses,

mocked at my gauis, scorned my nation, thwarted my
bargains, cooled my friends, heated mine enemies

;

and what's his reason ? I am a Jew. Hath not a Jew
eyes? hatli not a Jew_ hands, organs, dimensions,
senses, afl'ections, passions? fed with the same food,

hurt with tile same weapons, subject to the same dis-

eases, healed by the same means, warmed and cooled
by the same winter and summer, as a Christian is? if

you prick us, do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we
not laugh? if you poison us, do we not die? and if you
wrong us, shall we not revenge ? If we are like you in

the rest, we will resemble you in that. If a Jew w

»3i

ducats at a sitting ! four.see my gold again

:

score ducats I

Tub. There came divers of Antonio's creditors in

my company to Venice, that swear he cannot choose
but break.
Shy. I am very glad of it:—I'll plague him; I'll

torture him :—I am glad of it.

Tuli. One of them show ed me a ring, that he had of

your daughter for a monkey.
Shy. Out upon her ! Tliou torturest me. Tubal: it

was my turquoise ; I had it of Leali, when I was a
bachelor: I would not have given it for a wilderness
of monkeys.

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone.
Shy, Nay, tliat's ttue, that's very true. Go, Tubal,

fee me an officer ; bespeak him a fortnight before. I

will have the heart of him, if he forfeit : for, were he
out of Venice, I can make what merchandize I will.

Go. Tubal, and meet me at our synagogue
;
go, good

Tubal, at our synagogue. Tubal. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Belmont. A Room in Portia's House.
TIte curtains drawn/rom before the caskets.

Enter Bassanio, Portia, Gratiano, Nerissa, and
Attendants.

Par. I pray you, tarry : pause a day or two.
Before you hazard ; for, in choosing wrong,
I lose your company : therefore, forbear a while.

There's something tells me, (but it is not love.)

I would not lose you ; and you know yourself.

Hate counsels not in such a quality.

But lest you should not understand me well,

I And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,)
I would detain you here some month or two.

Before you venture for me. I could teach you
How to choose right, but then I am forsworn

;

So will I never be : so may you miss me

;

But if you do, you'll make me wish a sin.

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes.

They have o'er-look'd me, and divided me ;

One half of me is yours, the other half yours,

—

Mine own, I would say; but if mine, then youri.
And so all yours 1 O, these naughty times
Put bars between the owners and their rights

!

Prove It so,a Christian, what U his humiUty ? revenge : if a Chris- 1

And so. though yours, not yours -1

tian ^vrong a Jew, what should his sufferance be by Let fortune go to hell for it,-not I

— ^ •' ' - • ~ '
I speak too long ; but tis to peize the time.

To eke it, and to draw it out in length,
To stay you from election.

Christian "example ? why, revenge. The villainy y
teiich me, I will execute ; and it shall go hard but I

will better the instruction.

Enter a Servant.
Serv. Gentlemen, my master Antonio is at his house,

and desires to speak with you both.
Salar. We have been up and down to seek him.

Entj»' Tubal.
Salan, Here conies another of the tribe : a third

cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn Jew
[Exettnt Salan., Salar., anfi Servant.

Shy. How now. Tubal 1 what news from Genoa ?

Hast thou found my daughter? [cannot find her.

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but
Shy. Svhy there, there, there 1 a diamond gone, cost

me two thousand ducats in Frankfort 1 The curse
never fell upon our nation till now ; I never felt it till

now:—two thous.ind ducats in that; and other pre-
cious, precious jewels.— I would my daughter were
dead at my foot, and the jewels in her ear I would she
were hearsed at my foot, and the ducats in her cofliii I

No news of them ?—Why. so :—and I know not what's
spent in the search : Why thou loss upon loss I the
thief gone with so much, and so much to find the thief;

and no satisfaction, no revenge : nor no ill luck stir-

ring but what lights o' my shoulders ; no sighs but o'

my breathing ; no tears but o" my shedding.
Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck too. Antonio, as

I he.'trd in Geno.i.

—

Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck?
Tub. —hath an argosy cast away, coming fnrni

Tripolis. (true?
Shy. I thank God ! I Ihank God I Is it true? is il

7'ub. I spoke with some of the sailors that escaped
the wrerk.
Shy. I thank thee, good Tub.il.—Good news, good

news; h.-i, hal-Where? in Genoa?
Tub. Your d.tughter spent in Genoa, as I heard,

one night, fourscore ducats.

Let me choose

;

For, as I am, I live upon the rack.
J'or. Upon the rack, Bassanio ! then confess

What treason there is mingled with your love.

J^'ass. None but that ugly treason of mistrust.

Which makes me fear th' enjoying of my love :

There may as well be amity and life

'Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love.

Por. Ay, but I fear you speak upon the rack.
Where men enforced do speak any thing.

Eass. Promise me life, and I'll confess the truth.

Por. Well then, confess, and hve.
i'ass. Confess, and lovo,

I l.id been the very sum of my confession.
(-) happy torment, when my torturer
Doth teach me answers for deliverance !

But let me to my fortune and the caskets.
Por. Away then ; I am lock'd in one of them

;

If you do love me, you will find me out-

Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof.
I-et music sound while he doth make his choice

;

Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end,
I*"ading in music : that the comparison
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream.
And wat'ry dc.ath-bed for him. Ho may win

;

And wh.it is music then? then music is

liven as the flourish when true subjects bow
To a new-crown6d monarch : such it is.

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day.
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's car.
And siunmon him to marriage. Now he goes.
With no less presence, but with much more love.
Than young Alcidcs. when he ilid redeem
T'nc virgin tribute paid by howling Troy
To the sea-monster : I st.tnd for sacrifice ;
The rest aloof are the Dardani^m wives.
With bleari>d visages, come forth to

Shy, Tliou stick'st a (kigircr into me :—I shall never j
The issue of th' exploit. Go, Hercules I
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Live thou, I live : with much, much more dismay
I view the figlit, tlian tliou tliat inak'st the fray.

[Afusic, whilst Bassanio comments oil the
caskets to himself.

Tell »tc -where is/aiicy bred.

Or in the heart, or in the head ?

}lo7u begot, how nourished}
Reply, reply.

It is engender'd in the eyes,

IVith gazin^/ed ; andfancy dies

In ilie cradle iuhere it lies.

Let Its all 9-ingfancy's knell:
I'll begin it,—Ding, dong, bell.

All. Ding, doJig, bell.

Bass. So may the outward shows be least tliem-

Tne world is still deceiv'd with ornament. [selves

:

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt.

But, being season'd with a gracious voice.

Obscures the show of evil? In religion.

What damn6d error, but some sober brow
Will bless it, and approve it with a text.

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ?

There is no vice so simple, but assumes
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts :

How many con-ards, whose hearts are all as false

As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars ;

Who. inward search'd, have livers white as milk

;

And these assume but valour's excrement
To render them redoubted. Look on be?uty.
And you shall see 'tis purchas'd by the weight

;

Which therein works a miracle in nature.
Making them Ughtest that wear most of it

:

So are those crispfed snaky golden locks.

Which make such wanton gambols with the wind.
Upon supposed fairness, often known
To be the dowry of a second head.
The skull that bred them, in the sepulchre.
Thus ornament is but the guilfed shore
To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf
Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word.
The seeming truth which cunning times put on
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold,

Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee

;

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge
'Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead.

Which rather threat'nest than dost promise aught.
Thy paleness moves me more than eloquence.
And here choose I. Joy be the consequence I

Por. How all the other passions fleet to air,

As doubtful thoughts, and rash embrac'd despair.

And shuddering fear, and green-ey'd jealousy.
() love, be moderate ; allay thy ecstasy ;

In measure rein thy joy ; scant this excess

;

I feel too much thy blessing : make it less.

For fear I surfeit

!

Bass. [Opening the leaden casket.] What find I

Fair Portia's counterfeit? What demi-god [here?
Hath come so near creation? Move these eyes ?

Or whether, riding on the balls of mine.
Seem they in motion ? Here are sever'd lips,

Parted with sugar breath : so sweet a bar
Should sunder such sweet friends. Here, in her hair.

The painter inlays the spider ; and hath woven
A golden meSh t' entrap the hearts of men.
Faster than gnats in cobwebs ; but her eyes,

—

How could he see to do them! having made one,

Methinks it should have power to steal both his.

And leave itself unfurnisn'd. Yet look, how f.ar

The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow
In underprizing it, so far this shadow
Doth limp behind the substance.—Here's the scroll.

The continent and summary of my fortune.

[keads.] " You tliat choose not by the vie7u,

Chance asfair, and choose as true /

Since thisfortunefalls to you.
Be content, and seek no tieiv.

Ifyon be •wellpleas'd with this,

A}id holdyourfortuneforyour bliss,

Turn you luhereyour lady is.

And claim her -with a loving kiss."

k gentle scroll.—Fair lady, by your leave
;

I come by note, to give, and to receive. [Kissing Iter.

Like one of two contending in a prize.

That thinks lie hath done well in people's eyes.
Hearing applause ;iiid universal snout.

Giddy i" spirit, still gazing, in a doubt

Whether those pearls of praise be his or no

;

So, thrice fair lady, stand I, even so ;

As doubtful whether what I see be true.
Until confirm'd, sign'd, ratified by you.
Por. You see me. lord Bassanio, where I stand.

Such as I am : though /or myself alone
I would not be ambitious in my wish.
To wish myself much better ; yet, for you
1 would be trebled twenty times myself;
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times

more rich ;

That only to stand high in your account,
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends.
Exceed account : but the full sum of me
Is .sum of nothing; which, to term in gross.
Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpfactis'd;
Happy in this, she is not yet so old
But she may learn ; happier than tliis.

She is not bred so dull but she can learn

;

Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit
Commits itself to yours to be directed.
As from her lord, her governor, her king.
Myselfand what is mine, to you and yours
Is now converted : but now, I was the Isrd
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants.
Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now.
This house, these servants, and this same myself,
Are yours, my lord : I give them with this ring;
Which when you part from, lose, or give away.
Let it presage the ruin of your love.
And be my "vantage to exclaim on you.
Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words ;

Only my blood speaks to you in my veins

:

And there is such confusion in my powers,
.\s, after some oration fairly spoke
By a beloved prince, there doth appear
Among the buzzing pleased multitude ;

Where every something, being blent together.
Turns to a wild of nothing, save ofjoy,
Express'd, and not express'd. But when this ring
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence

;

O, then be bold to say, Bassanio's dead I

l\ler. My lord and lady, it is now our time.
That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper,
To cry, good joy. Good joy, my lord and lady I

Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady,
I wish you al 1 the joy that you can wish

;

For I am sure you can wish none from me

:

.\nd, when your honours mean to solemnize
The bargain of your faith. I do beseech you.
Even at that time I may be married too.
Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get a wife.
Gra. I thank your lordship, you have got me one.

My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours ;

You saw the mistress, I beheld the maid ;

You lov'd, I lov'd ; for intermission
-No more pertains to me, my lord, than you.
Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ;

And so did mine too, as the matter falls ;

For wooing here, until I sweat again.
And swearing, till my very roof was dry
With oaths of love, at last,—if promise last,

—

I got a promise of this fair one here.
To have her love, provided that your fortune
Achiev'd her mistress.
Por. Is this true, Nerissa ?

Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withal.
Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith?
Gra. Yes, 'faith, my lord. * [marriage.
Bass. Our feast shall be much honour'd in your
Gra. We'll play with them the first boy for a thousand
A'er. What, and stake down? [ducats,
Gra. No ; we shall ne'er win at that sport, and

stake down,

—

But who comes here? Lorenzo and his infidel?
What, my old Venetian friend, Salanio?

Enter Lorenzo, Jessica, and Salanio.

Bass. Lorenzo, and Sal.anio, welcome hither

;

If that the youth of my new interest here
Have power to bid you welcome.—By your leave,
I bid my very friencls and countrymen.
Sweet Portia, welcome.
Por. So do I, my lord

;

They are entirely welcome.
Lor. I thank your honour.—For my part, my lord.

My purpose was not to have seen you here ;

But meeting with Salanio by tire way.
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lie did entreat me, past all saying; nay,

To come with him along.

Siiliin. I did, my lord;
And I have reason for it. Siiriior Antonio
Commends him to you. [Gives Bassanio a Utter.

Bass. Ere I ope his letter,

I pray you, tell me how my ^ood friend doth.

Satan. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind

;

Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there
Will show you his estate.

Grit. Nerissa, cheer yon stranger; bid her wel-

come,
^'our hand, Salanio : what 's the news from Venice ?

How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio?
I know he will be glad of our success

;

We are tlie Jasons, we have won the fleece. [lost

!

Satan. I would you had won the fleece that he hath
Por. There are some shrewd contents in yon same

paper.
That steal the colour from Bassanio's cheek

:

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world
Could turn so much the constitution

Of any constant man. What, worse and worse I

—

With leave, Bassanio ; I am half yourself.

And I must freely have the half of any thing
That this same paper brings you.
Sass. O sweet Portia,

Here are a few of the unplea.sant'st words
That ever blotted paper I Gentle lady.
When I did first impart my love to you,
I freely told you, all the wealth I had
Ran in my veins,— I was a gentleman ;

And then I told you true : and yet, dear lady.

Rating myself at nothing, you shall see
How much I was a braggart When 1 told 5'ou

My state was nothing, I should then have told you
That I was worse than nothing: for, mdeed,
I have engag'd myself to a dear friend,

Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy.
To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady

;

The paper as the body of my friend.

And every word in it a gaping wound.
Issuing life-blood.—But is it true, Salanio !

Hath all his ventures fail'd ? What, not one hit ?

From Tripolis, from Me.\ico, and England,
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India?
And not one vessel 'scape the dreadful touch
Of merchant-marring rocks ?

Stttan. Not one, my lord.

Besides, it should appear, that if he had
The present money to disch.-irge the Jew,
He w'ould not take it. Never did I know
A creature, that did bear the shape of man.
So keen and greedy to confound a man

:

He plies the duke at morning and at night

;

And doth impeach the freedom of the state.

If they deny h'mJustice : twenty merch.ints.
The duke himselff and the magnificocs
Of greatest port, liavc all persuaded with him ;

But none can drive him from the envious plea
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond.

yes. When I was witli him, I have heard him swear.
To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen.
That he would rather have Antonio's flesh.

Than twenty times the value of the sum
Th;it he did owe him : and I know, my lord,
If law, authority, and power deny not,
It will go hard with poor Antonio.
Por. Is it your dear friend lliat is thus in trouble ?

Sass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man.
The best condition'd and unwearied spirit

In doing courtesies ; and one in whom
The ancient Roman honour more .appears,
Than any that draws breath in Italy.

Por. What sum owes he the Jew V

/>ass. For me, three thousand ducats.
Por. What, no more?

Pay him six thousand, .and deface the bond ;

Double six thousand, and then treble that,
I'efore a friend of this description
Shall lose a hair through H.issanio's fault,

'"irst, go with me to church and call me wife,
aid then away to Venice to your friend

;

',7 never shall you lie bv Portia's side
i: S an unquiet soul. You shall have gold
,,I]

l"y the petty debt twenty times over :

,
, ""^'^t is pai<l, bring your true friend along.

.ly iii^^i Nerissa and myself, meantime,

Will live as maids and wi<iows. Come, away ;

For you shall hence upon your wedding-day :

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer

;

Since you are dear bought, 1 will love you dear.

But let me hear the letter of your friend.

Bass. [Jieads.] " Siueet Bassanio, my ships ha-n
all miscarried, my creditors grow crtiel, my estate ^
very low, my bond to tlie yciu isforfeit ; ajid since ti%

paying it, it is impossible I should" live, all debts are
cleared betweenyou ami I, if I mi^ht but see yoii at

my death. Nottvitlistanding, use yaitr pleasure : if

your love do not persitade you to come, let not tny
Utter."

Por. O love, despatch all business, and be gone.
Bass. Since I have your good leave to go away,
I will make liaste : but, till I come again.

No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay.

Nor rest be interposer 'twixt us twain. {Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Venice, y/ Stiret.

EnUr Shylock, Salarino, Antonio, and Gaoler.

Shy. Gaoler, look to him : tell s.ot me of mercy ;—
This is the fool that lent out money gratis :

Gaoler, look to him.
Ant. Hear me yet, good Shyloc'k.

Shy. I'll have my bond ; speak not against my bond I

I have sworn an oath that I will have my bond.
Thou call'dst me dog before thou hadst a cause

;

But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs :

The duke shall grant me justice.— I do wonder.
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond
To come abroad with him at his request.
Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak.
Shy. I'll have my bond ; I will not hear thee speak

:

I'll have my bond ; and therefore speak no more.
I'll not be made a soft and dull-ey'd fool.

To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield
To Christian intercessors. Follow not

;

I'll have no speaking: I will have my bond. [^xil.
Salar. It is the most impenetrable cur

That ever kept with men.
A fit. Let him alone ;

I'll follow him no more with bootless prayers.
He seeks my life ; his reason well I know :

I oft deliver d from his forfeitures

Many that have at times made moan to me ;

Therefore he hates me.
Salar. I am sure, the duke

Will never grant this forfeiture to hold.
Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law,

For the commodity that strangers have
With us in Venice : if it be denied,
'Twill much impeach the justice of the state

;

Since that the trade and profit of the city

Consisteth of all nations. Therefore, go :

These griefs and losses have so 'bated me.
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh

To-morrow to my bloody creditor.
Well, gaoler, on.—Pray God, Bassanio come
To see me pay his debt, and then I care not 1

[Exeicf.t.

SCENE IV.—Belmont. A Room in Portia's

House.

Enter Portia, Nerissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, a7id
Balthazar.

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your presence.
You have a noble and a true conceit
Of god-like amity ; which appears most strongly
In be.aring thus the absence of your lord.

But if you knew to whom you show this honour.
How true a gentleman you send reUef,
How dear a lover of my lord, your husband,
I know you would be prouder of the work
Than customary botmty can enforce you.
Por. I never did repent for doing good.

Nor shall not now : for in companions
That do converse and waste the time together,
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love.
There nmst be needs a like proportion
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit;
Which makes me think th.it this Antonio,
Being the bosom lover of my lord.

Must needs be like my lord. If it be so,
How little is the cost I have beslow'd.
In purchasing the scmbl.ince of my soul
From out the state of hellish cruelty J

K
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This ccimcs loo near the praising of myself

;

Therefore, no more of it : hear other tninj^s.

Lorenzo, I commit into your hands
The liusbandry and manage of my house.
Until my lord's return : for mine o^vn part,
I have toward heaven breath'd a secret vow
To live in prayer and contemplation.
Only attended by Nerissa here.
Until her husband and my lord's return :

There is a monastery two miles off,

And there we will abide. I do desire you
Not to deny tliis imposition ;

The which my love, and some necessity,
Now lays upon you.
Lor. Madam, with all my Iieart

;

I shall obey you in all fair commands.
Por. My people do already know my mind,

And will acknowledge you and Jessica
In place of lord Bassanio and myself.
So fare you well, till we shall meet again.
Lor. Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend on you !

yes. I wish your ladyship all heart's content.
Por. I thank you for your wish, and am well pleas'd

To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica.

—

\ExeuiU ]zi,'Acs. and Lorenzo.
Now, Balthazar,
As I have ever found thee honest, true.
So let me find thee still. Take this same letter.

And use thou all the endeavour of a man
In speed to Padua : see thou render this
Into my cousin's hand, doctor Bellario

;

And, look, what notes and garments he doth give thee.
Bring them. I pray thee, with imagin'd speed
Unto the Tranect, to the common ferry
Which trades to Venice. Waste no time in words,
But get thee gone : 1 shall be there before thee.
BaUh. Madam, I go with all convenient speed.

\Exit.
Por. Come on, Nerissa ; I have work in hand

That you yet know not of: we'll see our husbands
Before they think of us.

Ner. Shall they see us ?

Por. They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit.
That they shall think we are accomplished
With that we lack. Ill hold thee any wager,
"VV'hen we are both accoutred like young inen,
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two.
And wear my dagger with the braver grace ;

And speak between the change of man and boy,
AVith a reed voice ; and turn two mincing steps
Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays,

I-ike a fine bragging youth ; and tell quaint lies

How honourable ladies sought my love,

Which I denying, they fell sick and died,
I could not do withal; then I'll repent.
And wish, for all that, that I had not kill'd them t

And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell

;

That men shall swear I have discontinu'd school
About a twelvemonth : I have within my nnnd
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks,
Wliich I will practise.

Ner. 'Wliy, shall we turn to men ?

Por. Fie, what a question 's that.

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter !

But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device
When I am in my coach, which stays for us
At the park gate ; and therefore haste away.
For we nuist measure twenty miles to-day. [ExeiiHl.

SCENE 'V.—Belmont. Portia's Garden.

Enter Launcelot and Jessica.

Latm. Yes, tnily ; for, look you. the sins of the

father are to be laid upon the children : therefore, I

promise you, I fear you. I was always plain with you,

and so now I speak my agitation of the matter : there-

fore be of good cheer : for, truly. I think you arc

damned. Thereisbutonehopeinitthatc.nn doyou.iny
good ; and that is but a kind of bastard hope neither.

yes. And what hope is that, I pray thee?
LauH. Marrv, you may partly hope that your father

got you not,—that you are not the Jew's daughter.
yes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed : so

the sins of mv niollier should be visited upon me.
Laun. Triilv. then I fc.ar you are damned both by

father .and mother: thus when I shun Scylla, your
father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother : well, you
are gone both ways.

Ad 4.

yes. I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath made
me a Christian.
Laun. Truly, the more to blame he: we were

Christians enow before ; e'en as many as could well
live, one by another. This making of Christians will
raise the price of hogs : if we grow all to be pork-
eaters, we shall not shortly have a rasher on the coals
for money.

yes. I'll tell my husband, Launcelot, what you say:
here he comes.

Enter Lorenzo.
Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launcelot,

if you thus get my wife intocomers.
yes. Nay, you need not fear us. Lorenzo : Launce-

lot and I are out. He tells me flatly, there is no mercy
for me in heaven, because I ama Jew'sdaughter: and
he says, you are no good member of the common-
wealth ; for, in converting Jews to Christians, you
raise the price of pork.
Lor. I shall answer that better to the common,

wealth, than yon can the getting up of the negro'i
belly : the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot."
Latin. It is much, that the iMoor should be more

than reason : but if she be less than an honest woman,
she is indeed more than 1 took her for.

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word! I
think the best grace of wit will shortly turn into
silence ; and discourse grow commendable in none
only but parrots.—Go in", sirrah ; bid tlieni prepare
for dinner.
Laiin. That is done, sir ; they have all stomachs.
Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are you I then,

bid them prepare dinner.
Laiai. That is done too, sir ; only, cover is the word.
Lor. Will you cover, then, sirV
L^aitn. Not so, sir, neither; I know my duty.
Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion I Wiltthou

show the whole wealth of thy wit in an instant ? I pray
thee, understand a plain man in his plain meaning : go
to thy fellows ; bid them cover the table, serve in tlie

meat, and we will come in to dinner.
Laiin. For the table, sir, it shall be served in ; for

the meat, sir, it shall be covered ; for your coming in

to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours and conceits
shall govern. {Exit.
Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are suited 1

The fool hath planted in his memory
.\n army of good words ; and I do know
A many fools, that stand in better place,
Garnish'd like him, that for a tricksy word
Uefy the matter. How cheer'st thou, Jessica J

And now, good sweet, say thy opinion,

—

Mow dost thou like the lord Bas.sanio's wife?
yes. Past all expressing. It is very meet.

The lord Bassanio lead an upright life
;

For, having such a blessing in his lady,
11 e finds the joys of heaven here on earth

;

And if on earth he do not mean it, then
In reason he should never come to heaven.
Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match,
Antl on the wager lay two earthly women.
And Portia one, there must be something else
Pawn'd with the other ; for the poor rude world
Hath not her fellow.

Lor. Even such a husband
Hast thou of me, as she is for a wife.

yes. Nay, but ask my opinion, too, of that.

Lor. I will anon : first, let us go to dinner.
yes. Nay, let me praise you, while I have a stomach.
Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table-talk ;

Then, howsoe'er thou speak'st, 'mong other things
I sh.all digest it.

yes.
"

Well, I'll set you forth. yixeunl.

ACT IV.

SCENE \.—Veniee. A Court o/yuslice.

Enter the Duke : the Magnificoes ; Antonio, Bassanii
Gratiano, Salarino, Salanio, and others.

Vitkjr. What, is Antonio here ?

Ant. Ready, so please your grace.
Puke. I am sorry for thee : thou art cume to a'****^''

A stony adversary, an inhuman wrstch
Uncapable of pity, void and empty
Froiu any dram of luurcy.

Int. I have heard.
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Vour orracc hath ta'en great pains to qualify

His rigorous course ; but since he stands obdurate,
And that no lawful means can carry me
Out of his envy's reach, I do oppose
My patience to his fur>' ; and am ann'd
To suffer, with a quietness of spirit,

The vt-rv lyranny and ratre ..f his.

Duke. Go one, and cal! ihc Jew into the court.

Salan. He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord,

Jtnter Shylock. [face.

—

Duke. Make room, and let him stand before our
Shylock, the world tliinks, and I think so too.

That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice
To the last hour of act ; and then, 'tis thoujjht,

Thou'It show thy mercy and remorse, more strange
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty;

And where thou now exact'st the penalty.
iWTiich is a pound of this poor merchant s flesh,)

Thou wilt not only loose the forfeiture.

IJut, touch'd with human gentleness and love,

i-"orgive a moiety of the principal

;

(ilancing an eye of pity on his losses,

That have of late so huddled on his back,
linow to press a royid merchant down,
.Vnd pluck conmiiseration of his state
i'^rom brassy bosoms and rough hearts of flint,

l-'rom stubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd

To offices of tender courtesy.
We all expect a gentle answer, Jew,
Shy. I have possess'd your grace of what I pur-

And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn [pose
;

To have the due and forfeit of my bond :

If you deny it. let the danger light

Upon your charter and your city's freedom.
You'll ask me, why I rather choose to have
A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive
Three thousand ducats : I'll not answer that

;

But say it is my humour: is it answer'd2
\Vh?t if my house be troubled wth a rat.

And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats
To have it baned ? What, are you answer'd yet ?

Some men there are, love not a gaping pig
;

Some, that are mad if they behold a cat
;'

And others, when the bagpipe sings i' the nose,
Cannot contain their urine: for affection,

Master of passion, sways it to the mood
Of what it likes or loathes. Now, for your answer

:

As there is no finn reason to be render'd.
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig;
Why he, a harmless necessary cat

;

Why he. a swollen bagi)ipe,—but of force
Must yield to such inevitable sliame
As to offend, himself being offended ;

So can I give no reason, nor I will not,
More than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing
] bear Antonio, tliat I follow thus
A losing suit against him. Arc you answer'd?
Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man,

To excuse the current of thy cruelty.

Shy. J am not bound to please thee with my answer.
Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not love t

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill ?

Bass. Every offence is not a fiate at first.

Shy. Wliat, wouldst thou have a serpent sting thee
twice ?

uint. I pray yon, think you question with the Jew :

You may as well go stand upon the beach.
And bid the main flood bate his usual heii^ht

;

You may as well use question with the wolf.

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb

;

You may as well forbid the mountain pines
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise.
When they arc fretted with the gusts of heaven

;

You may as well do any thing most hard.
As seek to soften that (than which what 's hiirder?)
His Jewish heart :—therefore, I do beseech you,
M.'ike no more offers, use no farther means.
But, with all brief and plain convenicncy,
I-et me have judgment, and the Jew his will.

B'zss. I-or thy inrec thousand ducats here is six.

Shy. if every <lucat in six thousand ducats
Were in six p;irts. and tiwury part a duc.it,
I would not draw them.— I would have my bond.
Duke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, renderin.,'

none?
5/iv. What judgintnt shall I dread, doing no wrong?

Ymi have among you many a purch;is*(t slave.
Wliitlj, like your asses and your tlc*gs au'l mules,

^'ou use in al>tect anrl in slavish parts,
liecause you bought tliem :—shall 1 say to you,
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs?
Why sweat they under burdens? let their beds
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates
Be season'd with such viands? \o\\ will answer.
The slaves iin- "nrs :—so do I ansivcr you :

The pound ^ f rte'.h which 1 demand of him.
Is dearly bouijlit, 'tis mine, and I will have it.

If you denj' uie, lie ujion your law I

There is no force in the decrees of \'enice,

I stand for judgment : answer,—shall I have it ?

Duke. Upon my power I may dismiss llils court.
Unless Bellario, a learnt^d doctor.
Whom I have sent for to determine this.

Come here to-day.
Salar. My lord, here stays without

A messenger with letters from the doctor.
New come from Padua.
Duke. Bring us the letters ; call the messenger.
Bass. Good cheer, Antonio 1 What, man, "courao'C

yet I

The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all,

lire thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood.
Ant. I am a tiiinted wether of the tlock.

Meetest for death : the weakest kind of fruit

Drops earliest to the ground : and so let me ;

You cannot better lie eiiijiloy'd. Bassanio,
Than to live still, and write mine epitaph.

Enter Nerissa, dressed like a lawyers clerk.

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ?

Ner. Fromboth, my lord. Belkirio greets your grace.
\^Presents a letter.

Bass. Why dost thou whet thy kmfe so earnesdy ?

Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt there
Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh Jew.

Thou mak'st thy knife keen ; but no metal can.
No, not the hangman's axe. bear half the keenness
Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee?
Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enoue;^h to make.
Gra. O, be thou danm'd, inexorable dog I

And for thy life let justice be accus'd.
Thou almost mak'st me waver in my faith,

To hold opinion with Pythagoras,
That souls of animals infuse themselves
Into the trunks of men : thy ciurrish spirit

( ;overn*d a wolf, who, hang'd for human slaughter,
liven from the gallows did his fell soul fleet.

And, whilst tliou lay'st in thy unhallow'd dam,
Infus'd itself in thee ; for thy desires
Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous.
Shy. Till thou canst rail the seal from off my bond.

Thou but offend'st thy lungs to speak so loud :

Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall

To cureless ruin.—I stand here for law.
Duke. This letter from Bellario tloth conimen<.l

A young and learnfed doctor to our court-
Where is he?
Ner. He attendeth here hard by,

To know your answer, whetlicr you'll admit him.
Duke. With all my heart,—Some three or four of

Go give him courteous conduct to this place. [yon.
Meantime, the court shall hear Bellario's letter.

[Ckrk reads. ]
*' Your gryace shall understa^id, that

at tlte receipt ofyour letter I atn very sick : but iti the
instant that yoxtr ^nesse7i^er camc^ in loving I'isita

-

tion Tvas with 7>ie a younj^ doctor of Rome : hix
name is Balthazar. I acqjtainted him ivith the
cause in controversy betiueen the yew atid Antonio
the merchant : lue turned o'er tnany books together

:

lie is furnished with tny opinion ; which, bettered
with his own Iear7ti7tf^, (the greatness 7uhereofI can-
not enough commend,) comes luiih him, at my im-
portunity^ tofill up yourgrace's request in my stead.
I beseech you, let hts lack of years be no irnpedifnent
to let him Icuk a rez-ercnd estimation : for I ne7fer
kneiv so young a body with so old a head. I leave
him to your gracious acceptance, whose trial sluxll
betterpublish his commendation."
Duke, You hear the Jcarn'd Bellario, what he writes

:

And here, I take it. is the doctor come.
'inter Portia, dressed like a doctor oflaws.

Give me your hand. Came you from old BcUario ?

J*or. I did, my lord.

Duke. You are welcome: take yotir places
Are you acquainted with the difference
That holds this present question in the court ?
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Por. I am infofmed thoroughly of the cause.

—

Which is tile merchant here, and which the Jew?
Duke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth
Por. Is your name Shylock !

Shy. Shylock is my name.
Por. Of a stranire nature is tlie suit you follow;

Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law
Cannot impugn you as you do proceed.

—

[ To Antonio.") You stand within his danger, do you
Ant. Ay, so he says.

"

[not '/

Por. Do you confess the bond ?

A tit. I do.
Por, Then must the Jew be merciful.
Shy. On what compulsion must 1 1 teU me that.
Por. The quality of mercy is not strain'd.

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless'd.
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes :

'Tis mightiest in the mightiest : it becomes
The throned monarch Ibetter than his crown ;

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power.
The attribute to awe and majesty.
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings,
But mercy is above this sceptred sway.
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings

:

It is an attribute to God himself;
And earthly power doth then show likest God's,
Wlien mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew,
Though justice be thy plea, consider this,

—

That, in the course of justice, none of us
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ;

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much.
To mitigate the justice of thy plea ;

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice
Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant there.
Shy. My deeds upon my head I I crave the law,

The penalty and forfeit of my bond.
Por. Is he not able to discharge the money ?

Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court

;

Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice

I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er.

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart

:

If this will not suffice, it must appear
That malice bears down truth. And, I beseech you.
Wrest once the law to your authority :

To do a great right, do a little wrong ;

And curb this cruel devil of his will.

Por. It must not be ; there is no power in Venice
Can alter a decree established :

'Twill be recorded for a precedent

;

And many an error, by the same example.
Will rush into the state : it cannot be.
Shy. A Daniel come to judgment ! yea, a Daniel 1

O wise young judge, how 1 do honour thee I

Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond.
Shy. Here 'tis, most reverend doctor, here it is.

Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy money offer'd thee.
Shy. An oath., an oath, I have an oath in heaven

:

Shall I lay perjury upon my soul?
No, not for Venice.
Por. Why, this bond is forfeit

;

And lawfully by this the Jew may claim
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off
Nearest the merchant's heart.—Be merciful

:

Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond.
Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour.

It doth appear you are a worthy judge

;

You know the law, your exposition
Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law,
Wiiereof you are a well-deserving pillar.

Proceed to judgment : by my soul I swear
There is no power in tlie tongue of man
To alter me : I stay here on my bond.
Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court

To give the judgment.
Por. Why then, thus it is :

You must prepare your bosom for his knife.

Shy. O noble judge I O excellent young man I

Por. For, the intent and purpose of the law
nath full relation to the penalty.
Which here appeareth due upon the bond.
Shy. 'Tis very true : O wise and upright judge I

How much more elder art thou than thy looks 1

Por. Therefore, lay bare your bosom.
Shy. Ay, his btcast

;

So says the bond :—doth it not, noble judge ?—

•

Nearest his heart : those are the very words.
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Por. It is so. Are there balance here to weigh
The flesh !

Shy. I have them ready. [charge,
Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your

To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death.
SJiy. Is it so nominated in the bond?
Por. It is not so express'd ; but what of that?

'Twere good you do so much for charity.
Shy. I cannot find it ; 'tis not in the bond.
Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to say?
A7it. But little : I am arm'd and well prepar'd.

—

Give me your hand, Bassanio : fare you well 1

Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ;

For herein Fortune shows herself more kind
Than is her custom : it is still her use
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth.
To view with hoUow eye and wrinkled brow
.\n age of poverty ; from whidi lingering penance
Of such a misery doth she cut me off.

Commend me to your honourable wife

:

Tell her the process of Antonio's end

;

Say how I lov'd you, speak me fair in death ;

And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge.
Whether Bassanio had not once a love.
Repent not you that you shall lose your friend,

And he repents not that he pays your debt

;

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough,
111 pay it instantly with all my heart.
Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife

Which is as dear to me as life itself;

But Ufe itself, my wife, and all the world,
Are not with me esteem'd above thy life :

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all

Here to this devil, to dehver you.
Por. Your wife would give you little tlianks for that.

If she were by, to hear you make the offer.

Gra, I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love :

I would she were in heaven, so she could
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew.
Ner. 'Tis well you offer it behind her back ;

The wish would make else an unquiet house.
Shy. [Aside?^ These be the Christian husbands I I

have a daughter

;

Would any of the stock of Barabbas
Had been her husband, rather than a Christian \

{A loud. \ We trifle time : I pray thee, pursue sentence.
Por. A pound of that same merchant's flesh is

The court awards it, and the law doth give it. [thine :

Shy. Most rightful judge 1 [breast:
Por. And you must cut this flesh from off his

The law allows it, and the court awards it.

Shy. Most learned judge I—A sentence I come,
prepare

!

Por. Tarry a little :—there is something else.

—

This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood ;

The words expressly are. a pound of flesh :

Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh

;

But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods
.\re, by the laws of Venice, confiscate
Unto the state of Venice. [judge I

Gra. O upright judge 1—Mark, Jew:—O learned
Shy. Is that the law ?

Por. Thyself shalt see the act

;

For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir'st.

Gra. O learned judge !—Mark, Jew :—a learned
judge.

Shy. I take this ofli'er, then :—pay tlie bond thrice.
And let the Christian go.
Bass. Here is the money.
Por. Soft;

The Jew shall have all justice ;—soft ; no haste :

—

He shall have nothing but the penalty.
Gra. O Jew ] an upright judge, a learned judge

!

Por. Therefore, prepare thee to cut oft' the flesh.

Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more,
But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak'st more.
Or less, than a just pound.—be it but so much
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance,
Or the division of the twentieth part
Of one poor scruple,—nay, if the scale do turn
But in the estimation of a hair,

—

Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate.

Gra. A second Daniel, 3 Daniel, Jew I

Now, infidel, I have tbee on the hip.

Por. Why doth the Jew pause ? take thy forftjjjure.

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go.
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Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is,

Por. He hath refus'd it in the open co«rt

:

lie shall have merely justice, and his bond.
Gra. A Daniel, still say I ; a second Daniel !

—

I thank thee, jew, for teachinsj me that word.
Shy. Shall 1 not have barely my principal?
Por. Thou Shalt have nothing but the lorfeiturc.

To be so taken at thy peril, Jew.
S/ty. Why, then the devil give him good of it

I'll stay no longer question.

Par. Tarry, Jew

:

The law hath yet another hold on you.
it is enacted in the laws of Venice,

—

If it be prov'd against an alien

That by direct or indirect attempts
He seek the life of any citizen.

The partj- 'gainst the which he doth contrive
Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half
Comes to the privy cot?*er of the state ;

And the offender's life hes in the mercy
Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice.
In which predicament, I say, thou stand 'st

;

For it appears, by manifest proceeding.
That indirectly, and directly too,

Thou hast contriv'd against the very life

Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr'd
The danger formerly by me rehears'd.
Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. [self

Gra. Beg that thou raay'st have leave to hang thy
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state.

Thou hast not left the value of a cord ;

Therefore, thou must be hang'd at the state's charge
Duke. That thou shalt see the difference of oui

spirit,

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it

:

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio s ;

The other half comes to the general state,
Which humbleness may drive into a fine.

Por. Ay, for the state,—not for Antonio.
Shy. Nay, take my life and all

;
pardon not that

:

You take my house, when you do take the prop
That doth sustain my house : you take my life.

When you do take the means whereby I live.

Por, What mercy can you render him, Antonio ?

Gra. A halter gratis ; nothing else, for God's sake.
Ant. So please my lord the duke, and all the court,

To quit the fine for one half of his goods ;

I am content, so he will let me have
The other half in use, to render it.

Upon his death, unto the gentleman
That lately stole his daughter

:

Two things provided more,— that, for this favour,
lie presently become a Christian

;

The other, tnat he do record a gift.

Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd.
Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter.
Ditke. He shall do this ; or else I do recant

The pardon that I Late pronounced here.
Por. Art thou contented, Jew! what dost thou say?
Shy. I am content.
Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift.

Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from hence

;

I am not well : send the deed after me,
And I will sign it.

Duke. Get thee gone, but do it.

Gra. In christening thou shalt have two godfathers

:

Had I been judge, thou shouldst have had ten more.
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font

(/?«•/ Shylock
Duke. Sir, I entreat you home with me to dinner.
Por. 1 humbly do desire your grace of pardon ;

I must away this night toward Padua,
And it is meet I presently set forth.

Duke. I am sorry that your leisure serves you not.
Antonio, gratify this gentleman ;

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him.
[/•xeunl Duke, M.ignificoes, a>id train

Bast. Most worthy gentleman, 1 and my friend
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted
f)l grievous penalties, in lieu whereof.
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew,
We freclv cope your courteous pains withal.
Ant. And stand indebted, over and above,

In love and service to you evcnnore.
Por. He is well paijl tliat is well satisfied ;

And I, delivering you, am satisfied.
And therein do account myself well paid

:

My minU was never yet uiore mercenary.

1 pray you, know me, when we meet again :

I wish you well, and so I take my leave.

Buss. Dear sir, of force I uuist attempt you farther :

Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute,

Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you.
Not to deny mc, and to pardon nic.

Por. Vou press me far, antl therefore I will yieltl.

Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your sake;
And, for your love, I'll take this ring from you :—
Do not draw back your hand ; I'll take no more

;

And you in love shall not deny me this.

Bass. This ring, good sir,—alas, it is a trifle

!

I will not shame myself to give you this.

Por. I will have nothing else but only this ;

And now methinks I have a mind to it.

Bass. There's more depends on this, than on the
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, [value.

And fijid it out by proclamation.
Only for this, I pray you pardon me.
Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers :

You taught me first to beg ; and now methinks
Vou teach me how a beggar should be answer'd.
Bass. Good sir, this rmg was given me by my wife

;

And, when she put it on, she made me vow
That I should never sell, nor give, nor lose it.

Por. That 'scuse serves many men to save their gifts.

.A.n if your wife be not a mad woman.
And know how well I have deserv'd this ring,

She would not hold out enemy for ever.

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you I

[Exeunt Portia and Nerissa.

Ant. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring :

Let his deservings, and my love withal,

Be valu'd 'gainst your wife's commandment.
Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him ;

Give him the ring : and bring him, if thou canst.

Unto Antonio's house : away ! make haste.
[Exit Gratiano.

Come, you and I will thither presently

;

And in the morning early will we both
Fly toward Belmont : come, Antonio. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Venice. A Street.

Enter Portia and Nerissa.

Por. Enquire the Jew's house out, give him this deed.
And let him sign it : we'll away to-night,

And be a day before our husbands home :

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo.
Enter Gratiano.

Gra. Fair sir, you are well o'erta'en

:

My lord Bassanio, upon more advice.
Hath sent you here this ring ; and doth entreat
Your company at dinner.
Por. That cannot be

:

His ring I do accept most thankfully

;

And so, I pray you, tell liim : furthermore,
I pray you, show my youth old Shylock's house
Gra. That will I do.
Ncr. Sir, I would speak with you.

—

[Aside to Voiia.] I'll see if I can get my husband's
Which I did make him swear to keep for ever, [ring,

Por. Thou may'st, I warrant. We shall have old
That they did give the rings away to men ; [swearing
But %ve 11 outface them, and outswear them too.

Away ! make haste : thou know'st where I will tarry.

Ner. Come, good sir, will you show nie to this

house K [Exeunt.

ACT V.
SCENE I.—Belmont. The Avenue to Portia's

House.

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica.

I.or. The moon shines bright :—in such a night aj

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, [this,

And they did make no noLse,—in such a night
Troilus methinks mounted the Troj.m walls.

And sigh'd his soul toward the Grecian tents.
Where Cressid lay that night.
^es. In such a night

IJul Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew.
And saw the lion's shadow ere himself.
And ran disniay'd away.

/.or. In such a night
Stood O'uio with a willow in her hand
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Upon the wild sea-banks, and waft her love
To come a^ain to Carthage.
^es. In such a nijjht

ivledea jjather'd the enchanted herbs
That did renew old ^son.
Lor. In such a night

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew,
And with an unthrifl love did run from Venice,
As far as Belmont.
^fs. In sucli a night

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov'd her well,
Stealing her soul witli many vows of faith.

And ne'er a true one.
Lor. In such a night

Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew.
Slander her love, and he forgave it her.

3^es. I would out-night you, did nobody come ;

But, hark, I hear the footmg of a man.
Eftfer Stephano.

I^or. Who comes so fast in silence of the night ?

^tep/i. A friend. Lyou, friend.
/,«)-. A friend 1 what friend? your name, I pray
Steph. Stephano is my name ; and I bring word.

My mistress will before the break of day
He here at Belmont ; she doth stray about
By holy crosses, where she Juieels and prays
For happy wedlock hours.

I.or. Who comes with her ?

Steph. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid.
I pray you, is my master yet return'd ?

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from him.

—

But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica^
.-Vnd ceremoniously let us prepare
Some welcome for the mistress of tlie house.

Enter Launcelot.
Laun. Sola, sola I wo ha, ho 1 sola, sola t

Lor. Who calls?
Laim. Sola ! did you see master Lorenzo and mis-

tress Lorenzo ? sola, sola I

Lor. Leave hollaing, man :—here.
Lauii. Sola ! where ! where 2

Lor. Here.
Lau?i. Tell him there 's a post come from my

master, with his horn full of good news : my master
will be here ere morning. [/:>//.

Lor. Sweet soul, let 's in, and there e.xpeci their
coming.

And yet no matter :—why should we go in?

—

My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you.
Within the house, your mistress is at hand

;

And bring your music forth into the air.

—

[Exit Stephano.
How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank

!

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of uuisic

Creep in our ears : soft stillness, and the night.
Become the touches of sweet harmony.
Sit, Jessica : look, how the floor of heaven
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold :

There's not the smallest orb whicli thou beliold'st.

But in his motion like an angel sings,

Still quiring to the young-ey d cheruhims :

Such harmony is in immortal souls ;

But whilst this muddy vesture of decay
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

Enter Musicians.
Come, ho ! and wake Diana with a hymn :

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress" ear.

And draw her home with music. [Musie.
yes. I am never merry when I hear sweet nmsic.
Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive :

For do but note a wild and wanton herd.
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts,

Fetcliing mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud,
Which isthe hot condition of their blood ;

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound.
Or any air of music touch their ears.

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand.
Their savage eyes turn'd to a modest gaze.
By the sweet power of music ; therefore the poet
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and

floods

;

Since nought so stockish. hard, antl full of r.igi

But music for the time doth change his nature.
The man tliat hath no music in himself.

Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds,
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils

;

The motions of his spirit are dull as night.

Act. c

And his alTcctious dark a.s Erebus:
Let no such man be trusted.—Mark the nmsic.

Enter Portia and Nerissa, at a distanee.
Por. That light we see is burning in my hall.

How far that little candle throws his beams I

So shines a good deed in a naughty world.
Ner. When the moon shone, we did not see the

candle.
Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less :

.\ substitute shines brightly as a king,
Until a king be by ; and then his state
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook
Into the main of waters.—Music 1 hark I

Ncr. It is your music, madam, of the house.
Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respect

:

Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by day.
Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, mad.mi.
Por. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark.

When neither is attended"; and I think
The nightingale, if she should sing by day.
When every goose is cackling, would be thought
No better a musician than the wren.
How many things by season season'd are
To their right praise and true perfection !

—

Peace, ho i the moon sleeps with Endymion,
.\iul would not be awak'd I [Mnsie ceases.

Lor. That is the voice.
Or I am much deceiv'd, of Portia.

Por. He knows me, as the blind man knows the
By the bad voice. [cuckoo.
Lor. Dear lady, welcome home.
Por. We have been praying for our husbands*

welfare,
Which speed, we hope, the better for our words.
Are they return'd ?

Lor. Madam, they are not yet

;

But there is come a messenger before.
To signify their coming.
Por. Go in, Nerissa

;

Give order to my ser^'ants that they take
No note at all of our being absent hence ;

Nor you, Lorenzo;—Jessica, nor you.
\A tucket soit7ids.

Lor. Your husband is at hand ; I hear his truiu-

We are no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not. [pet

:

Por. This night methinks is but the daylight
It looks a little paler : 'tis a day, [sick ;

Such as the day is when the sun is hid.

Enter Bassanio, Antonio, Gratiano, etjtd their
/ollo7uers.

Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes,
1 f you would walk in absence of the sun.

Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light

;

For a light wife doth make a he.avy husband,
.-\nd never be Bassanio so for me :

But God sort all 1—^You are welcome home, my lord.

Bass. I thank you, madam: give welcome to my
This is the man, this is Antonio, [friend ;

To whom I am so infinitely bound.
Por. You should in all sense be much bound to

For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. [liiih.

Ajit. No more than I am well acquitted of.

Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our hou.sc :

It must appear in other ways than words.
Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy.
Gra. \To Nerissa.] By yonder moon I swear you

do me %vrong

;

In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk :

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part.
Since you do take it, love, so much at heart.
Por. A quarrel, ho, already 1 what's the matter ?

Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring
That she did give me ; whose poesy was
For .all the world like cutlers' poetry
l^pon a knife, *' Lffve tne, and leave ine not.^

.\'er. What talk you of the poesy, or the v.alue ?

^'on swore to me, when I did give it you.
That you would wear it till your hour of death :

.\nd that it should lie witli you in yohr grave

:

riiough not for me, yet for your vehenient oaths,
\\m sliould have been respective, and have kept it.

Gave it a judges' clerk ! no, God's my judge.
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on 's face that had it.

Gra. He will, an if he live to be a man.
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man.
Gra. Now, by thisliand, I gave it to a youth,

—

A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy.
No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk .
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A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee

:

\ could liot for my heart deny it him.

Por. You wt;re to blame,—1 nmst be plain with you,

—

To ixirt so slightly with your ^vife's first 1,'ift

;

A thing stuck on with oatlis upon your hnger,
And so riveted with faith unto your flesh.

I gave my love a ring, and made him swear
Never to part with it ; and here he stands.

—

I tlare be sworn for him, he would not leave it.

Nor pluck it from his fiiiger for tlie wealth
Tliat the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano,
"i'ou give j'our wife too unkind a cause of grief

:

An 'twere to me, I should be mad at it.

Bitss. [Asiiif.] Why, I were best to cut my left

And swear I lost the ring defending it. [hand off,

Gra, Aly lord Bassanio gave his ring away
Unto the judge that begg'd it, and indeed
Deserv'd it too ; and then the boy, his clerk.

That took some pains in writing, he begg'd miiic

:

And neither man nor master would take aught
But the two rings.

Par. What ring g.ave you, my lord J

Not that, I hope, that you receiv'd of me.
Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault,

T would deny it ; but you see, my finger
Hath not the ring upon it,—it is gone.
For. Even so void is your false heart of truth.

By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed
Until I see the ring.
Ner. Nor I in yours.

Till I agfun see mine.
Bass. Sweet Portia,

If you did know to whom I gave the ring,
If you did know for whom I gave the ring.
And would conceive for what I gave the ring.

And how unwillingly I left the ring.
When nought would be accepted but the ring,
ITou would abate the strength of yourdi>ipleasure.
Por. If you had known tne virtue of the ring.

Or half her worthiness that gave the ring.

Or your own honour to contain the ring.

You would not th^n have parted with tile ring.

"What man is there so much unreasonable.
If you had pleas'd to have defended it

With any tenns of zeal, wanted the modesty
To urge the thing held as a ceremony?
Nerissa teaches me what to believe

:

I'll die for 't, but some woman liad the ring.
Bass. No, by mine honour, raadam, by my soul.

No woman liad it, but a civil doctor.
Which did refuse three tiiousand ducats of me,
And begg'd the ring ; the which I did deny him,
And suner'd him to go displeas'd away ;

Even he that had held up the very life

Ofmy dear friend. What should I say, sweet lady?
I was enforc'd to send it after him :

I was beset with shame and courtesy ;

My honour would not let ingratitude
So much besmear it. Pardon me, good lady

;

For, by these blesstd candles of the night.
Had you been there, I think you would have begg'd
The ring of ine to give the worthy doctor.
Por. Let not that doctor e'er come near my house :

Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd.

And that which you did swear to keep for me,
I will become as liberal .is you

;

m not deny him anjthing I have.
No, not my body, nur my husb.and's bed :

Know him I shall, I ;im well sure of it

:

Eie not a night from liomc ; watch me like Argus

:

If you do not, if I be left alone,
Now by mine honour, which is yet mine own,
I'll Iiave that doctor for my bedfellow.
AVr. And 1 his clerk : tnereforc be well advis'd

How you do leave me to mine own protection.
Gra. Well, do you so : let me not take hiu), Uicn;

For if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pcii.

Am. I am th' unhappy subject of tliese quarrels.
Por. Sir, grieve not you ; you arc welcome notwit'u

standing.
Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong

;

And, in the hearing of these many friends,
I swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes,
^\|lerein 1 see myself,

—

Por. Mark you but that I

In both my eyes he doubly sees himself;
In each eye, one :—swear by your double self.

And there's an oath of credit.
Bass. Nay, but hear me

:

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear,
1 never more will break an oath with thee.

.Inl. I once did lend my body for his wealth ;

Which, but for him that had your husband's ring.
Had quite miscarried : I dare be bound again.
My soul upon the forfeit, tliat your lord
Will never more break faith advisedly.
Por. Then you shall be his surety. Give him this ;

And bid him keep it better than the other.
Ant. Here, lord Bassanio ; swear to keep this ring.
Bass. By heaven ! it is the same I .gave the doctoi" I

Por. I had it of him : pardon me, Bassanio
;

For, by this ring, the doctor lay with me.
AVf-. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiano ;

For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk.
In lieu of this last niglit did lie with me.
Cra. Wliy, this is like the mending of highways

In summer, when the ways are fair enough :

What, are we cuckolds ere we have deserv'd it ?

Por. Speak not so grossly.—You are all amaz'd :

Herei s a letter, read it at your leisure
;

It comes from Padua, from Bellario :

There you shall find that Portia was the doctor

;

Nerissa, there, her clerk : Lorenzo, here,
.Shall witness I set forth as soon as you.
And even but now retum'd ; I have not yet
Enter'd my house.—Antonio, you are welcome

;

And I have better news in store for you
Than you expect : unseal this letter soon ;

There you shall find, three of your argosies
Are richly come to harbour suddenly

:

You shall not know by what strange accident
I chancid on tiiis letter.

Ant. I am dumb.
Bass. Were you the doctor, and I knew you nofj
Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me cuckold 1

A'er. Ay, but the clerk that never means to do it.

Unless he live until he be a man.
Bass Sweet doctor, you shall be my bedfellow

:

When I am absent, then, lie with my wife.
Ant. Sweet lady, you have given me life and living;

For here I read for certain tliat my ships
Are safely come to road.
Por. How now, Lorenzo I

My clerk hath some good comforts, too, for you.
A'er. Ay, and I'll give them him without a fee-

There do I give to you and Jessica,
From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift.

After his death, of all he dies possess'd of.

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop inanna in the way
Of starved people.
Por. It is almost morning,

And yet I am sure you are not satisfied
Of these events at full. Let us go in ;

And cliarge us there upon inter gatories.
And we will answer all things faithfully.

Gra. Let it be so : the first inter'gatory
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is.

Whether till the next night she had rather stay.
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day :

lint were the day come, I should wish it dark.
That I were couching with the doctor's clerk.
Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing
So sore, us keeping safe Nerissu's ring. [lixuiit.
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ACT I.

SCENE \.—An Orchard near Oliver's House.

Enter Orlando and Adam.
Orl, As I remember, Adam, it was upon this

fashion bequeathed me : by will ; but poor a thousand
crowns, and, as thou say'st, charged my brother, on
his blessing, to breed me well : and there begins my
fcadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, and
report speaks goldenly of his profit : for my part, he
keeps me rustically at home, or, to speak more pro-

perly, stays me here at home unkept ; for call you
that keeping for a gentleman of mj; birth, that differs

not from the stalling of an ox? His horses are bred
better ; for, besides that they are fair with their feed-

ing, they are taught their manage, and to that end
iders dearly hired: but I, his brother, gain nothing
Jinder him but growth ; for the which his animals on
his duhghills are as much bound to him as I. Besides
this nothing that he so plentifully gives me, the some-
thing that nature gave me, his countenance seems to

take from me : he lets me feed with his hinds, bars me
the place of a brother, and, as much as in him lies,

mines my gentility with my education. This is it,

A dam, that grieves me ; and the spirit of my father,

which I think is within me, begins to mutiny against
this servitude : I will no longer endure it, though yet I

know no wise remedy how to avoid it.

Adam. Yonder comes my master, your brother.

Orl. Go apart, Adain, and thou shalt hear how he
will shake me up.

Enter Oliver.

Oli. Now, sir ! what make you here?
Orl. Nothing : I am not taught to make anj'thing.

Oli. What mar you then, sir V

Orl. Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that which
(>od made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, with
idleness. [awhile.

Oli. Marry, sir, be better employed, and be nought
Orl. Shall I keep your hogs, and eat husks with

them? What prodigal portion have I spent, that I

^lould come to such penury?
Oli. Know you where you are, sir ?

Orl. O. sir, very well : here in your orchard.
Oli. Know you before whom, sir?

Orl. Ay, better than he I am before knows mc. I

know you are my eldest brother ; and, in the gentle con-
dition of blood, you should so know me. The courtesy
of nations allows you my better, m that you are tne
first-born ; but the same tradition takes not away my
Mood, were there twenty broth.ers betwixt us : I have
as nuich of my father in me, as you ; albeit, I confess,
your coming before me is nearer to his reverence.

Oli. What, boy ! fin this.

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you are too young
Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me, villain ?

Orl. I am no villain: I am the youngest son of Sir

Rowland de Bois : he was my father ; and he is thrice
a villain that says such a father begot villams. Wert
thou not my brother, I would not take this hand from

thy throat, till this other had pulled out thy tongue f or
saying so : thou hast railed on thyself
Ada}n. Sweet masters, be patient : for your father's

remembrance, be at accord.
Oli. Let me go, I say.
Orl. I will not, till 1 please : you shall hear me. My

father charged you in his will to give me good educa-
tion : you have trained me like a peasant, obscuring
and hiding from me all gentleman-like qualities. The
spirit of my father grows strong in me, and I will no
longer endure it : therefore allow me such exercise as
may become a gentleman, or give me the poor allot-

tery my father left me by testament ; with that I will

go buy my fortunes.

Oli And what wilt thou do? beg, when that is

spent ? Well, sir, get you in : I will iiot long be trou-

bled with you ; you shall have some part of your will

:

I pray you, leave me.
Orl. I will no farther offend you than becomes me

for my good.
Oli. Ciet you with him, you old dog.
Adam. Is old dog my reward? Most true, I have

lost my teeth in your service.—God be with my old
master 1 he would not have spoke such a word.

[^E.vennt Orlando and Adam,
Oli. Is it even so? begm you to grow upon me? I

will physic your rankness, and yet give no thousand
crowns neither.—Hola, Dennis!

Enter Dennis.
/?<«. Calls your worship ? [speak with me ?

Oli. Was not Charles the duke's UTestler here t<7

De?t. So please you, he is here at the door, and irt.

portunes access to you.
Oli. Call him in. \E.xit Dennis.]-—'Twill be a good

way ; and to-morrow the wresriing is.

Enter Charles.
CJta. Good-morrow to your worship.
Oli. Good monsieur Cnarles, what 's the new news

at the new court ?

Clia. There's no news at the court, sir. but the old
news : that is, the old duke is banished by his younger
brother the new duke ; and three or four loving lords
have put themselves into voluntary exile with him,
whose lands and revenues enrich the new duke ; there-
fore he gives them good leave to wander.

Oli. Can you tell if Rosalind, the duke's daughter,
be banished with her father?
Out. O, no : for the duke's daughter, her cousin, so

loves her,—being ever from their crailles bred toge-
ther,—that she would have followed her exile, or have
died to stay behind her. She is at the court, and no
less beloved of her uncle than his own daughter ; and
never two ladies loved as they do.

Oli. Where will the old duke live?
Cha. They say, he is already in the forest of Arden,

and a many merry men with him ; and there they live
like the old Robin Hood of England : they say, many
young gentlemen Hock to him every day, and fleet the
time carelessly, as they did in the golden world.

Oli. What, you wrestle to-morrow before the new
duke?
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C/ta. Marrj', do I, sir ; and I rame to acquaint y
with a matter. I an» given, sir. secretly to understaml
tliat your younger brother. Orlando, liath a dispi

tion to come in disguibcd afjainst ine to try a /

To-mo»row. sir. I wrestle for my credit ; and he tliat

escapes nie without some broken limb shall acquit

him well. Your brother is but young and tender

;

and, for your love, 1 would be loth to foil him, as I

must, for my own lionour, if he come in : therefore,

out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint you
withal ; that either you might stay him from his intend-

ment, or brook such dis.^ace well as he shall run into
;

in that it is a thing of lus own search, and altogether
against my will.

Oil. Charles. I thank thee for thy love to me, which,
thou Shalt find, I will most kindly requite. I had
myself notice of my brother's purpose herein, and
liave by underhand means laboured to dissuade him
from it ; but he is resolute. I'll tell thee, Charles ; it is

the stubbomest young fellow of France ; full of ambi-
tion, an envious emulator of every man's good parts,

a secret and villainous contriver against me his natural
brother : therefore use thy discretion : I had as lief

thou didst break his neck as his finger : and thou wert
best look to *t ; for if thou dost him any slight disgrace,
or if he do not mightily grace himself on thee, he will

practise against thee by poison, entrap thee by some
treacherous device, and never leave thee till he hath
ta'en thy life by some indirect means or other; for, I

assure thee,—and almost with tears I speak it,—there
is not one so young and so villainous tnis day living.

I speak but brotherly of him ; but should I anatomize
him to thee as he is, I must blush and weep, and thou
must look pale and wonder.

C/ta, I am heartily glad I came hither to you ; if

he come to-morrow, I'll give him his payment : if ever
he go alone again, I'll never wrestle for prize more

:

anrtso, God keep your worship I

('/;'. Fareivell, good Charles.—[£'.v,i! Charles.] Now
will I stir this gamester : I hope I shall see an end of
him ; for my soul, yet I know not why, hates nothing
more than he: yet he's gentle; never schooled, and
yet learned ; full of noble device ; of all sorts enchant-
ingly beloved ; and, indeed, so much in the heart of
the world, and especially of my own people, who best
know him, that I am altogether misprised : but it shall

not be so long ; this wrestler shall clear all : nothing
remains but that I kindle the boy thither ; which now
I'll go about, [Exil.

SCENE II.—A La-wn before the Dtike's Palace.

Enter Rosalind and Celia

Cel. I pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be merry,
Ros. Dear-Celia, I show more mirth than I am mis-

tress of ; and would you yet 1 were merrier? Unless
you could teach me to forget .-i banished father, you
must not learn me how to remember any extraordinary
pleasure.

Cel. Herein, I see, thou lovest me not with the full

weight that 1 love thee. If my uncle, thy banished
father, had banished thy uncle, the duke my father,
so thou hadst been still with me, I could have taught
my love to take thy father for mine : so wouldst tliou.

if the truth of thy love to me were so righteously
tempered as mine is to thee.

Ros. Well, I will forget the condition ef my estate,
to rejoice in yours.

Ctl. You know my father hath no child but I, nor
none is like to have : and, truly, when he dies, thou
shalt be his heir; for what he hath taken away from
thy father perforce, I will render thee again in affec-
tion ; by mine honour, I will ; and when I break that
oath, let me turn monster : therefore, my sweet Rose,
my (iear Rose, be merry.
Ros. From henceforth I will, coz, and devise sports.

Let me sec ; what think you of falling in love?
Cel. Marry, I pr'ythcc, do, to make sport withal : but

love no man in good earnest ; nor no farther in sport
neither, than with 5.afety of a pure blush thou mayst
in honour come off again.
Ros. What shall be our sport, then ?

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife I'nr-

time from her wheel, that her gifts may henceforth be
bestowed etiually.
Ros. I would we could do so ; for her benefits are

mightily misplaced ; and tlie bountiful blind woman
dutli most mistake in her t^ifts to women.

' Cel. 'Tis true ; for those that she makes fair, she
scarce makes honest ; and those that she makes honest,
she makes very ill-favouretlly.

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from Fortune's, office tn

Nature's : Fortune reigns in gifts of the world, not \\\

the lineaments of Nature.
Cel. No : when Nature hath made a fair creature,

may she not by Fortune f.Ul into the fiXf^'i—\E>Ui-r
Touchstone.] Though Nature hath given us wit to
flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune sent in this fool to
cut off the argument?

Ros. Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for Nature,
when Fortune makes Nature's natural the cutter off of
Nature's wit.

Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortune's work neither,
but Nature's ; who, perceiving our natural wits too
dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent this natural
for our whetstone : for alwaj's the dulness of the fool is

the whetstone of the wits.—How now, wit ! whither
wander you?

Touch. Mistress, you must come away to your father.
Cel. Were you made the messenger ?

Touch. No, by mine lionour; but I was bid to
come for you.
Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool ?

Touch. Of a certain knight, that swore by his
honour they were good pancakes, and swore by his
honour the mustiard was naught : now, I'll stand to it,

the pancakes were naught, and the mustard was
good ; and yet was not the knight forsworn.

Cel. How prove you that, in the great heap of your
knowledge ?

Ros. Ay, marry, now unmuzzle your wisdom.
Touch. Stand you both forth now : stroke your

chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knave.
Cel. By our beards, if we had them, thou art.

Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were

;

but if you swear by that that is not, you are not for-

sworn : no more was this knight, swearing by his
honour, for he never had any ; or if he had, he had
sworn it away before ever he saw those pancakes or
that nmstard.

Cel. Pr'ythce, who is't that thou meanest ?

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, loves.
Cel. My father's love is enough to honour him

enough : speak no more of him ; you'll be whipped for
taxation one of these days.

Touch. The more pity, that fools may not speak
wisely, what wise men do foolishly.

Cel. By my troth, thou sayest true ; for since the
little wit that fools have was silenced, the little foolery
that wise men have makes agreatshow.—Here comes
Monsieur Le Beau.

Enter Le Beau.
Ros. With his mouth full of news.
Cel. Which he will put on us, as pigeons feed their
Ros. Then we shall be news-cramm d. (young.
Cel. All the better; we shall be more marketable-

Bun jour. Monsieur Le Beau : what's the news I

Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good
Cel. Sport! Of what colour? fsport.
Le Beau. What colour, madam? How shall I

answer you?
Ros. As wit and fortune will.

To uch. Or as the destinies decree.
Cel. Well said : that was laid on with a trowel.
Touch. Nay, if I keep not my rank,—
Ros. Thou losest thy old smell.
Le Beau. You amaze me, ladies: I would have told

you of good wrestling, which you have lost the sight of.
Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wrestling.
Le Beau. I will tell you the beginning; and, if it

please your ladyships, you may see the end ; for the
liest is yet to do ; and licre, wliere you are, they are
coming to perform it.

CW.' Well,—the beginning, th.at is dead .and buried.
Le Beau. There comes an old man and his three

sons,

—

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old tale.
Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excellent

;rowth and presence ;

—

Ros. With bills on their necks,—" Be it knovjii
into all tnen Ifv these presents."U Beau. The eldest of the throe wrestled with
Charles, the duke's wrestler ; which Charles in .-i

noinent llirew him, and broke tlirie of his ribs, that
there is little hope of life in liini : so he served tin-
second, and so the third. 'Vonder they lie ; the poor
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UBeau. Why, this that I speak of Ti'fi'"''^'^ ^ 1*'''"'4,";°" '^^dst been son to =omc man
^
7««cA. Thus men may grow wiser everv dav - it i. R,^ i hh1;'=??^'"

'^ ',?5' ^^*<^'- honourable,
the first time that ever I Icard brcakil, J of rHi^ w-, f tk ''i'' ^^^ '!"" ='i"

'"'"<^ <^''e'">' =

Se':!:i:;^.!i^^Si?e'^^^«-!;^--^^^
«i,r 1 V •

"'"»'• " you stay nere: lor here sthe place 'appomted for the wrestling, and they areready to perform it. ^
laud .^p/ir

f!I- w"'^"J-'
="•=• *'^'=y ^'« "™=ng = letis nmv stay^/«;«-«/:. £«*^DukeFrederick,lords, Orlando.^

r, , - ^ Charles, and Attendants.

treatXf "hie
'"^''"; ='"« the youth wiU not be en-treated, his own peril on his forwardness.

Aoj. Is yonder the man ?

nuh "Vf^u'^ ''* *°° >'S""S !
yet he looks successfuUy.

rrpnufi.h
."'^ ""u-

f'auKhter. and cousin? are youcrept hither to see the wrestlinf-""Xf '"-' ^^ »cc tiie wrestungf?

^fi//'-?i^.'i^f:,=,lPfe^^7?." .give us Ie_ave.n,.i.Jj}'v' f?, ' ," H'easc you give us leave.

,.n„ 1 •
^°" T' '""''^ ""'•= '!«'?•« in it. I can tellyou there is such odds in the min : in pity^ the

u^n nn",^^;'
^'""''-

}
^^°"''' f^'" dissuade hin^.bit e

canmove'him''"''"-
^Poak to him, ladies

;
see if you

Duk^f. Do'so :'^{i'nTbe'br"""
'''^""•

canl-ofyo":
'^°"='^"'' *« challengif!'the*'prfn?e"sS

Orl. I attend them with all respect and duty.

wresder?°""-^
"'''"' ^^^ ^°'' <='>al>enged Charles the

I?ome'^b;,^';''''""^^.l"''^>'^^S^"«'"^«:haIlenger:

stren^hofmryo^u'th.'"'" ^'' '° "^ """ ''™"^'^

voufvJ-fJi"'^-^''"',''^'"'"''
your spirits are too bold for

str^n<Xt . % ^°" '""''^ ^^<=" <^""=' P™°f of this mansstrength: if you saw yourself with your eyes, or knew
n?r"/wo„H"'

yo"--, judgment, the Lr o7>^ur adven-

W^%,.^= ^
""f

"'''' y°" 'o a more equal enterprise,

slfetv n^n^°"-
'^°'' y""-- O'™ sake, to enitrace your own

»^' ?^ '^'^'^ o^''^'' "ns attempt.

fo;^''h» '
y?"'j^ ^'''

'
your reputation shall not tliere-

th It ^•^."^''Pf.f-^^ •
'':\''"' "'^'^^ '' o'"- snit to the duke

n .'
r
"'^sthng might not go fonvard. '

ti,„,rX'i,.
'^^s^i^ch you, punish me not with your hardthoughts
; wherein I confess me much guilty todenvsc fair and excellent ladies any thing.*" But !e° yomlairejfes and gentle wishes go with me to mytria"-whBrem if I be foiled, tlier? is but one shamed Satw,as never gracious; if killed, but one dead that!'willing to be so : I shall do my friends no wong for Ihave none to lament me ; the world no injury, for in it

1 have nothing; only in the world I fill up a place

empty.'""^ ''^"" ^"PP"^'^ ^^e" • ''^ve madeU

widTyo^'^
'"'* '"^"^'' "'^' I ''••^^o, I would it were

Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. fvou I^<w. Fare you well : pray heaven, I be deceived in
C?/. Your heart's desires be with you !

Clta. Come, ^vhere is this young gallant that is sodesirous to lie with his mother earth
"

On. I am more proud to be Sir Rowland's son.His youngest son ;-and would not change that callinirTo be adopted heir to Frederick
>-<tmii^,

4 ff^i ^}'^ '''"''?5 '°^''* ^'^ Rowland as his soul,

H^ T l'¥ ''"?''''^ '''^ of my father's mind :

I u ^.Sltore known this young man his son.
i should have given him tears unto entreaties,tre he should thus have ventur'd.

T .... ' .t ... Gentle cousin.Let us go thank him and encourage him :My father's rough and envious disposition
iiticks me at heart.—Sir, you have well deserv'd •

It you do keep your promises in love
But justly, as you have exceeded all promise.Your mistress shaU be happy.

^''^-
,

Gentleman,

"ear this for me, one out of suits with fortune

l^^i^to.cTJ '""'''• '^"' "•^' ""
^tSfea'n^^-if

ffJ} r= T .
'^y-

,
^''"e you well, fair gentleman.

U, I Can I not say, I thank you ? My better partsAre all thrown down ; and that which here s^ds upIs but a quintain, a mere lifeless block.
'

fbrtun''"'^-
"^ ^^"'^

'
"^ P"'^^ ''''" '"'^'^ ™y

rU ask him what he would.—Did you call, sic !—
bir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown
More than your enemies.

o^'* r, ., Will you go, coz?
Kos. Have with you.—Fare you well.

nw wi,,* 1.
t-^"-^""" Rosalind fl«rf Celia.

url. What passion hangs these weights upon uiy

I cannot speak to her, yet she urg'd conference.U poor Orlando, thou art overtlir.j^vn '

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee

Orl. Ready, sir; but his wUl hath in it a „„, I

"=»th ta'en displeasure 'gainst his g
iiodest working. ' ^ ™°'^'' ^-rounded upon no other argumentmodest working.
Diiie F. Yoii shall trj' but one fall,

l,;™,^' •' "?''';^"',y°"''2''-ice. you shaU not entreat

fr^ a first.'"'"
''° mightily persuaded him

Orl. you mean to mock me after
; you should notluive mocked me before : but come your ways

Aos. Now Hercules be thy speed, young man I

,Y"-
i would I were invisible, to catch the stron<:'

fellow by the leg. [Charles a,^d Orlando wrlstl^.MS. O excellent young man I

Cel. If 1 liad a tliunderbolt in mine eye, I can tell 1wlio should down. (Charles ;w/<r/r^«. shout]
, J/ vl:

^o more, no more. [breathed.

/j^i./^ 'u
'^'^seech your grace : I am not yet weU

./'«*<•/=". How dost thou. Charles?
''

i.f Beau. He cannot speak, my lord.

Re-enter Le Beau.
Le Beau Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you

1 o leave this place. Albeit you have deserv'd
Migli commendation, true applause, and love
1 et such is now the duke's condition
Jnat he misconstrues all that you have done.
1 he duke is humorous : what he is indeed,
More suits you to conceive, than I to speak of.

wi- 1 yi^^ ''°"' ^'^= ''"''• P'^^y yo"' ten me this,-Which of the two was daughter of the duke,
1 hat here was at the wrestling » [ners •

Le .fisaK Neither his daughter if we judge by man-But yet, indeed, the smaller is his daughte?:
The other is daughter to the banish'd duke.And here detain'd by her usurping uncle.
To keep his daughter company ; whose loves
Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters.
But I can tell you, that of late this duke
Hath ta'en displeasure 'gainst his gentle niece.

But th.at the people praise her for her virtues,
.^nd pity her for her good father's sake

;

i,?,, ' °'!W ''''^' ''is malice 'gainst the lady
Will suddenly break forth.—Sir, fare you well
Hereafter, in a better world than this,
I shall desire more love and knowledge of you
Orl. I rest much bounden to you : fare you well.

T-i, ^ r r .
[Bxit Le Beau.

1 hus must I from the smoke into the smother
From tyrant duke unto a tyrant brother ;—
But heavenly Rosalind 1 [i;.\-it.

SCENE III.—^ Roofn in the Palace.

Ihiter Celia and Rosahnd.
Cel. Why. cousin: why, Rosalind :—Cupid have
crcy -Not a ivord ;



Seene 3.

Kos. Not one to throw at a do-;,

CeL No, thy words are too precious to be castaway
upon curs, throw some of them at me : come, lame
iiic with reasons.
Kos. Then there were two cousins laid up, when the

one should be lamed with reasons, and tlie other mad
^* ithout anjj.

Ccl. But is all this for your father?
Kos. No. some of it for my father's child O, how

full of briers is this working-day world I

CV/. They are but burrs, cousin, tlirown upon thee
in holiday foolery : if we walk not in the trodden
paths, our very petticoats will catch them.

Kos. I could snake them oft my coat : these burrs
are in my heart.

('fl. Hem them away.
Kos. I would try, if i could cry hem, and have him

.

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections.
Kos. O, they take the part ofa better wrestler than

myselfl
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Cct. Pronounce that sentence, then, on mc, my
I cannot live out of her company. [liege ;

Diiie F. You are a fool.—You, niece, provide
yourself:

If you out-stay the time, upon mine honour,
And in the greatness of my word, you die.

[Exeunt Duke I'rederick and Lords.
Cel. O my poor Rosalind ! whither wilt thou ijo t

Wilt tliou change fathers ? I will give thee miiie.
I charjje thee, be not thou more griev'd than I am.
Kos. I have more cause.
Cel. Thou hast not. cousin ;

Pr'ythee, be cheerful : know'st thou not, the duke
Hath banish'd me, his daughter?
Kos. That he hath not.
Cel. No? hath not? Rosalind lacks, then, the love

Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one.
Shall we be sunder'd ? shall we part, sweet girl ?

No : let my father seek another heir.
Therefore devise with me how we may fly.

Cel. O, a good wish upon you ! you will try in time, ! ^Vhither to go, and what to bear with us

:

in despite of a fall.—But, turning these jests out of
i

And do not seek to take your change upon you,
service, let us talk in good earnest : is it possible, on To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out

;

such a sudden, you should f;i!l into so strong a liking Hor, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale,

with old Sir Rowland's youngest son? Say what thou canst, I'll go along with thee.
Kos. The duke my father lov'd his father dearly. Kos. Why, whither shall we go t

Cel. Doth it therefore ensue that you should love his Cel. To seek my uncie
son dearly? By this kind of chase, I should hate him. In the forest of Arden.
for my father hated his father dearly ; yet I hate not Kos. Alas, what danger will it be to us,

Orlando. I
Maids as we are, to travel forth so far 1

Kos. No, 'faith, hate him not, for my sake. Beauty provoketh thieves sooner than gold.
Cel.^ AVhy should I not? doth he not deserve Cel. I'll put myself in poor and mean attire,

well ? {And with a kind of umber smirch my face

;

Kos. Let me love him for that : and do you love him ,
The like do you : so shall we pass along,

because I do.—Look, here comes the duke. And never stir assailants.

Were it not bette»*
Enter Duke Frederick, -with Lords.

Cel. With his eyes full of anger.
Diiie F. Mistress, despatch you wth yoiur safest

And get you from our court. [haste.

Kos. Me, uncle!
Duke F. You, cousin :

Within these ten days if that thou be'st found
So near our public court as twenty miles.

Thou diest for it.

Kos. I do beseech your grace,
I,et me the knowledge of my fault bear with me :

If with myself I hold intelligence.

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires

;

If that I do not dream, or be not frantic,

{.\s I do trust I am not) then, dear uncle.

Never so much as in a thought unborn
Did I offend your highness.
Duke F.

'

Thus do all traitors

:

If their purgation did consist in words.
They are as innocent as grace itself ;

—

Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not.

Kos. Yet your mistrust cannot make me a traitor :

Tell me whereon the likelihood depends.
Ihike F. Thou art thy father's daughter ; there'

enouglL
Kos. So was I when your highness took his duki

S'l was I when your highness banish'd him. (dom ;

Trcasfm is not mhcrited, my lord ;

I ir. if we flid derive it from our friends,

AV'h.it's that to me ? my father was no traitor

:

riien, good nty liege, mistake me not so much,
T" think ray poverty is treacherous.

("-/. Dear sovereign, hear me speak.
Diihe F. Ay. ('elia ; we stay'd her for your sake

INe had <-he with her father rang'd along.
Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay.

It was your pleasure, and your own remorse

:

I was too young th.it time to value her ;

But now I know h'.r : if site be a traitor.

Why so am I ; we still have slept together.
Rose at an instant, learn'd, play'd, eat together

;

And whcre,soe'er we went, like Juno's swans,
.Still we went coupled and inseparable.
Duke F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her smooth-

Her verj' silence, and her patience, (ness.

Speak to the people, and they pity her.
I'liou art a fool : she robs thee of thy name

;

.\nd thou will show more bright, and seem niori.

\Vhcn she is gone. Then, open not thy li|)s :

1 irm and irrevocable' is inv dof,ui

''^Tiich I have pas^'d upon her ;—she is banish'd.

Because that I am more than common tail-

That I did suit me all points like a man?
A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh,
A boar-spear in my hand ; and (in my heart
Lie there what hidden woman's fear there will,)

We'll have a swashing and a martial outside

;

As many other mannish cowards h.ave.
That do outface it with their semblances.

Cel. What shall I call thee when thou art a man ;

Kos. rilhave no worse aname than Jove's own page ;

And therefore look you call me Ganymede.
But what will you be call'd?

Cel. Something that hath a reference to my state

:

No longer Celia, but Aliena.
Kos. But, cousin, what if we assay'd to steal

The clownish fool out of your father's court?
AVould he not be a comfort to our travel?

Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide world with me ;

Leave me alone to woo him. Let's <away,
And get our jewels and our wealth together;
Devise the fittest time .and safest way
To hide us from pursuit that will be made
After my flight. Now go we in content
To liberty, and not to banishment. \Hxcunl.

ACT II.

SCENE \.— The Forest 0/Arden.

Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and other Lords, in the
dress of Foresters.

Duke S. Now, my co-m.ites ;md brothers in exile.
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet
Than that of painted ooiup? Are not these woods
More free from peril tliaii the envious court?
Here feel we but the pen.dty of Adam,
The seasons' difference ; as, the icy fang
And churlish chiding of the winter s wind.
Which, when it bites and blows upon my body,
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, ancl say,
This is no flattery : these arc counsellors
That feelingly persuade mc what 1 am.
Sweet ;ire the uses of .adversity

;

\\'liich, like the to.id, ugly ancl venomous,
W'e.irs yet a precious jewel in his head

:

Anil this our hfe, exempt from public h.aunt,
I inds tongues in trees, books in the running l)rooks.
Si riiions ui stones, and good in everything.
Ami. I would not change it. H.ippy is your grace,

riiat can transLate the stubbonrness of fortune
Into so quiet and so sweet a style.
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Duke S. Come, shall we go and kill us venison

!

And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools.

Being native burghers of this desert city.

Should, in their own confines, witli forked heads
Have their round haunches gor'd.

1 Lord. Indeed, my lord,

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that

;

And, in tliat kincf, swears you do more usurp
Tlian doth your brother that hath banisli'd you.
To-day my lord of Amiens and myself
Did steal behind him, as he lay along
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood:
To the which place a poor sequester'd stag.
That from the hunters aim had ta'en a hurt.
Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lord,
The wretched animal heav'd forth such groans,
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears
Cours'd one another down his innocent nose
In piteous chase : and thus the hairy fool,
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques,
Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook.
Augmenting it with tears.
Duke S. But what said Jaques ?

Did he not moralize this spectacle?
1 Lord. O, yes, into a thousand similes.

First, for his weeping into the needless stream

;

^^ Poor dear," quoth he, ** ihotc viak'sta testament
As worldlings do, giving thy sum ofmore
To that Tohich had too much ;" then, being there
l^eft and abandon'd of his velvet friends

;

[alone,
'*^'J'zs right," quotlt he ;

** thiis misery doth /art
TheJiiixofco7npany;" anon, a careless herd.
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him.
And never stays to greet him ; "Ay," quoth Jaques,
" Sweep 071, youfat andgreasy citizens ;
^Tisjust t}iefashion : "wherefore do yott look
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt t}ierc ?"

Thus most invectively he pierceth through
The body of the country, city, court.
Yea, and of this our life : swearing that we
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse.
To friglit the animals, and to kill them up.
In their assign'd and native dwelling-place. [tion'

Dnke S. And did you leave him in this contempla-
2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping and commenting

Upon the sobbing deer.
Duke S. Show me the place

;

I love to cope him in these sullen fits,

For then he's full of matter.
i Lord. I'll bring you to him straight. [E.t-eiti!t.

SCENE 11.—^ Room in tlie Palace.

Hnter Duke Frederick, Lords, eind Attendants.

Duke F. Can it be possible that no man saw them t

It cannot be : some villains of my court
Are of consent and sufferance in this.

I Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her.

The ladies, her attendants of her chamber.
Saw her a-bed; and, in the morning early,

They found the bed untreasur'd of their mistress.

o Lord. My lord, the roynish clown, at whom so oft

Your grace was wont to laugh, is also missing.

Hesperia, the princess' gentlewoman.
Confesses that she secretly o'erheard
Your daughter and her cousin much commend
The parts and graces of the wrestler,

That liid but lately foil the sinewy Charles

;

And she believes, wherever they are gone.
That youth is surely in their company.
Duke F. Send to his brother ; fetch that gallant

If he be absent, bring his brother to me ; [hither

:

I'll make liim find him : do this suddenly ;

And let not search and inquisition quail
To bring again these foolish runaways. [E.reiint.

SCENE III.—OUver's House.

Fnter Orlando and Adam, meeting.

Orl. Who's there J

Adam. What, my young master ?—O my gentle

O tuy sweet master I O you memory (master !

Of old Sir Rowland 1 why, what make you licre '!

Why arc you virtuous ? Why do people love vou !

And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and vafiant?

Why would you be so fond to overcome

The bony priser of the humorous duke!
Your praise is come too swiftly home before you.
Know you not, master, to some kind of men
Their graces serve them but as enemies?
No more do yours : your virtues, gentle master,
Are sanctified and holy traitors to you.
O, what a world is this, when what is comely
Envenoms hun that bears it I

Orl. Why, what 's the matter ?

Adam. O unhappy youtli.

Come not within these doors ; within this roof
The enemy of all your graces lives.

Your brother—(no, no brother ; yet the son

—

Yet not the son— I will not call him son

—

Of him I was about to call his father. )

—

Hath heard your praises ; and tliis night he means
To burn the lodging where you use to lie,

And you within it : if he fail of that,
He will have other means to cut you off:
I overheard him, and his practices.
This is no place ; this house is but a butchery :

Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it.

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, woiJdst thou have mc
go?

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not lier"

Orl. What ! wouldst thou have me go and beg my
food?

Or with a base and boist'rous sword enforce
A thievish living on the common road?
This I nmst do, or know not what to do

:

Yet this I will not do, do how I can "

I rather will subject me to the malice
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brotlier.

Adam. But do not so. I have five hundred crowns.
The thrifty hire I sav'd under your father,
%Vhicli I did store, to be ray foster-nurse
When service should in my old limbs lie lame.
And unregarded age in corners thrown

:

Take that ; and He that doth the ravens feed.
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow.
Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold

;

All this I give you. Let me be your servant

:

Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty

;

For in my youth I never did apply
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ;

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo
The means of weakness and debility ;

Therefore my age is as a lusty winter.
Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you

;

I'll do the service of a younger man
In all your business and necessities.

Orl. O good old man, how well in tliee appears
The constant service of the antique world.
When service sweat for duty, not for need 1

Thou art not for the fashion of these times,
Where none will sweat but for promotion ;

And having that, do choke theu: service up
Lven with the having ; it is not so with thee.
But, poor old man, thou prun'st a rotten tree.

That cannnot so much as a blossom yield.

In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry :

But come thy ways ; we '11 go along together

;

And ere we have thy youthful wages spent.
We'll light upon some settled low content.
Adam. Master, go on, and I will follow thee.

To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty.

—

From seventeen years, till now almost fourscore,

Here lived I, but now live here no more.
At seventeen years many their fortunes seek ;

But at fourscore it is too late a week :

Yet fortune cannot recompense me better.

Than to die well, and not my master's debtor.
\_E.Kcunt.

SCENE \V.—The Forest ofKiAm.

Enter Rosalind dressed like a boy, Celia like a shep-
herdess, and Touchstone.

Ros. O Jupiter 1 how weary are my spirits !

Touch. I care not for my spirits, if my legs were
not weary.

Ros. I could find in my heart to disgrace my man's
apparel, and to cry like a woman : but I must comfort
the weaker vessel, .as doublet and hose ought to show
tself courageous to petticoat : therefore, courage,
good Aliena.

Cel, I pr.'iy you, bear witli me ; I can go no farther.

Touch. For my pari, I liad rather bear with you,
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tli.m bear you : yet I should bear no cross, if I did bear
yon : for I think you liavc no money in your purse.
Ros. Well, this is the forest of Arden.
Touch. Ay, now ani I in Arden ; the more fool I

;

when I was at home, I was in a better place : but
travellers must be content.
Ros. Ay, be so, pood Touchstone.—Look you, who

tomes here ; a younff man, and an old, in solemn talk.

Enter Corin a?tci Silvius.

Cor. That is the way to make her scorn you still.

Sil. O Corin, that thou knew'st how I do love her I

Cor. I partly sjuess ; for I have lov"d ere now.
Sil. No, Coriii, beinq^ old, thou canst not g^uess ;

Thou.^h in thy youth thou wast as true a lover
As ever siehVl upon a midnight pillow :

But if thy love were ever like tt) mine,
/As sure I think did never man love so,)
How many actions most ridiculous
Hast tliou been drawn to by thy fantasy ?

Cor. Into a thousand that I have forijotten.
Sii. O, thou didst then ne'er love so heartily.

If thou remember 'st not the slij^fhtest folly

That ever love did m.ake thee run into.
Thou hast not lov'd :

Or if thou hast not sat, as I do now,
Wearj'ing thy hearer in thy mistress' praise,
Thou hast not lov'd :

(1r if thou hast not broke from company
Abruptly, as my passion now makes me,
"^bou hast not lov'd :—O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe

!

[nxii.
Ros. Alas, poor shepherd ! searching of thy wound,

I have by hard adventure found mine own.
Touch. And I mine. I remember, when I was

love, I broke ray sword upon a stone, and bid him
take that for cominjj a-night to Jane Smile : and I re

member the kissing of her batlet, and the cow's dugs
that her prettj' chopped hands had milked : and I

member the wooing of a peascod instead of her ; from
whom I took two cods, and giving her them again,
.said with weeping tears, '* Wear thesefor viy sakc.^'
"VV'e, that are true lovers, run into strange capers ; but
as all is mortal m nature, so is all nature in love mortal
in folly.

Ros. Thou speakest wiser than thou art 'ware of.

Touch. Nay, I shall ne'er be 'ware of mine own wit.

Till I break my shins against it
Ros. Jove, Jove 1 this shepherd's passion

Is much upon my fashion. [with me.
Touch. And mine ; but it grows somethmg stale
Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond" man,

If he for gold will give us any food :

1 faint almost to death.
Touch. Hola, you clown I

Ros. Peace, fool : he 's not thy kinsman.
Cor. Who calls !

Touch. Your betters, sir.

Cor. lilse are they very wretched.
Ros. Peace, I say.—

Good even to you, friend.
Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all.

Ros. I pr'ythee, shepherd, if that love or gold
Can in this desert place buy entertainment.
Bring us where we may rest ourselves and feed :

Here 's a young maid with travel much oppress'd.
And faints for succour.

Cor. Fair sir, 1 pity her,
And wish, for her sake more than for mine own.
My fortunes were more able to relieve her ;

Hut I am shepherd to another man.
And rio not shear the fleeces that I graze

;

My master is of churlish disposition.
And little recks to find the way to heaven
By doing deeds of hospitality:
Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed.
Arc now on sale ; and at our sheepcotc now,
By reason of his absence, there is nothing
That you %vill feed on ; but wh.it is, come see.
And In my voice most welcrmie shall you be.
Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and pasture?
Cor. That young swain that you saw here but cre-

Th.at little cares for buying any thing. [while,
Kos. I i>ray thee, if it st.md with honesty.

Buy th«u the cott;ige, pasture, and the flock.

And thou sh.alt have to p.-iy for it of us.

Cel. An<l we will mcml tliy wages : I like this fjlacc
And willingly could waste my time in it. ,

Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold :
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Co with inc : if you like, upon report,
Tile soil, the profit, and this kinci of life,

I will your very faithful feeder be,

And buy it with your gold right suddenly. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.—Anotherfart 0/ the Forest.

Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others.

SONG.
Ami. Under the j^reemi'ood tree

U'ho loves to lie wifh jne.

And turn his merry note
Unto ttie siveet bireVs throat.

Cojne hither, co>ne hither, conte hither :

Here shall he see
No enemy,

Jjut winter and rough loeather.

yaq. More, more, I pr'ythee, more.
Atni. It will make you melancholy.monsieur Jaques.
yaq. I tliank it. More, I pr'ythee, more. I can

suck melancholy out of a song, as a weasel sucks eggs.
More, I pr'ythee, more. [you.
Ami. My voice is ragged : I knov/ I cannot please
jFaq. I do not desire you to please me ; I do desire

you to sing. Come, more ; another stanza: call you
them stanzas?
Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaques.
^1717. Nay, I care not for their names ; they owe ine

nothing. Will you sing ?

Ami. More at your request, than to please myself.
y,iq. Well, then, if ever I thank any man, I'll thank

you : but that they call compliment is like the en.
counter of tvvo dog-apes: and when a man thanks me
heartily, methinks I have given him a penny, and he
renders me the beggarly thanks. Come, sing ; antl

you that will not, hold your tongues.
Atni. Well, I'll end the song.—Sirs, cover the while ;

the duke will drink under this tree.—He hath been all

this day to look you.
yag. And I have been all this day to avoid him. He

is too disputable for my company : I think of as many
matters as he ; but I give heaven thanks, and make
no boast of them. Come, warble, come.

SONG.
[.lUtfZ^therhere.]

IFho doth ambition shun.
And loves to live i' the sun.
Seeking^ the/bod he eats.

Andpleas^divith luhat Jte gels.

Come hittier, eo7ne hither, cotne hither:
Here shall he see
No enemy.

Rut 7uinter and rough iveather.
yaq. I'll give you a verse to this note, that I made

yesterday in despite of my invention.
Ami. And I'll sing it.

yaij. Thus it goes :

—

If it do come to fass,
Tliat any man turn ass.

Leaving his wealth and ease,

A stubborn tvill to please,
Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame :

Here shall he see,

Gross/ools as he.

An if he will come to me.
Ami. Vl]\;\\.'siha.t" ducdame?"
yaq. 'Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into a

circle. I'll go sleep, if I can : if I cannot, I'll rail

against all the flrst-born of Egypt.
Ami. And I'll go seek the duke : his banquet is

prepared. [^Exeunt severally.

SCENE V\.~Anothcr part 0/ tlie Forest.

Enter (")rIan<lo atid Ad.'im.

Adam. Dear master, I can go no farther : O, I die

for food 1 Here lie I down, and measure out my grave.
Earewell, kind master.
Orl. Why, how now, Adam ? no greater he.irt in

thee? live a little ; comfort a little ; cheer thyself t.

little. If this uncouth forest yield any thing sav.igc

I will cither be food for it, or bring it for food In

thee. Thy conceit is nearer de:itli than thy powers
I'or my Siike be comfortable : hold death awhiU
.it the arm's end : I will here b« with thee pre
serilly ; and if I bring thee not something to e.it, I

will give thee leave to die tbut if thou dicsc before
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I come, tliou nrt a mocker of my labour. "Well

said I thou lookest cheerly ; and I'll be with thee
(luickly.—Yet thou Uest in the bleak air: come, I

will bear thee to some shelter ; and thou shalt not die
for lack of a dinner, if there live any thin^ in this

desert, Cheerly, good Adam. [ExeioU.

SCENE VU.^The Forest.

A Table set out. Enter Duke Senior^ Amiens, Lords
and others.

DtikeS. I think he be transform'd into a beast

;

For I can nowhere find him like a man.
I Lord. My lord, he is but even now gone hence :

Here was he merry, hearing of a song.
Dtike S. If he. compact ofjars, grow musica!,

We shall have shortly discord in the spheres.
Go, seek hiiu : tell him I would speak with him.

1 Lord. lie saves my labour by his own approach.
Enter Jaques.

Dtike S. "VVhy, how now, monsieur I what a life is

this,

Tliat your poor friends must woo your company ?

What, you look merrily I

ya^. A fool, a fool !—I met a fool i' the forest,
A motley_ fool ;—a miserable world !

—

As I do live by food, I met a fool

;

Who laid him down and bask'd him In the sun,
And rail'd on lady Fortune in good terms,
In good set terms,—and yet a motley fool.
** Good-ntorro7v, fool" quoth I. ** No, sir," quoth he,
'* Call file notfool, till heaveti hath sent jnefortune.''
And then he drew a dial from his poke,
And, looking on it with lack-lustre eye,
Says very wisely, " It is ten o'clock :

Tints may 7t>e see," quoth he, " hoiu the luorld ivags

:

' Tis but an hour ago since it ivas 7izne ;
And after one hour more ^tivill he eleven :

And so,from hotir to hour, ive ripe and ripe,
^ I nd thenfro^n hour to hour, we rot and rot

;

And thereby haui^s a tale." When I did hear
The motley fool thus moral on the time,
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer,
'J'hat fools should be so deep contemplative

;

And I did laugh, sans intermission.
An hour by his dial.—O noble fool I

A worthy fool !—Motley's the only wear.
Duke S. What fool is this?
y^f/. O worthy fool !—One that hath been a courtier

And says, if ladies be but young and fair,

They have the gift to know it : and in his brain,

—

Which is as dr>' as the remainder biscuit
After a voyage.—he hatli strange places cramra'd
With observation, the which he vents
In mangled forms.—O that I were a fool

!

I am ambitious for a motley coat.
Duke 5. Thou shalt have one.
yaq. It is my only suit

;

Provided, that you weed your better judgments
<.)f all opinion that grows rank in them,
That I am wise. I must have liberty
Withal, as large a charter as the wind,
To blow on whom I please ; for so fools have :

And they that are most galled with my folly,

riiey most must laugh. And why, sir, must they soV
The'why is plain as way to parish church :

lie. that a fool doth very wisely hit,

Doth very foolishly, although he smart.
Not to seem senseless of the bob : if not.
The wise man's folly is anatomiz'd
Hven by the squanaring glances of the fool.

Invest me in my motley ;
give me leave

To speak my mind, and I will through and through
Cleanse the foul body of th" infected world,
If they will patiently receive my medicine. [do.

Duke S. Fie on thee 1 I can tell what thou wouklst
yaq. What, for a counter, would I do, but good ?

D7ike S. Most mischievous foul sin, in chiding sin :

For thou thyself hast been a libertine.

As sensual as the brutish sting it.self

;

And all th' embossM sores, and headed evils,

That thou with licence of free foot hast caught,
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world.

Jaq. Why, who cries out on pride,

Tliat can therein tax any private party?
Doth it not flow as hugely eis the sea.

Till that the weary very means do ebb 7

Wiuit woman in the city do I name,
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Wlien that I say the city-woman bears
The cost of princes on unworthy shoulders?
Who can come in, and say that I mean her.
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour?
Or what is he of basest functiin,
That says his bravery is not on my cost,
(Thinking that I mean him), but therein suits
His folly to the mettle of my speech? [wherein
There then; how then? what then? Let mc see
My tongue hath wrong'd him : if it do him right.
Then he hath wrong'd himself; if he bo free,
Why then, my taxing like a wild goose flies,

Unclaim'd of any man.—But who comes here?
Enter Orlando, with his sword dra~vn.

Orl. Forbear, and eat no more.
yaq. Why, I have eat none yet.
Orl. Nor shalt not, till necessity be serv'd.
yaq. Of what kind should this cock come of?
D7ike S. Art thou thus bolden'd, man, by tliydistress,

Or else a rude despiser of good manners.
That in civility thou seem'st so empty?

Orl. You touch'd my vein at first : the thorny point
Of bare distress hath ta'en from me the show
( )f smooth civility : yet I am inland bred,
And know some nurture. But forbear, I say

;

He dies, that touches any of this fruit,

T'll I and my affairs are answered.
yaq. An you will not be answered with reast)n,

I must die. [shall forcft

DukeS. What would you have? Your gentleness
More than your force move us to gentleness.
Orl. I almost die for food ; and let me have it.

Duke S. Sit down and feed, and welcome to our
table.

Orl. Speak you so gently? Pardon me, I prayyou :

I thought that all things had been savage here ;

And therefore put I on the countenance
Of stern commandment. But whate'er you are,
Tliat in this desert inaccessible,
IJ^nder the shade of melancholy boughs,
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ;
If ever you have look'd on better days ;

If ever been where bells have knoU'd to church ;

tf ever sat at any good man's feast

;

If ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear.
And know what 'tis to pity, and be pitied ,

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be :

In tlie which hope, I blush, and hide my sword.
Diike S. True is it that we have seen better days

;

And have with holy bell been knoll'd to church

;

Antl sat at good men's feasts, and wip'd our eyes
Of droj.is that sacred pity hath engender'd :

And therefore sit you down in gentleness.
And take upon command what help we have.
That to your wanting may be minister'd.

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little while.
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fawn.
And give it food. There is an old poor man.
Who after me hath many a weary step
Limp'd in pure love : till he be first suffic'd,—
Oppress'd with two weak evils, age and hunger,-
I will not touch a bit »

Duke S. Go find him out,
.\nd we wilt nothing waste til! you return.

Orl. I thank ye ; and be bless'd for your good com-
fort I {Exit.

Duke^ S. Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy :

This wide and universal theatre
Presents more woful pageants, than the scene
Wherein we play in.

yaq. All the world's a stage,
.Vnd all the men and women merely players

:

They have their e.\its and their entrances ;

And one man in his time plays many parts.
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant.
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms.
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel.
And shining morning face, creeping like snail

Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,

Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad
Made to his mistress* eye-brow. Then a soldier,

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation
Hven in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice,

In fair round belly with good capon lin'd

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut.

Full of wise saws and modern, instances ;



Scene 7.

And so he plays his part. The sbcth age shifts

Into the Icait and slipper'd pantaloon,
\V'iih spectacles on nose, ami pouch on side ;

His youthful hose, wellsav'd, a wnrld too wide
I- or his shrunk shank ; and his hii; manly voice.

Turning atjain toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all.

That ends this strange eventful history.

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion,—
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sar.s taste, sans everything.

Ke-oiUr Orlando, with Adam.
DuieS. Welcome. Set doivn your venerable bur-

And let him feed. [den,
Orl. I tSiSTik you most for him.
Adam. So had you need :

—

1 scarce can speak to thank you for myself.
Diike S, Welcome ; fall to ; I will not trouble you

As yet, to question you about your fortunes.

—

Give us some music ; and, good cousin, sing.

SONG.
Ami. Blcr.u, blow, ilioic wintcy luind,

TJwii art not so linkind
As mans ingratitude

;

Thy tooth is not so keen,
Becatise thou art not seen.
Although thy breath be rude.

Heigh, ho / sitig, lieigh, ko ! unto the green holly

:

Mostfriendship isfeigiiing, viostloving nierefolly:
Tlun, heigh, ho I the holly !
This life is mostJolly.

Freeze,freeze, thou bitter sky.
That dost not bite so nigh
As benefitsforgot:

Though thou the waters -warp.
Thy sting is not so sharp.
As friend renicfnber'd not.

Hei^h, ho ! sing, &t:
Duke S. If that you were the jafood Sir Rowland's

As you have whisper'd faithfully you were, Ison,

—

And as mine eye doth his effigies witness
Most truly limn'd and living in your face,—
Be traly welcome hither : 1 am the duke.
That lov'd your father : the residue of your fortune.
Go to my cave and tell me.—Good old man,
Thou art right welcome as thy master is.

—

Support him by the arm.—Give me your hand.
And let me all your fortunes understand, [Exeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—A Room in tlie Palace.

£nterDuke Frederick, Oliver, Lords, <w:rf Attendants.

Duke F. Not seen him since? Sir, sir, that cannot
But were I not the better part made mercy, [be :

1 should not seek an absent argument
Of my revenge, thou present. But look to it;

I- jnd out thy brother, wheresoe'er he is ;

.Seek hm> with candle ; bring him, dead or living.
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more
To seek a living in our territory.

'I hy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine,
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands.
Till thou canst quit thee by thy brothers mouth
Of what we think against thee.

Oli. O that your highness knev/ my heart in this I

I never lov'd my brother in my life.

Duie F. More villain thou.—\\'ell, push him out of
And let my officers of such a nature (doors ;

.Make an extent upon liis house and lands:
Do this expediently, and turn him going. [Exeunt.

SCENE 11.—The Forest.

Enter Orlando, 7uirh a paper.

Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love
;And thou, tlirice crowniri queen of night, survey

With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above.
Thy huntress' name, that my full life doth sway.

O kos-ilind I these trees shall tie my books,
And in their barks my thoughts I'll character

;

Tliat every eye, which m this forest looks,
Sliall see thy virtue witness'd every where.

Run, run, Orlando ; cJrve on every tree
The Cair, the cliaste. and unexpressive ihe. [Exit.
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Enter Corin and Touchstone.
Cor. And how like you this shepherd's life, master

Touchstone ?

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a
good life : but in respect tli.it it is .1 shcplierd's life, it

is naught. In respect that it is solitary, 1 hke it very
well ; but in respect that it is private, it is a very vile

life. Now, in respect it is in the fields, it pleaseth nie
» ell ; but in respect it is not in the court, it is tedious.
.is it is a spare life, look you, it fits my humour well

;

but as there is no more plenty in it, it goes much
against my stomach. Hast any philosophy in thee,
shepherd 'il

Car. No more but that I know, the more one sickens,
the worse at ease he is ; and that he that wants money,
means, and content, is without three good friends;
that the property of rain is to wet, ana fire to burn ;

that good pasture makes fat sheep ; and that a great
cause of the night is lack of the sun ; that he that hath
learned no wit by nature nor art, may complain of
good breeding, or comes of a very dull kindred.

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. Wast
ever in court, shepherd J

Cor. No, truly.

Touch. Then thou art damned.
Cor. Nay, I hope,

—

Touch. Truly, thou art damned ; like an ill-roasted

e^i^, all on one side.
tor. For not being at court ? Your reason.
Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court, thou

never sawest good manners ; ifthou never sawest good
manners, then thy manners must be wicked ; and
wickedness is sin, and sin is damnation. Thou art in

a parlous state, shepherd.
Cor. Not a whit. Touchstone : those that are good

manners at the court, are as ridiculous in the country,
as the behaviour of the country, is most mockable at
the court. You told me you salute not at the court,
but you kiss your hands : th.at courtesy would be un-
cleanly, if courtiers were shepherds.

Touch. Instance, briefly : come, instance.
Cor. Why, we are still handling our ewes ; and their

fells, you know, are greasy.
Touch. Why, do not j-our courtier's hands sweat ?

and is not the grease of amutton as wholesome as the
sweat of a man 't Shallow, shallow. A better instance,
I say ; come.

Cor. besides, our hands are hard.
Touch. Your Ups will feel them the sooner. Shallow

again. .\ more sounder instance; come.
Cor. And they are often tarred over with the

surgery of our sheep ; and would you have us kiss tar!
The courtier's hands are perfumed with civet.
Touch. Most shallow man I "Thou wonns-meat, in

respect of a good piece of flesh, indeed !—Learn of
the wise, and perpend: civet is of a baser birth than
tar,—the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend the in-
stance, shepherd.

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me : I '11 rest.
Touch. Wilt thou rest damned? God help thee,

shallow man ! God make incision in thee ! thou art

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer: I earn that I eat,
get that I wear ; owe no man hate, envy no man's
happiness

; glad of other men's good, content with
my harm : and the greatest of my pride is, to see my
ewes graze, and ray Iambs suck.

Touch. That is another simple sin in yon ; to briii<;

the ewes and the rams together, and to offer to get
your living by the copulation of cattle ; to be bawd to
a bell-wether ; and to betray a she-lamb of a twelve-
month, to a crooked-pated, old, cuckoldy ram, out of
all reasonable match. If thou be'st not damned for
this, the devil liimself will have no shepherds; 1 can-
not see else how thou shouldst 'scape.

Cor. Here comes young master Ganymede, my new
mistress's brother.

Entcrr Rosalind, reading a paper.
Ros. [Rtads.^^

"From the east to western Ind,
No jewel is like Rosalind.
}Ier -worth bei)ig 7nounted on the wind.
Through all the world bears Rosalind,
All the pictures, fairest lin 'd.

Are but black to Rosalind,
J.et noface be kept in ynind.
But thefair of Rosalind."



AS YOU LIKE IT.148

Touch. Ml rhyme you 50, eight years together, din
ners, and suppers, and sleeping hours excepted : it is

tiic right butter-woman's rate to market.
Ros. Out, fool I

Toitch, For a taste :

—

Ifa hart do lack a hind.
Let him. seek out Rosalind.
Ifthe cat will after kind.
So, be sure, loill Rosalind.
Jyinter-garfnents 7?inst be lin'd.,

So in2(st slender Rosalind.
T/tey that reap must s^iea/and bind ;

Then to cart with Rosalind.
Sweetest mtt hath sourest rind,
Sicch a nut is Rosalind.
He that sweetest rose willjlnd,
Mustji7id love's p7'ick, aiui Rosalind.

This is the very false gallop of verses: why do you
infect yourself with tliemV
Ros. Peace, you dull fool I I found them on a tree.
Touch. Truly, the tree yields bad fruit.

Ros. I'll gran it with you, and then 1 shall g'raffit

with a medlar : then it will be the earliest fruit i* the
country ; for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, and
tiiat's the right virtue of the medlar.
Touch. You have said ; but whether wisely or no,

fct the forest judge.
Enter Celia, reading a paper,

Ros. Peace I

Here comes my sister, reading : stand aside.
Cel. [Reads.]

" M'^hy should this desert silent be ?
For it is unpeopled ? No;

ToHg2ies I'll hang 07i every tree.

That shall civil sayittgs show :

Sonte, how brief the life ofmaji
Ru?is his erringpilgrimage.

That the stretching ofa spaiv
Buckles ifi his su7n ofage ;

So7?ic, ofviolated vows
' Twixt the sotils offriefzd andfriend

:

But up07i thefairest boiighs.
Or at every se7ite7ice' etid,

JVill I Rosalitida write ;
Tcachi}ig all that 7-ead to k7i07u

The qui7itessence ofeve7-y sprite
Heaven would i?i little show.

Therefore heaven Nattire charged
That one body should befill'd

With allgraces luide €7ilarg'd

;

Natitre p7-ese7itly distiWd
l/ele7t's cheek, biU fiot her fieai't

;

Cleopatra's majesty :

Atalatitas betterpart ;

Sad Litcretia's fnodesty.
Thus Rosalind of 7na7iy parts
By heavenly sy7tod was dcTJts'd ;

Of 7na7iyfaces, eyes, and hearts.
To have the touc)tes dearestpriz'd.

Heavoi would that sJie these gifts shojtld have.
And I to live and die her slaz'e.

"

Ro^. Q most gentle Jupiter I—what tedious homily
of love have you wearied your panshioners withal,
and never cried, "' Have patience, goodpeople T

Cel. How now I back, friends :—shepherd, go off a
little :—go with him, sirrah.

To7ich. Come, shepherd, let us make an honourable
retreat ; though not with bag and baggage, yet with
scrip and scrippage.

[Exeu7it Corin and Touchstone.
Cel. Didst thou hear these verses?
Ros. O. yes, I heard them all, and more too ; for

some of fhem had in them more feet than the verses
would bear. [verses.

Cel. That's no matter: the feet might bear the
Ros. Ay, but the feet were lame, aiid could not

bear themselves without the verse, and therefore
stpod lamely in the verse.

Cel. But didst thou hear without wondering, how
tny name should be hanged and carved upon these
trees?

Ros. I was seven of the nine days out of the
^vonder, before you came ; for look licre what I found
on a palm-tree :— I was never so be-rhymcd since
Pythagoras' time, that 1 was an Irisli rat, which 1 can
hardly remember.

Cel. Trow you who hath done this ?

Ros. li it a man V

A^fS.

Cel. And a chain, that you once wore, about his
neck. Change you colour ?

Kos. I pr'ythee, who !

Cel. O lord, lord I it is a hard matter for friends
to meet ; but mountains may be removed with earth-
quakes, and so encounter.
Ros. Nay, but who is it?

Cel. Is it possible? [vehemence, tell me who it is

Ros. Nay, I pr'ythee now, with most petitionary
Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful

wonderful ! and yet again wonderful, and after that,
out of all whooping.
Ros. Good my complexion ! dost thou think, though

I am caparison'd like a man, I have a doublet aiid
hose in my disposition ? One inch of delay more is a
South-sea of discovery ; I pr'ythee, tell me who is it

quickly, and speak apace, 1 would thou couldst stam-
mer, that thou mightst pour this concealed man out of
thy mouth, as wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd
bottle,—either too much at once, or none at all. I

pr'ythee, take the cork out of thy mouth, that I

may drink thy tidings.

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly.

Ros. Is he of God's making? What manner of
man ? Is his head worth a hat, or his chin worth a

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. [beard?
Ros. AVhy, God will send more, if the man will be

thankful : let me stay the growth of his beard, if thou
lelay me not the knowledge of his chin.
Cel. It is young Orlando, that tripped up the

wrestler's heels and your heart, both, in an instant.
Ros. Nay, but the devil take mocking : speak sad
Cel. Y faith, coz, 'tis he. [brow, and true maid.
Ros. Orlando?
Cel. Orlando.
Ros. Alas the day ! what shall I do with my

doublet and hose ?—What did he, when thou sawest
him? What said he? How looked he? Wherein
went he? What makes he here ? Did he ask for me?
Where remains he ? How parted he with thee? and
when shalt thou see him again? Answer me in one
ord.

Cel. 'i'ou must borrow me Gargantua's mouth first

:

'tis a word too great for any mouth of this age's size.

To say ay and no to these particulars, is more than to
answer in a catechism.
Ros. But doth he know that I am in this forest, and

n man's apparel ? Looks he as freshly as he did the
-lay he wrestled ?

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies, as to resolve the
propositions of a lover :—but take a taste of my
finding him, and relish it with good observance. I

found him under a tree, like a dropped acorn.
Ros. It may well be called Jove's tree, when it

;Irops forth such fruit.

Cel. Give me audience, good madam
Ros. Proceed. [knight
Cel. There lay he, stretch'd along like a wounded
Ros. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well

becomes the ground.
Cel. Cry holla ! to thy tongue, I pr'ythee ; it cur-

vets unseasonably. He was furnish'd like a hunter.
Ros. O, ominous ! he comes to kill my heart.
Cel. I would sing my song without a burden : thou

bringest me out of tune.
Ros. Do you not know I am a woman ? when I

think, I must speak. Sweet, say on.
Cel. Ifou bring me out. [Aw^f?- Orlando awrfjaques.]

Soft I comes he not here ?

Ros. 'Tis he : slink by, and note him.
[Rosalind and Celia retire.

yerq. I thank you for your company ; but, good
faith, I had as lief have been myself alone.

Orl. And so had I ; but yet, for fashion' sake, I

thank you too for your society. [can.
yaq. God be wi' you, let's meet as little as we
Orl. I do desire we may be better strangers.

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees with writing
love-songs in their barks.

Orl. 1 pray you mar no more of my verses with
reading them ill-favouredly.

jfaq. Rosalind is your love's name ?

Orl. \es, just.

yaq. I do not like her name.
Orl. There was no thought of pleasing you when

she was christened.

jfag. What stature' is she of ?

Orl. Just as high as ray heart.
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yaq. Yon are full of pretty answers. Have you
not been acquainted witli goldsmiths' wives, and
conn'd them out of rings 1

Orl. Not so ; but I answer you right painted cloth

from whence you have studied your questions.

y.j^. You have a nimble wit : I think 'twas made of

Atalanta's heels, \\ill you sit down with me! and we
two will rail against our mistress the world, and all

our misery.
Orl. I will chide no breather in the world but myself.

against whom I know most faults.

T**?^. The worst fault you have is to be in love.

Oil. 'Tis a fault 1 will not change for your best
virtue. I am weary of you. [found you.
yug. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool when 1

Orl. He is drowned in the brook : look but in, and
you shall see him.
yaq. There I shall see mine own figure.

Orl. Which I take to be either a fool, or a cypher.
jFnq. I'll tarry no longer with you : farewell, good

signior Love, [monsieur Melancholj'.
Orl. I am glad of your departure : adieu, goci

[Exit ]a.q\ia. RoScilind and Celia
conte fonvard

.

Ros. [Aside to Celia. J I will speak to him like a
saucy lackey, and under that habit play the knave
with him. \To hnn.\ Do you hear, forester!

Orl. Very well : « h.nt w ould you ?

Ros. I pray you, what is 't o'clock ?

Orl. You should ask me, what time o' day : there'

no clock in the forest.

Ros. Then there is no true lover in the forest ; else

sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, would
<letect the lazy foot of time as well as a clock.

Orl. And why not the swift foot of time ! had not
that been as proper?
Ros. By no means, sir. Time travels in di\ers

p.ices with divers persons : I'll tell you who time
.imbles withal, who Time trots withal, who Tinit^

g.iUops withal, and who he stands still withal,

Orl. I pr'ythee, who doth he trot withal!
Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, be-

tween the contract of her marriage, and the day it is

soleumized : if the interim be but .1 se'nnight. Time's
pace is so hard that it seems the length of seven years.

Orl. Who ambles Time withal !

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich man
that hath not the gout ; for the one sleeps easily,

because he cannot study; and the other lives merrily.
i>ecause he feels no pain : the one lacking the burden
of lean and wasteful learning ; the other knowing no
burden of heavy tedious penury : these Time ambles

Orl. Who doth he gallop wiihal. [withal.

Ros. With a thief to the gallows ; for though he go
as softly ,-is foot can fall, he thinks himself too soon

Orl. \\\\o stays it still withal

!

[there.

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation ; for they sleep
between tenn and term, and then they perceive not
how Time moves.
Orl. Where dwell you. pretty youth t

Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister ; here in the
skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a jietticoat.

Orl. Are you native of this place? [kindled.
Ros. As the coney, that you see dwell where she is

Orl. Your accent is something finer than you could
purchase in so removed a dwelling.
Ros. I have been told so of many : but indeed an

old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, who
was in his youth an inland m,in ; one that knew court-
ship too well, for there he fell in love. I have heard
him read many lectures against it ; and I thank God.
I am not a woman, to lie touched with so many giddy
offences, as he hath generally taxed their whole se.\

withal,
Orl. Can you rcmeiiiber any of the principal evils

that he laid to the charge of women?
Ros. There were none principal : they were all like

one another, as half-pence are ; every one fault seem-
ing monstrous, till his fellow fault came to match it,

Orl. I pr'ythee. recount some of them.
Ros. No. I will not cist away my physic, but on

those that are sick. There is a man haunts the forest,
that abuses our young plants with carving Rosalind
on their barks; hangs odes uoon hawthorns, and
elegies on braml)les ; all, forsooth, deifying the name
of Kos;ilinfl : if 1 could meet that fancy-monger, 1

w()ulcl give him some good counsel, fur he seems to

have the qaotidian of love upon hiai.

Orl. I am h^ that is so love-shaked : I pr,^y you,
tell me your remedy.
Ros. There is none of my uncle's marks upon you :

he taught me how to know a man in love ; in which
cage ofrushes I am sure you are not prisoner,

Orl. What were his marks V

Ros. A lean cheek : which you have not ; a blue
eye, and sunken ; which you have not : an unques-
tionable spirit : which you have not ; a beard neg-
lect'ed : which you ha\ o not ;—but I pardon you fur

that ; for, simply, your having in beard is a younger
brother's revenue :—then, your hose should be un-
garter'd, your bonnet unbanded, your sleeve unbut-
toned, your shoe untied, and everything about you
demonstrating a careless desolation. But you are no
such man ; you are rather point-device in your
.accoutrements, as loving yourself, than seeming the
lover of any other. [I love.

Orl. Fair youth, I would I could make thee believe
Ros. Me believe it 1 you may as soon make her

that you love believe it ; which, I warrant, she is

apter to do, than to confess she does : that is one of
the points in the which women still give the lie to
their consciences. But, m good sooth, are you he
that hangs the verses on the trees, wherein RosaUnd
IS so admired ?

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by the white hand of
Rosalind, I am that he, that unfortunate he.
Ros. But are you so much in love as your rhymes

speak ? [nmch.
Orl. Neither rhyme nor reason ran express how
Ros, Love is merely a madness , and. I tell you,

deserves as well a dark house and ,a whip, as madmen
do : and the reason why they are not so punished and
cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary, that the
whippers are in love too. Yet I profess curing it by

Orl. Did you ever cure any so! [counsel
Ros. Yes, one: and in this manner. He was tft

imagine me his love, his mistress : and I set him every
day to woo me : at which time would L being but a
inoonish youth, grieve, be effeminate, changeable,
longing, and liking; proud, fantastical, apish, shallow,
inconstant, full of tears, full of smiles ; every passion
something, .and for no passion truly anything, as boys
are, for the most part, cattle of this colour : would
now like him, now loathe him ; then entertain him,
then forswear liim : now weep for him, then spit at

that I drave my suitor from his mad humour of
to a living humour of madness ; which was, to

forswear the full stream of the world, and to live in a
ok merely monastic. And thus I cured him ; and

this way will I take upon me to wash your liver as
clean as a sound sheep's heart, that there shall not be
one spot of love in't.

Orl. I would not be cured, youth.
Ros. I would cure you, if you would but call me

Rosalind, and come every day to my cote, and wocl

le.

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will: tell nic

here it is.

Ros. Go with me to it, and I'll show it you : aiul

by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest you
live. Will you go?

Orl. With all my heart, good youth.
Ros. Nay, you must call me Rosalind.—Come,

sister, will you go ! [Exeunt.

SCENE in.—Anotherfart ofthe Forest.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey ; Jaques behind.

Touch. Come apace, good Audrey : I will fetch up
)ur goats, Audrey. And how, Audrey! am I the
an yet ? Doth my simple feature content you !

And. Your features 1 Lord warrant us I what
features?

J'ouih, I am here with thee and thy goats, as the
nost capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the
Goths, [than Jove in a thatch'd house 1

yaq. [Aside.l O knowledge ill-inluibitedl worse
Touch. When a man's verses cannot be understood,

nor a man's good wit seconded with the forw.ird

child, understanding, it strikes a man more dead
than a great reckoning in a liille room,—Truly, 1

would the gods had made lliee poetical.

ylud. I do not know what poetical is: is it honest
in deed .and word! Is it .i true thing?

Touch. No, truly ; for ihe truest poetry is the most
fciipiing ; and lovers are given to poetry ; aiiU what
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iliey swear in poetr}', may he snul, :\^ lovers, they do
Teign.

j^;^^. Do you wish, then, that tlie o^ods had made
me poetical?

Touch. I do, truly ; for thou swearest to me thou
art honest: now, if thouwert a poet, I might have
some hope thou didst feig^n.

And. Would you not have me honest?
ToHc/i. No, truly, unless thou wcrt hard-fa\*our'(l

;

for honcbty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a
sauce to sujjar.

jfag. [Aside,] A material fool

!

And, Well, I am not fair; and therefore I pray
the gods make me honest.

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a foul

slut, were to put good meat into an unclean dish.

Aitd, I am not a slut, thoueh I thank the trods I am
foul.

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foulness
!

siuttishness may come hereafter. But be it as it ma)'
be. I will marry thee : and to that end, I have been
with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the next village ;

who hath promised to meet me in this place of the
forest, and to couple us.

jfaq. \AsideJ\ I would fain see this meeting.
And. Well, the gods give us joy 1

Touch. Amen. A man may, if he were of a fearful

heart, stagger in this attempt; for here we have no
temple but the wood, no assembly but hom-beasts.
But what though? Courage! As horns are odious,
they are necessary. It is said,—many a man knows
no end of his goods : right ; many a man has good
horns, and knows no end of them. Well, that is the
dowry of his wife ; 'tis none of his own getting.
Horns? Even so:—Poor men alone?—No, no; the
noblest deer hath them as huge as the rascal. Is the
single man therefore blessed? No : as a walled town
is more worthier than a village, so is the forehead of
a married man more honourable than the bare brow
of a bachelor; and by how much defence is better
than no skill, by so nmch is a horn more precious
than to want.—Here comes Sir Oliver.

—

Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text.

Sir Oliver Mar-text, you are well met : will you des-
patch us here under this tree, or shall we go with you
to your chapel?
Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman ?

Touch. I will not take her on gfift of any man.
Sir Oli. Truly, she must be given, or the marriage

is not lawful.

jfaq. \Coining for'ivard.'\ Proceed, proceed: I'l

give her.

Touch. Good even, good master AVhat-ye-caU't
how do you, sir? You are very well met: God 'ild

you for your last company : I am very glad to see
YOU :~even a toy in hand here, sir :—nay. pray be
covered.
yaq. Will you be married, motley?
Touch. As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse

his curb, and the falcon her bells, so man hath h:

desires; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock would be
nibbling.
^aq. And will you, being a man of your breed-

ing, be married under a biish. like a beggar? Grt
you to church, and have a good priest that can toll

you wliat marriage is ; this fellow will but join you
together as they join wainscot ; then one of you will

prove a sluunk panel, and like green timber, warp,
warp.

Touch. {Aside.] I am not in the mind but I were
better to be married of him than of another: for lie

is not like to marry me well ; and not being well
married, it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to
leave my wife.

yaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee.
Touch. Come, sweet Audrey :

We must V>e married, or we must live in bawdry.
Farewell, good master Oliver ;—'tis "hot"
not

—

O siueet Oliver^
O brave Oii^^er,

Leave vie not behind titee:

but,

—

li'end mvay,
Bc!^07ie, /say,

I will 7iot to loedding ivzth thee.

fAV^wj/^ Jaques, Touchstone, a7id Audrey.
Sir Oli. *Tis no matter: ne'er a fantastical knave

of them all shall flout me out ofmy calling'. I:xit.

SCENE lV.--The Forest. Before a Cottage.

Futer Rosalind and Celia.

Ros. Never talk to me ; I will weep.
Cel. Do. I pr'ythee ; but yet ha^e the grace to con-

sider, that tears do not become a man.
Ros. But have I not cause to weep? [weep.
Cel. As good cause as one would desire; therefore
Ros. His vciy hair is ofthe dissembling colour.
Cel. Something browner than Juda^'i": marry, hi^

kisses are Judas's own children.
Ros. V faith, his hair is of a good colour.
Cel. An excellent colour: your chesnut was ever the

only colour. [of holy bread.
Ros. And his kissingis asfullofsanctuy as the touch
Cel. He hath bouglit a pair of cast lips of Diana :

a nun of winter's sisterhood kisses not more religiously

;

the very ice of chastity in them.
Ros. But why did he swear he would come this

morning, and comes not?
Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in hiin.

Ros. Do you think so?
Cel. Yes ; I think he is not a pick-purse, nor a horse-

stealer ; but for his verity in love, 1 do think him as
concave as a covered goblet, or a worm-eaten nut.
Ros. Not true in love ?

Cel. Yes, when he is in : but I think he is not in.

Ros. You have heard him swear downright, he was.
Cel. ** Was" is not "is:" besides, the oath of a lover

is no stronger than the word of a tapster; they are
both the cohfirmers of false reckonings. He attends
here in the forest on the duke your father.
Ros. I met the duke yesterday, and had much

question with him. He asked me, of what parentage
; I told him. of as good as he ; so he laughed.

and let me go. But what talk we of fathers, when
there is such a man as Orlando?

Cel. O, that's a brave man I he -writes brave verses,
speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and breaks
them bravely, quite traverse, athwart the heart of his
lover ; as a puny tilter, that spurs his horse but on one
side, breaks his staff like a noble goose : but all's brave,
that youth mounts, and folly guides.—Who comes
here ?

Enter Corin,

Cor. Mistress, and master, you have oft enquir'd
After the shepherd that complain'd of love,
Who you saw sitting by me on the turf.

Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess
That was his mistress.

Cel. Well, and wliat of him?
Cor. If you \viU see a pageant truly play'd.

Between the pale complexion of true love.

And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain.
Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you,
If you will mark it.

Ros. O, come, let us remove:
The sight of lovers feedeth those in love.

—

Bring us to this sight, and j^ou shall say
I'll prove a busy actor in their play. {Exeunt.

SCENE V.—Anotherpart ofthe Forest.

Enter Silvius and Phebe.

Sil. Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me ; do not, Phebe:
Say that you love me not ; but say not so
In bitterness. The common executioner.
Whose heart th" accustom'd sight ofdeath makes hard,
Falls not the axe upon the humbled neck.
But first begs pardon : will you sterner be
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops?

Enter Rosalind, Celia, andCoi\\\ behind.
Phe. I would not be thy executioner

;

I fly thee, for I would not injure thee.
Thou tell'st me there is murder in mine eye :

'Tis pretty, sure, and very probable.
That eyes,—that are the frail'st and softest tilings,

Who shut their coward gates on atomies.

—

Should be call'd tyrants! butchers, murderers I

I do frown on thee with all my heart

;

And. if mine eyes can wound, now let them kill thee:
V counterfeit to swoon ; why now fall down ;

if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame
not. to say mine eyes are murderers.

Now show the wound mine eye hath made in thee:
Scratch thee but with a pin. and there remains
Some scar of it ; lean biit upon a rush.
The cicatrice and capable im^rcssure
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Thv palm some iiiomem -Keeps: Tiut now mine eyes,

^\liicll I liave darted at thee, hurt thee not

;

Nor, 1 am spre, tlicre is no force iu, eyes
Th.it can do hurt.

Si7. O dear I'hebe.
If ever, (as that ever may be near.)
^'oii meet in some fresh cheek the power of fancy,
Tlien shall you know the wounds invisible

Th.U love"b keen arrows make.
PJii. Hut. till that time.

Come not thou near me : and. when that time comes.
Afflict me with thy mocks, pily me not

;

As, till th.it time. I shall not jiit)' ihee.

Jios. [.Idvaiiriiig.i And why, J pray you? V\ ho
might be your mother.

That you insult, exult, and all at once,
Over the wretched ? What thoujjh you have no beauty.
(As by my faith, I see no more in you
Than without candle may go dark to bed,)
Must you be therefore proud and pitiless?

"Why, wh.-^t means this ? Why do you look on me J

1 see no more in you, than in the ordinary
Of nature's sale-work ;—Ud's my little life I

1 think she means to tanijle my eyes too.

No. 'faith, proud mistress, hope not after it

:

'Tis not your inky brows, your black-silk hair,

^oi;r bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream.
That can entame my spirits to your worship.

—

You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow her,

1 -ike fojjgy south, putfmg with wind and rain i

Von are a thousand times a propererman.
Than she a woman : 'tis such fools as you.
That make the world full of ill-favoured cliildren

:

Tis not her glass, but you, that flatters her ;

.\nd out of you she sees herself more proper.
Than any of her lineaments can show lier.

—

But, mistress, know yourself: down on your knees,
-\nd thank heaven, fasting, for a good man's love

:

For I must tell you friendly in your ear,

—

Sell when you can : you are not for all markets

:

Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his oflfer:

Houl is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer.

So, take her to thee, shepherd :—fare you well.

P/u. Sweet youth, I pray you, chide a year to-

getl'ier

;

I had rather hear you chide than this man woo.
J\o^. He's fallen in love with her foulness : — [To

Silvms.) and she'll fall in love with my anger. If it be
so. as fast as she answers thee with frowning looks,
I'll sauce her with bitter words. Why look you so
upon me?

/'/ic. I'or no ill-will I bear you.
J\os. I pray you, do not fall in love w-ith me,

I'or 1 am falser than vows made in wine

:

Besides, I like you not.—If you will know my
house,

Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by.

—

Will you go, sister?—Shepherd, ply her hard.
Conic, sister.—Shepherdess, look on him better.

And be not proud : though all the world could see,

None could be so .abus'd in sight as he.
Come, to our flock.

\/ixntiU Rosalind, Celia, nitdCox\n.
I'lie. Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw ol

• might,

—

" lyiw ever i(rv\i, that lov'd not atJirst sight P
Sil. Sweet Phebe,—
Phe. ll.i, wh.-it say'st thou, Silvius?

Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity inc.

Phi, Why, 1 am sorry for tliee, gentle Silvius.

Sil. Wherever sorrow is. relief would be :

If you do sorrow at my grief in love.

By giving love, your sorrow and my grief
Were both extermln'd.

VVif. Thou hast my love : is not that neighbourly ?

Sil. 1 would have you.
Plti. Why, that were covetousncss.

Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee ;

And yet it is not, that I bear thee love :

Bui since that thou canst talk of love so well.

Thy c^»mpany, which er>,t w.*.s irksome to me,
1 will endure ; anil I'll cir.ploy thee too :

But do not l(K»k for rirth';r recompense
Than thine own gladness that thou art eniploy'd.
SU. So holy and so perfect is my love.

And I in such .1 povcj-ly of gr.'ice,

TImI I shall think it a ni',,t jilenteous crop
To ({lean the broken cars alter the man

Th.it the main harvest reaps ; loose now and then
A scatter'd smile, and that I'll live upon. fwhil»;'i

Phe. Know'st thou the youth that spoke to me eie-
Sil. Not very well, but 1 have met hnn oft

;

And he hath bought the cottage and the bounds
That the old carlot once was master of.

Phe. Think not I love him, though I ask for him;
Tis but a peevish boy :—yet he talks well ;

—

But what care 1 for words ? yet words do well.

When he that speaks them pleases those that hear.
It is a pretty youth :—not very pretty :

—

But. sure, he's proud ; and yet his pride becomes him

:

He 11 make a proper man : tlie best thing in him
Is his comple.xion ; and faster than his tongue
Did make oflfence, his eye did heal it up.

He is not very tall ; yet for his years he's tall

:

His leg is but so so ; and yet 'tis well

:

There was a pretty redness in his lip-

A little riper and more lusty red
Than that mix'd in his cheek ; 'twas just the difference
Betwi.st the constant red, and mingled damask.
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark'd hivi

In parcels, as I did. would have gone near
To fall in love with him : but, for my part,

I love him not, nor hate him not ; and yet
Have more cause to hate him than to love him :

I- or what had he to do to chide at me ?

He said mine eyes were black, and my hair black :

And, now I am remember'd, scorn'd at nie :

I marvel why I answer'd not again:
But that's all one ; omittance is no quittance.
I'll write to him a very taunting letter,

And thou shall bear it : wilt thou, Silvius t

Sil. Phebe, with all my heart.

Plu. I'll write it stra'ig(.c;

The matter's in n^.y head, and in my heart:
I will be bitter with him, and passing short.

Go with me, Silvius. [t'xeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE l.—Tlte Foj-est.

Enter Rosalind, Celia, ajid Jaques.

jfiiq. I pr'ythee, pretty youth, let me be be'tter

acquainted with thee.
Kos. They say, you are a melancholy fellow.

Jaq. I am so ; 1 do love it better than laughing.
Ros. Those that are in extremity of either ate

.ibominable fellows, and betray themselves to every
modern censure worse than drunkards.
Jaq. Why, 'tis good to be sad and say nothing.
Ros. Why, then, 'tis good to be a post.
Jaq. I have neither the scholar's melancholy,

uhich is emul.ition ; nor the musicians, which is fan-
tastical ; nor the courtier's, which is proud : nor the
•.oldier's, which is ambitious ; nor the lawyer's, which
is pohtic ; northe lady's, which is nice ; nor the lover's,
which is all these ; but it is a mel.nicholy of mine own.
compounded of many simples, extr.icted from many
objects ; and, indeed, the suiniry contempl.ition of
iny travels ; which, by often rumination, wraps me in
;i most humorous sadness.
Ros. A traveller I By my faith, you have great reason

to be sad : I fear you h.ave sold your own lands, to see
other men's ; then, to have seen much, and to have
nothing, is to have rich eyes and poor hands.
yaq. Yes, I h.ave gained my experience.

linter Orlando.
Ros. And your experience makes you sad ; I had

rather have a fool to make me merry than experience
to make me sad ; and to travel for it too I

Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind !

Jaq. Nay then. God be wi' you, an you talk in
bl.ink verse.
Kos. I-'arewell, monsieur Traveller : look you lisp,

.and wear strange suits ; disable all the benefits o(
your own country: be out of love wiih yur n.alivity,

.ind almost chide God for making you ili.ii cciunteii.mce
you are 1 or I will scarce think yon h.ive swam in

. I gondola.—{.C«/ Jaques.l Why. li.nviiow, Orlando I

where have you been all this while? You a lover I

—

An you serve me such another trick, ne\cr c(»me in

my sight more. [promise.
Orl. My fair Kos.ilind, I come within an hour of my
Ros. Break an hour's promise in love I He that

will divide a minute into a thousand parts, and blcaic
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but a part of tlie thousandth part of a minute in

ana'Tb of love, it may be said of him. that Cupid hath
Clapped him o' the shoulder, but I'll warrant him
heart-whole.

Orl. Pardon nie, dear Rosalind.
Ros. Kay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my

siijht : I had as fief be woo'd of a snail.

OrL Of a snail I

Ros. Ay, of a snail ; for thou.^h he comes slowly, he
carries his house on his head.—a better jointure, I

tJiink, than you make a woman : besides, he brings
his destiny with him.

Orl. "What's that?
Ros. Why, liorns ; that such as you are fain to be

beholden to your wives for : but he comes armed in

his fortune, and prevents the slander of his wife.
Orl. Virtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosalind is

virtuous.
Ros, And I am your Rosalind?
Cel. It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath a

Rosalind of a better leer than you.
Ros, Come, woo me, woo me ; for now I an\ in a

holiday liumour, and like enough to consent.—What
would you say to me now, an 1 were your very very
Rosalind?

Orl. I would kiss before I spoke.
Ros. Nay. you were better speak first ; and when

you were gravelled for lack of matter, you might take
occasion to kiss. Very good orators, when they are
out, they will spit ; and for lovers, lacking (God warn
us !) matter, the cleanliest shift is to kiss.

Orl, How if the kiss be denied?
Ros. Then she puts j'ou to entreaty, and there

begins new matter. [mistress ?

Ori, Who could be out, being before his beloved
Ros. Marry, that should yon, if I were. your mis-

tress; or I should think my honesty ranker than my
Orl. What, of my suit ? [wit.

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of your
suit. Am not I your Rosalind?

Orl. I take some joy to say you are, because I

tv^uld be talking of her.
Ros. Well, in ner person. I say— [ will not have you.
Orl. Then, in mine o\\'n person, I die.

Fos, No, 'faith, die by attorney. The poor world is

almost six thousand years old, and in all this time
there was not any man died in his own person, I

7'idelicel, in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains
dashed out with a Grecian club ; yet he did what he

,

could to die before ; and he is one of the patterns of,

Jove. Leander, he would have lived many a fair year, i

though Hero had turned nun, if it had not been for a
hot midsummer night ; for. good youth, he went but
forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and being taken
with the cramp, was drowned : and the foolish chro-
niclers of that age found it was—Hero of Sestos. But
these are all Hes: men have died from time to time,
and worms have eaten them, but not for love.

Orl. I would not have my right Rosalind of this

mind ; for, I protest, her frown might kill nie.

Ros. By this hand, it will not kill a fly. But come.
now I will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on
disposition ; ancl ask me what you will, I will grant it.

Orl. Then love me. Rosalind. |all.

Ros. Yes, faith wit! I, Fridays and Saturdays and
Orl. And wilt thou have me ?

Ros. Ay, and twenty such.
Orl. What .sayest thou ?

Ros. Are you not good ?

Orl. I hope so.

Ros. Why. then, can one desire too much of a good
thin*-?—Come, sister, you shall be the priest, and
marry <fS.—Give me your hand, Orlando.—What do
you say, sister?

Orl. Pray thee, marry us.

Cel. I cannot say the words.
Ros. You must begin,—" IVillyou^ Orlando"—
Cel. Go to.—^Vill you, Orlando, have to wife this
Orl. I will. [Rosalind?
Ros. Ay. but when?
Orl. Why now ; as fast as she can marry lis.

Ros. Then you must say,

—

" I take thecy Rosalind,
for 7ifi/e.

"

Orl. I take thee. Rosalind, for wife.
Ros. I might ask you for your commission ; but,

—

I do take thee. Orlando, for my husband : there's a
g?rt .*=roes before the priest ; and, certainlyj ^ woman's
tnoiight runs before her actions.

Act 4.

Orl. So do all thoughts, they are winged.
Ros. Now tell me how long you would have hi^

after you have possessed her V ,

Orl. For ever and a day.
Ros. Say a day. without the ever. No, no, Orlando

;

men are Apnl when they woo, December when thcj-
wed : maids are May when they are maids, but the
sky changes when they are wives. I will be more
jealous of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his

hen ; more clamorous than a parrot against rain ; more
new-fangled than an ape; more giddy in my desires
than a monkey : I will weep for nothing, like Diana hi

the fountain, and I will do that wlieti you are dis-

posed to be merry ; I will laugh like a hyen. and that
when thou art inclined to sleep.

Orl. But will my Rosalind do so ?

Ros. By my life, she v/ill do as I do.
Orl. O, but she is \vise.

Ros, Or else she could not have the wit to do this :

the wiser, the wayvvarder: make the doors upon a
woman's wit. and it wil! out at the casement : shut that,

and 'twill out at the key-hole ; stop that, twill fly ^vith

the smoke out at the chimney.
Orl. A man that hath a wife with such a wit, he

night say;—" IVil, •ivhitlicrivUtT'
Ros. Nay, you might keep that check for it. till you

net your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed.
Orl. Awd what wit could wit have to excuse that ?

Ros, Marrj'. to say.—she came to seek you there.
Vou shall never take her without her answer, imless
you take her without her tongue. O. that woman tha'
cannot make her fault her husband's occasion. let hc^

never nurse her child herself, for she uill breed it like

a fool.

Orl. For these two hours. Rosalind, I will leave thee.
Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours !

Orl, I must attend the duke at dinner : by two
o'clock I will be with thee again.
Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways ;— I knew

what you would prove ! my friends told me as much,
and I thought no less :—that flattering tongue of youri
won me :

—
'tis but one cast away, and so,—come,

death !—Two o'clock is your hour?
Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind.
Ros. By my troth, and in good earnest, and so God

mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not dange-
rous, if you break one jot of your promise, or come
one minute behind your hour, I will think 3'ou the
most pathetical break-promise, and the most hollow
lover, and the most unworthy of her you cail Rosalind,
that may be chosen out of the gross band of the un-
faithful : therefore, beware my censure, and keep your
promise.

Orl. With no less religion than if thou wert indeed
my Rosalind : so, adieu,
Ros. Well. Time is the old justice that examines all

such offenders, and let Time try : adieu.
{Exit Oriando.

Cel. You have simply misused our sex in your love,

prate : we nnist have your doublet and hose plucked
over your head, and show the world what the bird hath
done to her own nest.
Ros. O coi:, coz, coz. my pretty little coz, that thou

didst know how manj' fathom deep I am in love !

Hut it cannot be sounded: my affection hath an un-
known bottom, like the bay of Portugal.

Cel. Or rather, bottomless ; that as fast as you pour
alfeclion in, it runs out.
Ros. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus, that

was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, and born
of madness : that blind rascally boy, that abuses every
one's eyes, because his own are out, let him be judge
how deep I am in love :—I'll tell thee, Alicna, 1 can-
not be out of the sight of Orland© : I'll go find a sha-
dow, and sigh till he come.

Cel. And I'll sleep. [E.veunt,

SCENE 11.^A Jtotherfart of the Forest.

Enter Jaques and Lords.

yaq. Which is he that killed the deer 2

1 Lord. Sir, it was I.

yaq. Let's present him to the duke, like a Roman
conqueror ; and it would do well to set the deer's horn>
upon his head, for a brai.ch of victory.—Have you n*
song, forester, for thi^ purpose?
2 Lord. Yes, sir. [make noise enough.
yaq. Sing it : 'tis no matter how it be in tune, so it
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SONG.
Iflutt shall he tuivr. that kiltd tlu deer }

His Icitlhcr ikin, and horns to wear.
Then sin;r /lini home.

i
Tlie rest sliall hear this hurden.

Take thou no scorn to lucar the Iwrn ;

It ivas a rrest ere thou wast horn :

Thyfather'sfather wore it,

And thyfather bore it:

Tlu horn, the horn, the lusty horn.

Is not a thin^ to lauzli to scoru.
[Exeunt.

SCENE III.— r;«? Forest.

Enter Rosalind and Celia.

Ros. Howsay you now? Is it not past two o'clock?

And here much Orlando ! [brain.

Cet. 1 warrant you, with pure love and a troubled

He hath ta'en his bow and arrows, and is gone forth

—

To sleep. Look, who comes here.

Enter Silvius.

Sil. My errand is to you, fair youtli ;—
My gentle Phebe did bid me give you this

:

[GiTjiii^a letter.

I know not the contents; but, as I guess
Hy the stem brow and waspish action

Which she did use as she was writing of it.

It bears an angry tenor : pardon me,
I am but as a guiltless messenger.
Ros. Patience herself wouUl startle at this letter,

-\nd play the swaggerer : bear this, bear all

:

She says I am not fair ; that I lack manners ;

She calls me proud ; and th.it she could not love me.
Were man as rare as Plm-nix. Od's my will !

Her love is not the hare that I do hunt

:

Why writes she so to me?—Well, shepherd, well.

This is a letter of your ov/n device.

.Sil. No, I protest, I know not the contents :

Pliebe did write it.

Ros. Come, come, you are a fool.

And tum'd into the extremity of love.

I saw her hand : she has a leathern hand,
.\ freestone-colour'd hand ; I verily did think

That her old gloves were on, but 'twas her hands

:

She has a housewife's hand ; but that's no matter

:

I say, she never did invent this letter;

This is a man's invention, and his hand.
Sil. Sure, it is hers.

Ros. Why. 'tis a boisterous and a cruel style,

.\ style fur challengers ; why she defies me.
Like Turk to Christian : woman's gentle brain

Could not drop forth such giant-nide invention.

Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect

Than in their countenance.—Will you hear the

letter V

,">(/. So please you, for I never heard it yet

;

^'ct heard too much of I'hebe's cruelty.

Ros. She Phebes me : mark how the tyrant writes.

\Reads.}
"Art thou god to sliefilierd tttrn'd.

That a maiden's luart liath burn'd ?"

Can a woimin rail thus?
Sil. Call you this railing*

Ros. {Reads.

\

" IVhy, thy godhead laid apart.
Warn''St thvn with a luoman's heart .2"

—

Did you ever hear such railing?—

\ Reads.

\

•• tl^hiles the eye of man did luoo to me.
Thai could do no -vengeance to Me."—

Meaning me a beast.

—

I
Reads. ]

" ffthe scorn ofyour brisrht eyne
Have power to raise such love in mine,
Alack, in me what strange effect

trouldtluy work in mild aspect I

Whiles you chid me, / did love ;

Hmu tlun tni);hl your prayers move I

He that brings this love to thee.

Little knows Ihit lore in me:
And by him seat up thy mind ;

Whether tluit thy youth and kind
Will titefaithful offer take
Ofme, and all tifnt I can make ;
Or else by him my love deny.
And titen Til stiidy lurw to die."*

Sil. Call you this chiding?

Ccl. Alas, poor shepherd!
Ros. Do you pity him? no, he deserve.? no pity.—

Wilt thou love such a woman?—What, to make thee

;in instrument, and play false strains upon thee ! not

to be endured !—Well, go your way to her, (for I see.

love hath made thee a tame snake.) and say this to

her :—that if she love me, I charge her to love thee ;'" f

she will not, I will never have her ; unless thou entreat

for her.—If you be a true lover, hence, and not a word ;

for here comes more company. [Exit Silvius.

Enter Oliver.

Oli. Good morrow, fair ones : pray you if you know.
Where in the purlieus of this forest stands

A sheepcote, fenc'd about with olive-trees?

Ccl. West of this place, down in the neighbour
bottom ;

The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream.

Left on your right hand, brings you to the place.

But at this hour the house doth keep itself;

There's none within.

Oli. If that an eye may profit by a tongue.

Then should I know you by description ;

Such gannents, and such years :— " The boy is fair.

Offemalefavour, and bestows himself
Like a ripe sister : but the woman tow,

.Lnd brorwner than her brother." Are not you
The owner of the house I did enquire for?

Cel. It is 110 boast, being ask'd to say, we are.

Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you both
And to that youth he calls his Rosalind,

He sends this bloody napkin :—are you he ?

Ros. I am : what must we understand by this ?

Oli. Some of my shame ; if you will know of me
What man I ain, and how, and why, and where
This handkerchief was stain'd.

Cel. I pray you, tell it.

Oli. ^VTlen last the young Orlando parted from you
He left a promise to return again
\Vithin an hour ; and, pacing through the forest,

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy,

Lo ! what befell I he threw his eye aside.

And, mark, what object did present itself

:

Under an old oak. whose boughs were moss'd with ag»
And high top bald with dry antiquity,

A wretched ragged man, o'ergrown with hair,

I_ay sleeping on his back : about his neck
A green and gilded snake had wreath'd itself,

AVho with her head, nimble in threats, approac h'd

The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly.
Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itself.

And with indented glides did slip away
Into a bush : under which bush's shade
A lioness, with udders all drawn dry.

Lay couching, head on ground, with catlike watch^
Wlien that the sleeping man should stir ; for 'tis

T he royal disposition of that beast.

To prey on nothing that doth seem as dead :

s seen, Orlando did approach the man.
And found it was his brother, his elder brother.

Cel. O, I have heard him speak of t.-.at same brother;

And he did render him the most unnatural
That liv'd 'mongst men.

H. And well he in-glit so do,

For well I know he was unnatural.
Ros. But, to Orlando :—did he leave him there.

Food to the suck'd and hungry lioness?

H. 'Twice did he turn his back, and purpos'd so ;

But kindness, nobler ever than reienge.
And nature, stronger than his just occasion.

Made him give battle to the lioness.

Who quickly fell before him : in which hurtling.

From miserable slumber I awak'd.
Cel. Are you his brother?
Ros. Was it you he rescu'd ?

Cel. Was't you that did so oft contrive to kill hiinV

Oli. 'Twas 1 ; but 'tis not I : I do not sli.unc

To tell you what I was, since my conversion
So sweetly t.istes, being the thing I .im.

Ros. But, for the bloody napkm?—
Oli. By and by.

Wlien from the first lo last, betwixt us two,
Tears our recountments had most kindly bath'd.
As. how I came into that desert i>lace ;

—

In brief, he led me to the gentle duke.
Who gave me fresh array .ind eiitcrt.iimiicnt,

Conunitting me unto my liruther's love

;

Who led me instantly unto his cave.
There strii>p'»l himself, .iiul hcru uoon his arm
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Tile lioness had torn some flesh away,
Which all this while had bled ; and now he fainted,
And cried, in fainting, upon Rosalind.
Brief, I recover'd hiiii, bound np his wound ;

And, after some small space, being strong at heart.
He sent nie hither, stranger ;is I am.
To tell this story, that you mii^ht excuse
His broken promise, and to give this napkin.
Dyed in his blood, unto the shepherd youth
That he in sport doth call his Rosalind.

Cel. (RosaJind s7voons. | Why, how now, Ganymede !

sweet Ganymede

!

0/i. Many will swoon when they do look on blood.
Ce/. There is more in it.—Cousin!—Ganymede !

0/2'. Look, he recovers.
Ros. I would I were at lionie.

<-f/. We'll lead you thither.—
I pray you, will you take him by the armV

Oh'. I3e of good cheer, youth :—you a man ? You
A man's heart. [lack

Jios. I do so, I confess it. Ah, sirrah, a body wouUl
think this was well counterfeited: I pray you, tell

your brotlier how well I counterfeited.—Heigh ho I—
0/t. This was not counterfeit : there is too great tes-

timony in your comple-vion, that it was a passion of
Jios. Counterfeit, I assure you. [earnest.
Oil. Well then, take a good heart, and counterfeit

to be a man. [woman by right.
J^os. So I do : but, i* faith, I should have been a
CeL Come, you look paler and paler ; pray you,

draw homewards.—Good sir. go with us.
Oh'. That will I, for I must bear answer back

How you excuse my brother. Rosalind.
Jios. 1 shall devise something. But, I pray you,

commend my counterfeiting to luin :—^wiU you go 'i

\_BxeuiU.

ACT V.

SCENE I.— The Forest.

Enter Touchstone a7td Audrey.

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey; patience,
gentle Audrey.
And. 'Faith, the priest was good enough, for all

the old gentleman's saying.

_
Totcch. A most wicked' Sir Oliver, Audrey, a mo.st

vile Mar-text. But, Audrey, there is a youth here in

the forest lays claim to you.
Aud. Ay, I know who 'tis: he hath no interest in

iiie in the world : here comes the man you mean.
Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown :

by my troth, we that have good wits have much to
answer for ; we shall be flouting ; we cannot hold.

Enter William.
jyitL Good even, Audrey.
And. God ye good even, AV'illiam.

It'iti. And good even to you, sir.

Touch. Good even, gentle friend. Cover thy head,
cover thy head; nay, pr'ythee, be covered. How old

JVill. Five and twenty, sir. [are you, friend ?

Touch. A ripe age. Is thy name 'VVilliam';

mil. WiUiain, sir.

Touch. A fair name. Wast born i' the forest here

!

IViil. Ay, sir, I tliank God.
'

Touch. Thank God ;—a good answer. Art rich '

//-';'//. 'Faith, sir, so so.

Touch. So so, is good, very good, very excellent
good:—and yet it is not; it is but so so. Art thou

Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. (wise?
Touch. Why, thou sayest well. I do now remember

a saying,—"The fool doth think he is wise; but the
wise man knows himself to be a fool." The heathen
philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a gr.ipe,
would open his lips when he put it into his mouth

;

nieaning thereby, tli.it grapes were made to eat, ancl
\ips to open. You do love this maid?

IVill. I do, sir.

Touch, Give me your hand. Art thou learned S

ivm. No, sir.

Touch. Then learn this of nic : to have, is to have

;

for it is a figure in rhetoric, that drink, being poured
out of a cup into a glass, by filling the one doth empty
the other; for all your writers do consent that i^se is

he ; now, you are not ipse, for I am he.
Will. Which he, sir?

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman.

Act 5.

Therefore, you clovim, abandon, —which is in the
vulgar, leave,—the society,—which in the boorish is,

company,—of this female,—which in the common is.

woman ; which together is, abandon the society of
tills female, or, clown, thou perishest ; or, to thy better

understanding, diest ; or, to wit, I kill thee, make
thee away, translate thy life into deatli, thy liberty

into bondage : I will deal in poison with thee, or in

bastinado, or in steel ; I will bandy with thee in fac-

tion : I will o'errun thee with policy : I will kill thee a
hundred and fifty ways : therefore tremble, and depart.
Aud. Do, good William.
Will. God rest you meriy, sir. \Exit.

Enter Corin.
Cor. Our master and mistress seek you ; come,

away, away 1

Toicch. "Trip, Audrey, trip, Audrey.—I attend, 1

attend. {Exeunt.

SCENE \\.—The Forest.

Enter Orlando and Oliver.

Orl. Is 't possible, that on so little acquaintance you
should like her? that, but seeing, you should love her'/

and, loving, woo? and. wooing, she should grant? and
will you persever to enjoy her?

Oti. Neither call the giddiness of it in que.stion. the
poverty of her, the small acquaintance, my sudden
wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; but say with me,
I love Aliena ; say with her, that she loves me ; con-
sent with both, that we may enjoy each other : it shall

be to your good ; fur my father's house and all the
revenue that was old Sir Rowland's, will I estate upon
you, and here live and die a shepherd.

Orl. You have my consent. Let your wedding be
to-morrow : thither will I invite the duke, and all his

contented followers. Go you and prepare Ahena;
for, look you, here comes my Rosalind.

Enter Rosalind.

Ros. God save you, brother.
Oil. And you, fair sister. [Exit.

Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to sec
thee wear thy heart in a scarf 1

Orl. It is my arm.
Ros. I thought thy heart had been wounded with

the claws of a lion.

Orl. Wounded it is, but with the eyes of a lady.
Ros. Did your brotlier tell you how 1 counterfeited

to swoon, when he showed me your handkerchief?
Orl. ,\v, and greater wonders than that.

Ros. Oh, I know where you are :—nay. 'tis true

:

there was never anj' thing so sudden, but the fight of
two rams, and Ccesar's thrasonical brag of—"I came,
saw, and overcame :" for your brother and my sister

no sooner met, but they looked ; no sooner looked,
but they loved ; no sooner loved, but they sighed ; no
sooner sighed, but tliey asked one iuiolher the reason :

110 sooner knew the reason, 'out they sought the
remedy: and in these degrees have they made .a pair

of stairs to marriage, which they will climb incontinent,

or else be incontinent before marriage : they are in

the very wrath of love, and they will together ; clubs

cannot part them.
Orl. They shall be married to-morrow ; and I will

bid the duke to the nuptial. But, O, how bitter a
thing it is to look int" happiness through anotlier

man's eyes 1 By so much the more shall I to-morrow
be at the height of heart-heaviness, by how niiich I

;hall think my brother happy in having what he wishes
for. [for Rosalind;
Ros. Why then, to-morrow I cannot serve your turn
Orl. I can live no longer hy thinking.
Ros. I will weary you. then, no longer with idle

talking. Know of iiie, then, (for now I speak to some
purpose,) that I know you are a gentleman of goixl

conceit: I speak not this, that you .shouUl bear a goud
opinion of my knowletlge, insomuch 1 say I know yon
are; neither do 1 labour for a greater esteem than
may in some little measure draw a belief from you, tc

do yourself good, and not to grace me. Believe then,

if you please, that I can do strange things: I have,
since I was three years old, converse<l with a magi-
cian, most jirofound in his art, .and yet not damnable.
If you do love Ros.ilind so near the heart as youi
g-esfure cries it out. when your brother marries Aliena,

snail you marry her : I know into what straits of for-

tune she is driven ; and it is not impossible to me, if it

appear not inconvenient to you, to set her before your

1
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eyes to-morrow, luiman as she is, and without any
• lansfer.

O'rl. Speakest thoii in sober meanings!
Ros. By my life. I do ; which 1 tender dearly,

though 1 say 1 am a magician. Therefore, put you in

your best array, bid your friends ; for if you will be
jiarrietl to-morrow, you shall ; and to Rosalind, if you
rill.—Look, here comes -a lover of mine, and a lover

of hers.
Enter Silvius and Phebe.

Plu. Youth, you hax-e done me nuich ungentleness.
To show the letter that 1 writ to you.

Ros. I care not. if I have : it is my study
To seem despiteful and ungentle to you :

^'ou are there follow'tl by a faithful shepherd ;

Look upon him. love him ; he worships you.
Phf. Go<id shepherd, tell llusyouth what 'tistolove.

Sil. ]t is to be all made of sighs and tears ;

—

And so an» I for Phel>e.
Ph<;. And I for Ganymede,
Orl. And I for Rasalind.
Ros. Ami I for no woman.
Sil. It is to be all made of faith and service ;

—

And so anr 1 for Phebe.
Pile. And I for Ganymede.
Orl. And I for Rosalind.
Ros. .-Vnd I for no woman.
Sit. It is to be all made of fantasy.

All made of passion, and all made of wishes

;

.^11 adoration, duty, and observance ;

All hiinibleness. all patience, and impatience

:

All purity, all trial, all observance

;

And so am I for Phebe.
Plir. And so .im I for Ganymede.
Orl. And so am I for Rosalind.
Ros. And so am I for no woman.
Phe. [To Rosalind.] If this be so, why blame you

me to love you?
Si/. [ To Phebe. ] If this be so, whj- blame you me to

j

love you ?
j

Or!. If this be so, why blame you me to love you! |

Ros. Whom do you speak to,
—" why blame you me .

to love you!"
Orl. To her, that is not here, nor doth not hear. [

Ros. Pray you. no more c>i this : 'tis like the howl-

1

ingof Irish wolves asfainst the moon.

—

{To Silvius.j Ii

will help you if I can :-{ To Phebe. 1 I would love you.
jf 1 could.—To-morrow meet me all together.—{ To
Phebe.) I will marry you, if ever I marry a woman,
and III be married to-morrow:—( 7V; Orlando.) 1 will

satisfy you, if ever I satisfied man, and you sliall be t

marned to-morrow :—(TV Silvius.) I will content yon,'
if what pleases you contents you, and you shall be
married to-morrow.—-[ To Orlando. ) As you love Rosa-
lind, meet:—( 7V> Silvius. ) As you love Phebe, meet:
and as I love no woman, I'll meet.—So, fare you well

:

i have left you commands.
sa. I'll not fail, if 1 live.

Plu. Nor I.

Orl. Nor t.

Bet~ufen t)it acrts ofthe rye.

With a Itty, <i>ui a ho, and a Itey no'ii'io.

Thesepretty countryfolks ivoiiid tie.

In th^ spring- titne, &c.

This carol tltey bei^an that itour,

U'ith a liey, and a ho, and a hey no^tino,
Ho^v that a life was hut aflo~uer
Ik the spring time, &v.

And therefore take thepresent time,
ll^ith a Jiey, and a ho, and a hey Konino ;

For love is crowned with the prime,
lit the spring time, &'C.

Touch. Truly, young gentleman, though ther6 was
no great matter in the ditty, yet tiie note'was very un-
tuneable.

I Pa^e. You are deceived, sir : nve kept time, we
lost not our time.

Touch. By my troth, yes; I count it but time lost to
he.ir such a foolish song. God be wi' you ; and God
mend your voices !—Come, Audrey. [£.\-eiint.

SCENE l\\—Anotherpart oftlu: Forest.

Filter Duke Senior, Amiens, Jaques, Orlando,
(Jliver, and Celia.

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy
Can do all this that he hath promised ! [not

;

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do
As those that fe;ir they hope, and know they fear.

Enter Rosalind. Silvius, and Phebe.
Ros. Patience once more, whiles our compact is

urg'd :

—

[ To tltei Duke. ] You say, if I bring in your Rosalind,
You will bestow her on Orlando here!
Duke S. That would 1. had I kingdoms to give with

her.
Ros. [To Orlando.) And you say, you will have her

when 1 bring her?
Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king.
Ros. [To Phebe.) You say, you'll marry me, if I'-je

willing?
Phe. That will I, should I die the hour after.
Ros. But if you do refuse to marry me,

You'll give yourself to this most faithful sliepherd?
J'he. So is the bargain.
Ros. [ To Silvius. ] You say, that youll have Phebe,

if she will

!

Sil. Though to have her and death were both one
thing.

Ros. I have promis'd to make all this matter even.
Keep you your word. O duke, to give your daughter ;—
You yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter :—
Keep your word, Phebe, that you'll marry me,
(.)r else, refusing me. to wed this shepherd :

—

Keel* your word, Silvius, that you'll marry her.
If she refuse me :—and from hence I go,
To make these doubts all even.

[Fxcniit Rosalind and Celia.
Duke S. I do remember in this shepherd boy

SCENE \\\.—A notlurpart of tlu Forest.

Enter Touchstone and Audrey.

Touch. To-morrow is the joyful day, Audrey ; to-

morrow will we be m.irrieil.

And. 1 do desire it with all my heart ; and I hoj.e it

is no dishonest desire, to desire to be a woman of the
world. Here come two of the banished duke's pagei

Enter two Pages.
J Page. ^Vell met, honest gentleman.
Touch. By my troth, well met. Come, sit, dt, and

a song.
2 Page. 'We arc for you : sit i' the middle.
1 Pa^e. Shall we clajj into 't roundly, without h.'iwk-

ing, or spitting, or siiying we are hoarse, which arc
the only prologues to a bad voice ?

2 Page. V faith, i' faith ; and both in a tune, like
two gypsies on a horse.

SONG.
// -was a lover and his lass,

It'ith a hey, and a ho, and a hey nom'no,
Tliat oer the green corn-lietd didpass
In the spring time^,the onlypretty ring time,

II hen liirds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ;
Sweet lr,iers love the spring

\F\v„„r 'Some lively touches of my daughter's favi
'

I
Orl. My lord, the first time tliat I ever saw hii

Methought he was a brother to your daughter :

Hut. my good lord, this boy is forest -born,
.\nd hath been tutor'd in tlie rudiments
( 'f many desperate stmlies by his uncle.
Whom he reports to be a great magician,
Obscured in the circle of this forest.

yaq. There is, sure, another flood toward, and these
couples are coming to the ark.

—

[Enter Touchstoiie
ana Audrey.]— Here comes a pair of very strange
beasts, which in all tongues are called fools.

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all I

faif. Good my lord, bid hiju welcome : this is the
MioUcy-niinded gentleman, that 1 have so often met
in the forest : he hath been a courtier, he swears.

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me to
my purgation. I h.ive trod a mc.isurc : I have flat-

tered a lady; I have been jjolitic witli my friend,
sniooth with mine enemy ; 1 h.ive undone three
tailors; I have had four quarrels, and like to have
f(,tight one.

fail. And how wa.s that ta'en up!
Touch. 'Faith, we met, and found the qu,lrrel t as

upon the seventh cause.
yaq. How seventh cause!—Good my lord, like this

fellow.
Duke S. 1 like him very well.



AS YOU LIKE IT.

Touch. God 'ild you, sir; I desire you of the like.

I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the country
copulatives, to swear, and to forswear ; according as
marriage binds and blood breaks :—a poor virgin, sir,

an ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine own ; a poor humour
of mine, sir, to take that that no man else will: rich

honesty dwells like a miser, sir, m a poor house, as
your pearl in your foul oyster. [tious.

Ditke S. By my faith, he is very swift and stnten-
Touch. According to the fool's bolt, sir, and such

dulcet diseases.
yaq. But, for the seventh cause ; how did you find

the quarrel on the seventli cause V

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed: — bear
your body more seeming, Audrey :—as thus, sir. I

aid dislike the cut of a certain courtier's beard : he
sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut well.

he was in tlie mind it was : this is called the Retort
courteous. If I sent him word again, it was not well

cut, he would send me word, he cut it to please him-
self : this is called the Quip modest. If atjain, it was
not well cut, he disabled my judgment : this is called
the Reply churlish. If again, it was not well cut, he
would answer, 1 spake not true : this is called the Re-
proof valiant ; if again, it was notwell cut,he would say,

I lie : this is called the Countercheck quarrelsome

;

and so to the I-ie circumstantial, and the Lie direct.

Jaq. And how oft did you say, his beard was not
well cut?

Touch. I durst go no farther than the Lie circum-
stantial, nor he durst not give me the Lie direct ; and
so we measured swords, and parted.

jFaq. Can you nom.inate in order now the de-
grees of the lie?

Tojich. O sir, we quarrel in print, by the book ; as
you have books for good manners : I will name you
the degrees. The first, the Retort courteous ; the
second, the Quip modest ; the third, the Reply churl-

ish ; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the fifth, tlie

Countercheck quarrelsome ; the sixth, the Lie with
circumstance ; the seventh, the Lie direct. All these
you may avoid, but the Lie direct ; and you may avoid
that too, with an " if." I knew when seven justices

could not take up a quarrel; but when the parties

were met thentselves, one of them thought but of an
"if," as " If you said so, then I said so ;" and they
shook hands, and swore brothers. Your " if " is the
only peace-maker ; much virtue in ** if"

Jaq. Is not this a rare fellow, my lord ? he 's as good
at any thing, and yet a fool.

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, and
under the presentation of that, he shoots his wit.

Hym. Then is there viirih in Jieaven^
When earthly things made eve7i

Atone together.

Good duke, receive thy daughter :

HytnenjTrom heaven lirought her ;

Yea, brought her hither.

That thou tnightstjoin her hand -with his.

Whose heart within her liosotn is.

Ros. [To Duke S.] To you I give myself, for I am
yours.

—

[ To Orlando.] To you I give myself, for I am yours.

Duie S. If there be truth in sight, you are my
daughter.

Orl. If there be truth in sight, you are my Rosa-
lind.

Phe. If sight and shape be true,

Why then,—my love adieu I

Ros. [To Duke S.] I'll have no father, if you be
not he

:

[ To Orlando. ) I'll have no husband, if you be not he :—
[To Phebe.] Nor ne'er wed woman, if you be not she.

Hym. Peace, ho ! I bar con/usion :

' Tis I tnust maie coucliision

Of these most strange events

:

Here 's eight that must take hands
ToJoin in Hymen's bands.

If truth holds true contents.

[ To Orlando and Rosalind.] You and you no
cross shall part :—

-

[ To Oliver a)td Celia. ] You and you are heart
in heart :

—

( To Phebe.] You to his love must accord.
Or have a woman to your lord ;

—

Acts-

( To Touchstone and Audrey.] You .-md

you are sure together.
As the winter to foul weather.
Whiles a wedlock h>Tim we sing.

Feed yourselves with questioning
;

That reason wonder may diminish.
How thus we met, and these things finish.

SONG.
Wedding is great Juno's croiun :

O blessed bond 0/board and bed !

^Tis Hymen peoples every town :

High luedlock, then, be hoiour^d

:

Honour, high hojiottr and renown.
To Hytnen, god ofevery toiun.

Duke S. O my dear niece, welcome thou art to me I

Even daughter, welcome in no less degree.
PJic. [ to Silvius.] I will not eat my word, now thou

art mine ;

Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine.

Enter Jaques de Bois.

Jaq. de B. Let me have audience for a word or two

;

I am the second son of old Sir Rowland,
Tliat bring these tidings to this fair assembly.

—

Uuke Frederick, hearing how that every day
Men of great worth resorted to this forest,

-Address d a mighty power ; which were on foot.

In hi-^ own conduct, purposely to take
1 lis brother here, and put hiui to the sword

:

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came ;

^V'here, meeting with an old religious man.
After some question with him, was converted
Both from his enterprise and from the world ;

His crown bequeathing to his banish'd brother.
And all their lands res'tor'd to them again.
That were with him exild. This to be true,

1 do engage my life.

Duke's. Welcome, young man ;

Thou offer'st fairly to thy brothers' wedding :

To one, his lands withheld ; and to the other,

A land itself at large, a potent dukedom.
First, in this forest, let us do those ends
Tliat here were well begun, and well begot

:

.\nd after, every of this happy number.
That have endur'd shrewd days and nights with us.

Shall share the good of our returned fortune,

.\ccording to the measure of their states.

Meantime, forget this new-fall'n dignity,

And fall into our rustic revelry.

—

Play, music !—and you. brides and bridegrooms all.

With measure heap'd in joy, to the measures fall.

Jaq. Sir, by your patience :—if I heard you rightly,

The duke hath put on a reUgious ife.

And thrown into neglect the pompous court?

Jaq. de B. He hath.

Jaq. To him will I : out of these convertites

There is much matter to be heard and learn'd.

—

( To Duke S.] You to your former honour I beque.ath :

^'our patience, and your virtue, well deserve it:

—

(
J'o Orlando.) You to a love, that your true faith

doth merit :

—

[ To Oliver.] You to your land, and love, and great
allies :

—

1 To Silvius.] You to a long and well deserved bed:—
[To Touchstone.] And you to wnangling ; for thy

loving voyage
Is but for two month's victual'd.—So, to your pleasures

:

I am for other than for dancing measures.
Duke S. Stay, Jaques, stay.

Jaq. To see no pastime. I :—what you would have,
I'll stay to know at your .abandon'd cave. [Exit.

Duke S. Proceed, proceed : we will begin these
rites,

.Vs we do trust they'll end, in true delights.

EPILOGUE..

Ros. It io not the fashion to see the lady the

epilog^ie : but it is no more imhandsome, th.in to see

the lord the prologue. If it be true that good wine
needs no bush, 'tis true that a good |)lay needs no
epilogue : yet to good wine they do use good bushes:
and good plays prove the better by the help of ijood

epilogues. What a case am I in, then, th.it am neither

a good epilogue, nor canno.t insinuate with you in the

belialf of a good play 1 I am not furnished like a
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bejrsnr. therefore to ben will not become nie : my way
is, to conjure you ; and I'll bejjin with the women. I

charijc you, O women, for the love you bear to men,
to like as much of this play as please you : and I

charge you. O men, for the love you bear to women,
(.IS 1 perceive by your simpering none of you hate

them,) that between you and the women, "the play

may please. If I were a woman, I would kiss as

many of you as had beards that pleased me, com-
lilexions that liked me, and breaths tliat I defied not

:

and, 1 am sure, as many as have t^ood beards, or ,^oocl

faces, or sweet breaths, will, for my kind offer, when
I make court sy, bid me farewell. [_Hx<:unt,

Taming of the Shrew,
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lista and Petruchio.

SCE'SE,—Sof/utzttt£S in Padua; and sometijnes in Petriichio's House in the Country*

INDUCTION.
SCENE \.—Before an Alehouse on a Heath.

Enter Hostess and Sly.

Siy. ITlpheeseyou. in faith.

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue !

Siy. Y' are a baj^g^aj^e : the Slys are no roi^ues;

look in the chronicles, we came in with Richard Con-
queror. Therefore, paiwas pallabris ; let the world
slide : Sessa !

Host. You will not pay for the glasses you have
burst?

Sly, No, not a denier. Goby, Saint Jeroniray,—Go
to thy cold bed, and wann thee.

Host. I know my remedy; I must go fetch the
Uiirdborough. {JSxit.

Siy. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough. I'll answer
l.im by law ; I'll not budge an inch, boy : let him come,
Lind kmdiy. [Lies dorwn on the ground^ and/alls

asleep.

Wind Horns. linter a EoTd/rofn huntings with
Huntsmen and Servants.

Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well njy
hounds

:

Hrach Merriman,—the poor cur is cmboss'd;
\nd couple Clowder with the deep-niouth'd brach.
S-iw'st thou not, l5oy, how Silv*;r made it good
\t the hed>;c corner, in tlie coldest fault?

I wtnibl not lose the dojj for twentj' pound.
I /lun. Why, Bellman is as (jood as he, my lord ;

He cried upon it at the merest luss,

And twice to-day picked out the dullest scent

:

Trust me, I take him for the better dog.
Lord. Thou art a fool : if Echo were as fleet,

I would esteem him worth a dozen such.
But sup them well, and look unto them all

:

To-morrow I intend to hunt again.
1 Hun. I will, niy lortl.

Lord. [Sees Sly.J^Vhat's here? one dead, or drunk y

Sec, doln he breathe?
2 Hun. He breathes, my lord ; wore he not

warm'd with iUe,
This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly.
Lord. O monstrous be^ist t how like a swine tic-

lies

!

Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine iin.'ii;e 1

Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man

—

What think you, if he were conveyd to bed.
AVrapp'd in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers,

A most delicious banquet by his bed,
And brave attendants near him when he wakes.
Would not the beggar then forget himself V

I Hun. Believe me, lord, I think he cannot choose.
'J Hun. It would seem strange unto liim when he

wak'd.
Lord. Even asaflattering dream, or worthless fancy-

Then take him up, and manage well the jest

:

Carry him gently to my fairest chamber,
AikI hang it round with all my wanton pictures :

Halm his foul head in warm distilled waters,
A lid Ijurn sweet wood to make the lodging sweet

:

Procure me music ready when he wakes.
T<j make a dulcet and a heavenly sound

;

.\iid if he chance to speak, be ready straight.

And, with a tow submissive reverence,
Say,—Wliat is it your honour will conunand?
Let one attend him with a silver basin
Full of rose-water, and bestrew'd with flowers ;

Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper,
A lid say,—Will 't please your lordship cool your hands
Some one be ready with a costly suit.

.\nd ask him what apparel he will wear

;

Another tell him of his hounds and horse.
And that his lady nmurns at his disease;
Persuade him that he hath been lunatic;
And. when he says he is--—say that he dreams,
For lie is nothing but a mighty lord.

This do, and do it kindly, "gentle sirs

:

It will be pastime passing excellent.
If it be luisbandcil with modesty.

I //7fn. My lor<l. I warrant you, we will play our
As he shall think, by our true diligence, (p-^i'L.

He is no less than what we say he is.

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him ;

And each one to his office when he wakes.
(Sly is dome oitt. A trumpet sounds.

Sirrah, go see what trumpet 'tis that sounds ;

[ /•":»:('/ Servant,
li'ilike. some noble gentleman, that means,
1 ravclhng some journey, to repose him here.

Re-enter Servant.
How now! who is it?

Serv. An it please your honour,
}'iaycn» that offer service to your lordship.



Lord. Bid them come near.
Enter Players.

Now, fellows, you are welcome
Players. We thank your honour.
Lord. Do you intend to stay- with rae to-ni.^ht ?

2 Play. So please your lorciship to accept our duty,
Lord. With all my heart.—This fellow I remember,

Since once he play'd a farmer's eldest son :

Twas where you woo'd the gentlewoman so well

:

1 have forafot your name ; but, sure, that part
Was aptly fitted and naturally perfonu'd.

I Play. I think 'twas Soto that your honour means.
Lord. 'Tis very true : thou didst it excellent.

—

Well, you are come to me in happy time
;

The rather for I have some sport in hand,
Wherein your cunnintf can assist me much.
There is a lord will hear you play to-night

:

But I am doubtful of your modesties ;

I -est, over-eying of his odd behaviour,
{For yet his honour never heard a play,)
"V'ou break into some merry passion.
And so offend him ; for I tell you, sirs.

If you should smile, he grows impatient.
I Play. Fear not. my lord : we can contain ourselves,

"Were he the veriest antick in tlie world.
Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery,

And give them friendly welcome everj- one

:

Let them want nothing that my house affords.

—

\Exeu7it Servant and Players,
r To a Servant.] Sirrah, go you to Bartholomewmy page.
And see him dress'd in all suits like a lady

:

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber

;

And call him madam, do hun obeisance.
Tell him from me, (as he will win my love,)
He bear himself with honourable action,
Such as he hath observ'd in noble ladies
Unto their lords, by them accomplished

:

Such duty to the drunkard let him do.
With soft low ton«Tje and lowly courtesy;
And say,—What is 't your honour will command,
Wherein your lady and your humble wife
May show her duty, and make known her love ?

And then,—with kind embracements, tempting kisses,
And with declining head into his bosom,
Bid him shed tears, as being overjoy'd
To see her noble lord restor d to health,
Who for this seven years hath esteem'd him
No better than a poor and loathsome beggar

:

And if the boy have not a woman's gift

To rain a shower of commanded tears.
An onion will do well for such a shift

;

Which, in a napkin being close convey'd.
Shall in despite enforce a watery eye.
See this despatchd with all the haste thou canst

:

Anon I'll give thee more instructions.

\ExU Servant.
I know the boy will well usurp the grace,
Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman

:

I long to hear him call the drunkard husband ;

And how my men will stay themselves from laughter.
When they do homage to this simple peasant.
X'Vi in to counsel them ; haply my presence
May well abate the over merry spleen.
Which otherwise would grow into extremes.

\Exeunt,

SCENE II.

—

A bedchainberin the Lord's House.

S\y is discovered in a rich ntght^aivHt 7vUh Atten-
dants: so>ne with apparel^ others with baszfi^ ewer,
and appurtenances. Enter Lord, dressed like a
servant.

Sly. [iral-in^!^.] For God's sake, a pot of small ale.

xServ. Will't please your lordship drink a cup of
sack? [serves?

2 Serv. Will *t please your honour taste of these con-
3 Serv. What raiment will your honour wear to-day?
Sly. I am Christophero Sly ; call not me honour,

nor lordship ; 1 ne'er drank sack in my life ; and if

you give me any conserves, give me conseiTes of beef:
ne'er ask me what raiment 1*11 wear; for I have no
more doublets than backs, no more stockings than
legs, nor no more shoes than feet : nay, sometime
more feet than slioes, or such shoes as my toes look
througli the overleather.
Lord. Heaven cease this idle humour in your honour 1

O, that a mighty man, of such descent,
Of such possessions, and so high esteem,
Should be infused wkh so foul a spirit I

TAMING OF THE SHREW. Induction,

Sly. What I would you make mc mad? Am not I

Cliristopher Sly. old Sly's son, of Burton-heath ; by
')iith a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by trans-
I nutation a bear-herd, and now by present profession
a tinker ? Ask Marian Hacket, the fat ale-wife of
W'incot, if she know me not : if she say I am not four-
feen jience on the score for sheer ale, score me up for
the lyingest knave in Christendom. What \ I am not
bestraught : liere's

—

1 Serv. O, this it is that makes your lady mourn.
2 So-v. O, this it is that makes your servants droop.
Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred shun your

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. [house,
O noble lord, bethink thee of thy birth ;'

Call home thy ancient thous^hts from banishment,
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams.
Look how thy servants do attend on thee,
Each in his office ready at thy beck.
^Vilt thou have music? hark I Apollo plays,
And twenty caged nightingales do sing : \^Ilisic.

Or wilt thou sleep ? we'll have thee to a couch
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed
On purpose trimm'd up for Semiramis.
Say thou wilt Avalk ; we will bestrew the ground :

Or wilt thou ride, thy horses shall be trapp'd.
Their harness studded all with gold and pearL
Dost thou love hawking ? thou hast hawks will soar
Above the morning lark : or wilt thou hunt?
Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them,
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth.

I Se7-v. Say thou wilt course ; thy greyhounds are
as swift

.\s breathfed stags, ay. fleeter than the roe.
SerzK Dost thou love pictures? we will fetch thee

straight
Adonis painted hy a running brook,
.-Vnd Cytherea all in sedges nid,
AV'hich seem to move and wanton with her breatli,
Hven as the waving sedges play with wind.
Lord. We'll show thee lo as she was a maid.

And how she was beguiled and surpris'd.
As lively painted as the deed was done.

3 Serv. Or Daphne roaming through a thorny wood,
Scratching her legs, that one shall swear she bleeds ;

And at that sight'shall sad Apollo weep.
So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn.
Lord. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord

:

Thou hast a lady far more beautiful

'

Than any woman in this waning age.
T Serv. And. till the tearsthatshe hath shedfortliee.

Like envious floods, o'er-ran her lovely face.
She was the fairest creature in the world ;

And yet she is inferior to none.
Sly. Am I a lord? and have I such a lady 2

Or do I dream, or have I dream'd till now?
I do not sleep : I see, I hear. I speak

;

I smell sweet savours ; and I feel soft thiugs :

—

Upon my life, I am a lord, indeed ;

.And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly.
Well, bring our lady hither to our sight

;

And once again, a pot o' the smallest ale.

2 Sei'v. Will 't please your mightiness to wash vour
hands?
[Servants /fi?jc«/rt* eioer, basin, and napkin.

O, how we joy to see your wit restor'd 1

O, that once more you knew hut what you are

!

Tliese fifteen years you have been in a dream ;

Or, when you wak'd, so wak'd as if you slept.
Sly. These fifteen years ! by my fay. a goodly nap.

But did I never speak of all that time ?

I Serv. O, yes, my lord ; but very idle words

:

For thoueh you lay here in this goodly cliamb*;r,
\'et would you say, ye were beaten out of door

;

.\nd rail upon the hostess of the house ;

And say, you would present her at the Icet.
Because she brought stone jugs and no seai'd quarts :

Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket.
Sly. Ay, the woman's maid of the house.
3 Serz: Why, sir, you know no hoyse, nor no sucli

maid

;

Nor no such men, as you have reckon'd up,

—

.\s Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece,
And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernell

;

And twenty more such names and men as these.
Which never were, nor no man ever saw.
Sly. Now, Lord be thanked for my good ameudb

!

All. Amen.
Sly I thaak thee : thou shalt not lose by it.
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Enterthe Page, as a lady, iiith Attendant?.

Page. How fares my noble lord ?

Sty. Many, 1 fare well ; for here is cheer enough.
Where is my wife?
Page. Here, noble lord : what is thy will with her !

Sly. Areyoumy wife. and will not callme husband!
.Ily men should call me lord : I am your jjoodninn.

/Vji'c. My husband antl my lord, my lord and hus-
band ;

1 am your wife in all obedience.
Sty. I know it well.—What must 1 call her!
Lord. Madam.
Sly. Alice madam, or Joan madam?
/..nf. .Madam, and notliingelse : so lords call ladies.
Sly. Madam wfe, they say that I have drc-jmrd,

Anil ^lepl above some fifteen 5-ear or more.
Pax^. Ay, and the time seems thirty unto me,

Beinj; all this time abandoned from j'our bed.
Sly. 'Tis ntuch. Seriants, leave me and her alone.

Madain, undress you, and come now to bed.
Pat^f. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you

To pardon ine yet for a night or two ;

Or, if not so, until the sun be set.

For your ph3rsTcians have expressly charjj'd,
in peril to incur your former malady.
That 1 should yet absent me from your bed.
I hope this reason stands for my excuse.
Sly. Ay, it stands so, that I may hardly tarrj' so

long; but I would be loth to fall into my dreams
again : I will therefore tarry, in spite of the flesh and
the blood.

Enter a Servant.

Set~v. Vour honour's players, hearing your amend-
Are come to play a pleasant comedy; [ment,
For so j'oiir doctors hold it very meet,
Seeing too much sadness hath congeal'd your blood,
.\nd melancholy is the nurse of frenzy :

Therefore they thought it good you hear a play,
-ind Irame your mind to mirth and merriment,
^Vhich bars a thousand harms, and lengthens life.

Sly. Marry, I will ; let them play it. Is not a com-
monly a Christmas gambol, or a tumbling-trick?
Pa^e. No, my good lord ; it is more pleasing stuff.

Sly. What, household stuff?
Pa/re. It is a kind of history. [my side,
Sly. Well, we'll see t. Come, madam wife, sit by

And let the world sUp : we shall ne'er be younger.

L TAey sit d<rw;i.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Padua. A public Place.

Eitter Lucentio andlT^mo.
Luc. Tranio, since, for the great desire I had

To see fair Padua, nursery of arts,

I am arriv'd for fruitful Lombardy,
The pleasant garden of great Italy:
.And. by my father's love and leave, am arm'd
With his good will and thy good company.
My trusty servant, well approv'd in all

;

Here let us breathe, andn.ippj; Institute

A course of learning and ingenious studies.

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens.

Gave me my being, and my father first,

A merchant of great traffic through the world,
Vincentio, coine ofthe Bentivolii
Vincentio's son, brought up in Florence.
It sh.all become, to serve all hopes conceiv'd.
To deck his fortune with h'-s \'irtuous deeds;
An<l therefore, Tranio. for the time I study,
\'irtue. and that part of philosophy
\Vill I apply, tliat treats of happiness
Uy virtue specially to be achicv'd.
Tell me thy mind ; for I have Pisa left,

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves
A shallow plash, to plunge him in the deep.
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst.

1 ra. Miperdonate, gentle master mine,
I am in all affected as yourself

;

<',lad that you thus continue your resolve
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy

:

' 'r^ly, good master, while we do admire
Tins virtue aiirl this mor.il discipline,

I -el's be no stoics nor no stocks, 1 pray;
t>r so devote to Aristotle's checks.
As OvUl be an outcast (juitc abjur'd :

Balk logic with acquaintance that you have;
And practise rhetoric in your common talk;
Music and poesy use to quicken you

;

The mathematics and the metaphysics.
Hall to them, as you find your stomach serves you

;

No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta'en ;

In brief, sir, .study what you most affect.
I. lie. Grame-cies. Tranio, well dost thou advise.

If Biondcllo now were come ashore.
We could at once put us in readiness

;

And take a lodging fit to entertain
Such friends as time in Padua shall beget.
But stay awhile: what company is this!

Tra. Master, some show, to welcome us to town.
Enter Baptista, Katharina, Bianca. Greinio, and

Hortensio. \-.\\z^\).'C\Q,andTtB.\i\o stand aside.
Bap. Gentlemen, importune me no farther,

For how firmly I am resolv'd you know ;

That is, not to bestow my youngest daughter
Before I have a husband for the elder

:

If either of you both love Katharina,
Because I know you well and love you well.
I-eave shall you have to court her at your pleasure.
Gre. To cart her rather : she's too rou^h' for me.

—

There, there, Hortensio, will you any wife

!

Kath. [ To Bap.] I pray you, sir, is it your will

To make a stale of me amongst these mates !

Hor. Mates, maid ! how mean you that ! no mates
Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. [for you,
Kath. I' faith, sir, you shall never need to fear :

I wis, it is not halfway to her heart

:

But if it were, doubt not her care should be
To comb your noddle with a three-Iegg'd stool,

.\nd paint your face and use you like a fool.

Uor. From all such devils, good Lord dell^'er us t

Gre. And me, too, good Lord I [toward

:

Tra. Hush, master, here is some good pastime
That wench is stark mad, or wonderful froward.

Lite. But in the other's silence do I see
Maids' mild behaviour and sobriety
Peace, Tranio.
Tra. Well said, master; mum! and gaze your fill.

liap. Gentlemen, that I may soon make good
What I have said, Bianca. get you m

:

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca,
For I will love thee ne'er the less, my girl.

Kath. A pretty peat ! it is best
Put finger in the eye,—an she knew why.
Kian. Sister, content you in my discontent.

Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe:
My books and instruments shall be my company.
On them to look <ind practise by myself.
Luc. Hark, Tranio ! thou may'st hear Minerva

speak.
Hor. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange !

.Sorry am I, that our good-will effects

Bianca's grief.

Gre. M'ill you mew her up,
Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell,

And make her bear the penance of her tongue?
Bap. Gentlemen, content ye, I am resolv'd :

—

Go in, Bianca. {Exit Bianca.
.\nd for I know she taketh most delight
In music, instruments, and poetry,
Schoolmasters will I keep within my house.
Fit to instruct her youth —If you, Hortensio,

—

Or Signior Greinio. you,—know any such,
Prefer them hither ; for to cunning men
I will be very kind, and liberal

To mine own children in good bringing up :

And so, farewell. Katharina. you may stay :

For I haie more to commune with Bianc.i. yExit.
Kath. '\\'hy, and I trust I may go loo, may I not?

\\'hat ! shall I be .appointed hours, .as though, belike,
I knew not what to take, and what to le.ave? ha !

\_ExU.
Gre. You may go to the devil's dam : your grfts are

so good, here 's none will hold you. Their love is not
so great, Hortensio, but we may blow our nails
together, .and fast it fairly out ; our cake's dungh on
lioili sides. Farewell :—yet, for the love I bear my
sweet Bianca, if I can by any means light on a fit inaii
to teach her that wherein slit delights! I will wish him
to her father.
Hor. So will I, signior Grcmio: but a word. I i>ray.

Though the nature of our quarrel yet never l'rooke<l
paric, know nfiw, upon advice, it toucheth us both,—
that wc may yet again have access to our fair mistress,
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and be happy rivals in Bianca's love,—to labour and
effect one tmng specially.
Ore. Whafs'that, I pray?
Hor. Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister.

Ore, A husband I a devil.

Nor. I say, a husband.
Gre. I say, a devil : thinkest thou, Hortensio,

though her father be very rich, any man is so very a
fool to be married to hell 1

Hor. Tush, Gremio ! though it pass your patience
an<l mine to endure her loud alarums, why, man, there
be good fellows in the world, an a man could light on
them, would take her with all faults, and "money
enough.

Grc. I cannot tell ; but I had as lief take her dowry
\vith this condition,—to be whipped at the high-cross
every morning.
Hor. "Faith, as you say, there's small choice in

rotten apples. But, come : since thisbar in law makes
us friends, it shall be so far forth friendly maintained,
till by helping Baptista's eldest daughter to a husband,
we set his youngest free for a husband, and then have
to 't afresh.—Sweet Bianca !—Happy man be his dole !

He that runs fastest gets the ring. How say you,
signior Gremio?

Gre, I am agreed : and 'would I had given him
the best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, that
would thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and
rid the house of her. Come on.

[Exeunt Gremio and Hortensio.
Tra, [Adz'af/czn^.] 1 pray, sir, tell me,— is it possible

That love should of a sudden take such hold 2

Lite. O Tranio, till I found it to be true,

I never thought it possible or likely ;

But see ; while idly I stood looking on,
1 found the effect of love in idleness

:

And now in plainness do confess to thee,

—

Thou art to nie as secret and as dear
As Anna to the Queen of Carthage was,

—

Tranio, I bum, 1 pine, I perish, Tranio,
If I achieve not this young modest girl.

Counsel me, Tranio. for I know thou canst

;

Assist me, "Tranio, for I know thou wilt.

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now ;

Affection is not rated from the heart

:

If love have touch'd you, nought remains but so,

—

Rediyne te cecptuni, qitam queizs iniitimo.
Lite. Gramercies, lad ; go forward, this contents :

The rest will comfort, for thy counsel's sound.
Tra. Master, you look'd so longly on the maid.

Perhaps you mark'd not what's the pith of all.

Lnr. O yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face,

Such as the daughter of Agenor had.
That made great Jove to humble him to her hand.
When with his knees he kiss'd the Cretan strand.

Tret. Saw you no more ? mark'd you not how her
Began to scold, and raise up such a storm, [sister

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din?
Lite. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move.

And with her breath she did perfume the air :

Sacred and sweet was all I saw in her.

Tra. Nay, then, 'tis time to stir him from his trance.

I pray, awake, sir : if you love the maid.
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it

Her elder sister is so curst and shrewd, [stands :—
That, till the father rid his hands of her.

Master, your love must live a maid at home

;

And therefore has he closely mew'd her up.
Because she mil not be annoy'd with suitors.

Lite. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel father 'she!
But art thou not advis'd, he took some care
To get her cunning schoolmasters to instinict her?
Tra. Ay, marry, .am I, sir ; and now 'tis plotted.

Lite. I have it, Tranio.
Tra. Master, for my hand.

Both our inventions meet and jump in one.
Lite, Tell me thine first.

Tra. "Vou will be schoolmaster,
And undertake the teaching of the maid

:

That's your device.
Luc. It is : may it be done !

Tra. Not possible ; for who shall bear your part.

And be in Padua here Vincentio's son?
Keep house, and ply his book ; welconie his friends

;

Visit his countrymen, and banquet them?
Lite, Basia ; content thee ; for I have it full.

"U'e have not yet been seen in any house

;

Nor can we be distinguish'd, by our faces,

For man, or master : then, it follows thus ;

—

Thou Shalt be master, Tranio, in my stead.
Keep house, and port, and servants, as I should

:

I will some otlier be ; some Florentine,
Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of I'isa.

"Tis hatch'd, and shall be so;—Tranio, at once
Uncase thee ; take my colour"d hat and cloak

;

When Biondello comes, he waits on thee ;

But I will charm him first to keep his tongue.
Tra. So had you need. ( TJtey exehaii^e habits.

In brief, sir, sith it your pleasure is,

.\nd I am tied to be obedient,
{For so your father charg'd me at our parting,

—

''Be seniiceable to my sou," quoth he.
Although I think 'twas in another sense,)
I am content to be Lucentio,
Because so well I love Lucentio.
Luc. Tranio, be so, because Lucentio loves:

And let me be a slave, t' achieve that maid
Whose sudden sight hath thrall'd my wounded eye.
Here comes the rogue.

—

[Huter Biondello.
J

Sirrah
where have you been? [are you":

Bion. Where have I been ! Nay, how now ! whei«
Master, has my fellow Tranio stern your clothes.
Or you stol'n his? or both? pray, what's the news?
Luc. Sirrah, come hither : 'tis no time to jest,

.\nd therefore frame your manners to the time«
Your fellow Tranio, here, to save my life.

Puts my apparel and my countenance on,
And I for my escape have put on his

;

For in a quarrel, since I came ashore,
I kill'd a man, and fear I was descried.
Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes.
While I make way from hence to save my life ;

You understand me?
Biou. I, sir I ne'er a whit.
Lite. And not a jot ef Tranio in your mouth :

Tranio is changed to Lucentio.
Bion. The better for him : would I were so too 1

Tra. So would I, 'faith, boy, to have the next wish
after, [ter.

That Lucentio indeed had Baptista's youngest daugh-
But, sirrah, not for my sake, but your master's, I

advise [panics

:

You use your manners discreetly in all kind of com-
When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio;
But in all places else, your master, Lucentio.
Luc. Tranio, let's go;

—

One thing more rests, that thyself execute;
To make one among these wooers : if thou ask me

why,-
Sufficeth, my reasons are both good and weighty.

[Hxeunf.
2 SERV. My lord, yon nod ; you do not mind the

play.
Sly. Yes, by Saint Anne, I do. A good flintier,

surely : comes tliere any niore oyit?
Page. My lord, 'tis but begun.
SLY. 'Tis a -very excellent piece of nvork, madam

lady : •would 'tzuere done !

SCENE II.—Padua. Before 'irii\ntn'AQ'% House.

Enter Petruchio and Grumio.
. Pet, Verona, for a while I take my leave.

To see my friends in Padua ; but. of all.

My best beloved and approved friend,

Hortensio ; and I trow this is his house.
I

I

ere, sirrah Grumio ; knock, I say.

Gru. Knock, sir ! whom should I knock ? is there

any man has rebused your worship?
Pet. Villain, I say. knock me here soundly.

Gru. Knock you here, sir ? why, sir, what am I, sir.

th.it I should knock you here, sir?

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate,

.Vnd rap me well, or I'll knock your knave's pate.

Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome. I should
knock you first.

And then I know after who comes by the worst.
Pet. Will it not be ?

"Faith, sirrah, an you'll not knock, I'll wring it

;

I'll try how you can sol,fa. and sing it.

yUc -wrings Gnmiio by the ears.

Gru. Help, masters, help ! my master is mad.
Pet. Now, knock when 1 bid you, sirrah villain 1

Enter Hortensio.
Hor. How now 1 what's the matter ?—My old friend

Grinnio 1 and my good frfend Petruchio I—How do you
all at \'erona?
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Pft. Si^nior Hortensio, come you to part the fray
Con tHtto it core beit trtyvato, may I say.
Hor, Alia nostra casa ben veitutOt inoUo Jwtwrato

si^tior rnio Petrucio.—
Rise, Grumio, rise : we will compound this (juarrel.

Gru. Nay, 'tis no matter, sir, what he leges
Katin.—If this be not a lawful cause for me to leave
iiis service,—look you. sir.—he bid me knock him, and
rap him soundly, sir : well, was it tit for a servant to

use his master so ; beinyf, perhaps (for aught I see)
two and thirty'.—a pip out ?

W hom 'would to God, I had well knock'd at first,

Then had not Grumio come by the worst.
Pet. A senseless villain !—Good Hortensio,

I bade the rascal knock upon your gate,
.\\\A could not get him for my heart to do it.

Gru. Knock at the gate !—O heavens ! Spake you
not these words plain,

—

'' Sirra/tt knock me here
rap nie tiere, knock vie ivell^ andknock vie soundly T
And come you now with—^knocking at the gate?

Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise you.
Hor. Petruchio. patience: 1 am Grumio's pledge

:

Why, this a heavy chance 'twixt him and you ;

Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio.
.\nd tell me now. sweet friend, what happy gale
Blows you to Padua here, from old \'erona ?

Pet. Such wind as scatters young men through the
world.

To seek their fortunes farther than at home.
Where small experience grows. But in a few,
Siguier Hortensio, thus it stands with me:—
Antonio, my father, is deceas'd ;

,\nd I have thrust myself into this maze.
Haply to wive and thrive as best I may

:

Crowns in my purse I have, and goods at home,
And so am come abroad to see the world.
Hor. Petruchio, shall I then come roundly to thee,

And wish thee to a shrewd ill-favour"d wife V

Thou 'dst thank me but a little for my counsel

:

And yet I'll promise thee she shall be rich.

And very rich :—but thou "rt too much my friend,
.\nd I'll not wsh thee to her.
__Pet. Signior Hortensio, 'twixt such friends as we,
Few words suffice ; and therefore, if thou know
One rich enough to be Petnichio's wife.

;.\s wealth is burden of my wooing dance)
?e she as foul as was Florentius' love,

As old as Sibyl, and as curst and shrewd
As Socrates' Xantippe, or a worse.
She moves me not, or not removes, at least.

Affection's edge in me. Were she as rough
As are the swelling Adriatic seas :

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua
If Wealthily, then happily in Padua.
Gru. Nay, look you, sir, he teUs j'ou flatly what

his mind is : why, give him gold enough, ancl marry
him to a puppet or an aglet-baby ; or an old trot witli

ne'er a tooth in her head, though she have as many
diseases as two and fifty horses : why, nothing comes
amiss, so money comes withal.
Hor. Petruchio, since we are stepp'd thus far in,

I will continue that I broach'd in jest.

I can. Petruchio, help thee to a wife
With wealth enough, and young and beauteous;
Brought lip as best becomes a gentlewoman

:

Her only fault, (and that is faults enough,)
Is,—that she is intolerable curst.
And shrewd, and froward ; so beyond all measure,
That, were my state far worser than it is,

1 would not wed her for a mine of gold. (effect :

—

Pet. Hortensio, peace I thou know'st not gold's
Tell me her father's name, and 'tis enougli

:

I'or I will board lier, though she chide as loud
.\s thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack.
Her. Her father is Baptista Minola,

An aJfable and courteous gentleman :

Jler name is Katharina .Mmola,
Kenown'd in Padua for her scolding tongue.

/'(•/. I know her father, though I Know not her;
And he knew my deceasid father well.
I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her;
And therefore let me be thus Iwld with yoti,

To give you over at this first encounter.
Unless you will accompany me thither.

Gru. I pray you. sir. let him go while the humour
lasts. O my word, an she knew him .as well as I do,
she would think scolding v. ould do little good iipuni

him: she may, perhiips, caU *'."'.> h.-ilf n score kn,'ives,|

or so : why, that's nothing ; an he begin once, hell
rail in his rope-tricks. I'll tell you what, sir,—an she
stand him but a little, he will throw a figure in her
face, and so disfigure her with it, that she shall hav/>

no more eyes to see withal than a cat. Vou know'niin
nut. sir.

Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee ;

For ill Baptista's keep my treasure is :

He hath the jewel of my life in hold.
His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca ;

And her withholds from me, and other more.
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love :

Supposing it a thing impossible
(For those defects I have before rehears'd,)

That ever Katharina will be woo'd

:

Tlierefore this order hath Baptista ta'en.

That none shall have access unto Bianca,
Till Katharine the curst have got a husband
Gru. Katharine the curst

!

A title for a maid, of all titles the worst.
Hor. Now shall my friend Petruchio do me grac«

;

And offer me, disguis'd in sober robes.
To old Baptista as a schoolmaster
Well seen in music, to instruct Bianca ;

Th.at so I may, by this device, at least

Have leave and leisure to make love to her.
And, unsuspected, court her by herself.

Grit. Here's no knavery I See, to beguile the old
folks, how the young folks jay their heads together

!

r.nier Gremio ; luith him Lucentio dis^ittsedt 7vHh
books under his arm.

.Master, master, look about you : who goes there ?

ha?
Hor. Peace, Grumio : 'tis the rival ofmy love.

Petruchio, stand by a while.
Cru, A proper stripling, and an amorous I

[ They retire.

Gre. O, very well; I have penis'd the note.
Hark you, sir ; I'll have them very fairly bound :

All books of love, see that at any hand

;

And see you read no other lectures to her

:

Vou understand me :—over and beside
Signior Baptista's liberality,

I'll mend it with a largess :—take your papers too.

And let me have them very well perfum'd

;

For she is sweeter than perfume itself.

To whom they go. What will you read to her?
J.uc. Whate'er I read to her, I'll plead for you.

As for my patron, (stand you so assur'd,)

As firmly as yourself were still in place :

\'ea, and perhaps with more successful words
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir.

Gre. O this learning 1 what a thing it is !

Gru. O this woodcock 1 what an ass it is 1

Pet. Peace, sirrah !

Jiiv. Grumio, mum ! — God save you, signlor
Gremio 1

Gre. And you are well met, signior Hortensio. Trow
Whither I am going ?—To Baptista Minola. [you
I iiromis'd to enquire carefully
Aoout a schoolmaster for the fair Bianca :

And. by good fortune, I have lighted well

On this young man ; for learning and behaviour
Fit for her turn ; well read in poetry.

And other books,—good ones, I warrant ye.
Hor, 'Tis well : and I have met a gentleman

Hath promis'd me to help me to another,
A fine musician to instruct our mistress ;

Sftsh.all I no whit be behind in duty
"To fair Bianca, so belov'd of me.

Gre. Belov'd of me,—and that my deeds shall prove.
(rru, [Aside.] And that his bags .shall ]>rove.

Hor. Gremio, 'tis now no time to vent our love :

Listen to me ; and if you speak me fair.

I'll tell you news inditferent good for either.

Here is a gentleman, whom by chance I met.
Upon agreement from us to his liking.

Will undertake to woo curst Katharine,
Yea, and to marry her, if her dowry please.

Gre. So said, so done, is well :

—

Hortensio, have you told him all her faults?
/V/. I know she is ,an irksome brawling scold :

If that be all. masters, I hear no harm.
Gre. No, say'st me so, friend? What country-
J*et. Bom in Veron.i. old Antonio's son : [maii'if

My father dead, my fortune lives for me

;

And I do hope good days and long to see.
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iiif. O 5ir, sucli a life, willi ;uch a wife, wero
htrange

;

r.ut if you have a stomach, to *t o* God's name

;

You shall have me assisting you in all.

But will you woo this wild cat 2

Pet. Will I live ?

Grit. Will he woo her! av. or I'll han? her.

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent?

Think you a little din can daunt mine ears?
Have I not in my time heard lions roar?
Have 1 not heard the sea, pulT'cl up with winds,
Rage like an angry boar chafed witli sweat

!

Have I not heard ^reat ordnance in tlie field.

And heaven's artillery thunder in the skies?
Have I not hi a pitched battle heard
Loud 'larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets' clang?
And do you teU me of a woman's tongue

;

That gives not half so great a blow to hear,
As will a chestnut in a farmer's fire ?

Tush, tush ! fear boys with bugs.
Grii. [Aside.\ For he fears none.
Gre. Hortensio, hark

:

This gentleman is happily arriv'd.

My niind presumes, for his own good, and ours.
Hor. I promis'd we would be contributors.

And bear his charge of wooing, whatsoe'er.
Gre. And so we will.—provided that lie win her.
Gni, [Aside.] I would I were assure ofa good dinner.

n»le)- Tranio, brairly apparelled ; ««(f Biondcllo.

Tra. Gentlemen, God save you ! If I may be
bold.

1 ell me, I beseecii you, which is the readiest way
To the house of signior Baptista Minola?

Bioii. He that has the two fair daughters ;—[ Tc
Tranio] is 't he you mean?

Tra. nven he, Biondello.
Gre. Hark you, sir ; you mean not her to

—

Tra, Perhaps him and her, sir ; what have you to

do?
Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I

pray.
Tra. I love no chiders, sir.—Biondello, let's away.
L71C. {Aside.] 'Well begun, Tranio.
Hor. Sir, a word ere you go :

—

Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea or no ?

Tra. And if I be, sir. is it any offence?
Gre. No ; if without more words you will get you

hence.
Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets as free

For me as for you ?

Gre. But so is not she.

Tra. For what reason. I beseech you?
Gre. For this reason, if you'll know.

That she's the choice love of signior Gremio.
Hor. That she's the chosen of signior Hortensio.
Tra. Softly, my masters ! if you be gendemen,

Do me this right.—hear me with patience,
baptista is a iioble gentleman,
To whom my father is not all unknown ;

And, were his daughter fairer than slie is.

She may more suitors have, and me for one.
Fair Leda's daughter had a thousand ^^'Ooers ;

Then well one more may fair Bianca have :

And so she shall ; Lucentio shall make one,
Though Paris came in hope to speed alone.

Gre. What, this gentleman will out-talk us all

!

Lue. Sir, give him head: I know he'll prove a
jade.

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these words?
Hor. Sir, let me be so bold as ask you.

Did you yet ever see Ba|>tista's daughter ?

Tra. No, sir ; but hear I do, that he hath two

;

Vhe one as famous for a scolding tongue.
As is the other for beauteous modesty.

Pet. Sir, sir, the first 's for me ; let her go by.
Gre. Yea, leave that labour to groat Hercul,,-^

;

And let it be more tlian Alcides' twelve.

Pet. Sir, understand you this of me, in sooth :

The youngest daughter, whom you hearken fur,

Her f.ither keeps from all access of suitors
;

And will not promise her to any man
Until the elder sister first be wed

:

The younger then is free, and not before.

Tra, If u be so, sir, that you are the man
Must stead us all, and me among the rest

;

And if you break the ice, and do this fe.u.

Achieve the elder, set the younger free

For our access,—whose hap shall be to have her.
Will not so graceless be, to be instate.
Hor. Sir, you say well, and well you do conceive

;

And since you do ijrofess to be a suitor.
You must, as we do, gratify this gentleman,
To whom we all rest generally beholden.

Ti-a. Sir. 1 shall not be slack : in sign whereof.
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon.
And quaff carouses to our mistress' health ;

Ami do as adversaries do in law,

—

Strive mightily, but cat and drink as friends, [gone.
Gru, Bion. O e.\ceUent motion! Fellows, lets be
Hor. The motion's good indeed, and be it .so:

—

Petruchio, I shall be your ben venuto, {Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCEXE I.—Padua. A Room inV.s.^'A^.X^^'i House.

Enter Katharina attd Bianca.
Bian. Good sister, wrong me not. nor wrong your-

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me ;
[self.

That I disdain : but for these other gawds.
Unbind my hands, I'll pull them off myself,
Yea, all my raiment, to my petticoat

;

Or, what you will command me will 1 do,
So well I know my duty to my elders.
Kath. Of all thy suitors, here 1 charge thee, tell

Whom thou lov'st best : see thou dissemble not.
Bian. Believe jne, sister, of all the men ali\'e,

I ne\'er yet beheld that special face
Which 1 could fancy more than any other.
Kalh. Minion, thou hest : is 't not Hortensio?
Bian. If you aflTect him. sister, here I swear,

I'll plead for you myself, but you shall have him,
Kalh. O then, belike, you fancy riches more :

You will have Gremio to keep you fair.

Bian. Is it for him you do envy me so?
Nay. then you jest ; and now I well perceive
You have liut jested with me all this while :

I pr'ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands.
Kath, If that be jest, then all the rest was so.

{Strikes her.
/?;;/« Biaplista.

. ;.:

Bafi, Why, how now, dame ! wheiice ga)0'\v9"Uv'i«

insolence ?

Bianca, stand aside :—poor girl ! she weeps :

Go ply thy needle ; meddle not with her.
For shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit,

"Why dost thou wrong her that did ne'er wrong thee S

When did she cross thee mth a bitter word !

Kalh. Her silence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd.
\Flies after Bianca.

Bap. AVhat ! in my sight ?—Bianca, get thee in.

{Exit Bianca.
Kalh. What ! will you not suffer me ? Nay, now I see

She is your treasure, she must have a husband ;

1 nmst dance barefoot on her wedding-day.
And, for your love to her, lead apes in hell.

Talk not to me : 1 will go sit and weep.
Till I can find occasion of revenge. {Exit.

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev'd as I ?

But who conies here ?

Enter Gremio, ivilh Lucentio in the habit o/ a fncan
tnan ; Petruchio, ivith Hortensio as a J/nsieian ;

and Tranio, ivilh Biondello bearing a lute and
books.

Gre. Good-morrow, neighbour Baptista.
Bap. CJood-morrow, neighbour Greraib.—God save

you, gentlemen ! Jfdaughter
Pei. And you, good sir. Pray, have you not a

Call'd Katharina, tair and virtuous?
Bap. I have a d;tughter, sir, call'd Katharina.
Gi e. You .are too blunt ; go to it orderly.
Pel. You wrong me, signior Gremio: give me le.avc.

1 am a sjentleman of Verona, sir,

Th.u.—hearing of her be.iuty and her wit,

1 lor affability and bashful modesty,
I lor wondrous qualities and mild bdiavionr.
Am bold to show myself a forward guest
Within your house, to make mine on'c tlie witness
Of tliat report which I so oft have he.ud.
And, fur an entranto to my entertainment,
1 do present yon with a man of mine,

{Presentin:; Hortensio
Cunning in music and the mathematics.
To instruct her fully in those sciences.
Whereof I know bhe is not ignorant

:
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Ai-cept of liiin, or el^c you do iiie wrong :
His ii.iiiie is Licio, boxii in Mnntua.
Jiap. Voii'rc wulcouic, sir : and he, for your muA

sake.
But for my daughter Katharine.—this I know.
She is not tor your turn, tlie more ray grief.

P<rt. I see you do not n>ean to part witli '

Or else you like not of my company.
A'lJ/. Mistake me not ; I speak but as I fina.

„ '"^D
""^ ^""^ ""^ "''" '»ay I call your name?

Fel. Petruchio is my name ; Antonio's son,A man well known tlu-oughout all Italy. [sake.
Jiap. I know hun well : you are welcome for his
Crf. Savmg your tale, Petrucliio, I pray,

I-et us. that are poor petitioners, speak too

;

b,iccare! you arc marvellous forward. (be doincr.
J'et. O, pardon me, signior Greniio ; I woiJd fain
(^ye. 1 doubt it not, sir ; but you will curse your

woom^.

—

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure of it.
I o express the like kindness myself, that have beenmore kmdiy beholden to you than any. I freely give
unto you this young scholar, IPresc-ittiiig- Lucentio.J
that has beer, long studying at Khehns; as cunning iii
Creek. L^tm, and other Imguages, as the other in
nmsic and mathematics: his~nau,e isCambio; prav
accept his service.

^'j^^ * 'housand thanks, signior Gremio. Welcome,
good Canibio.—{ To Tranio. J But. gentle sir, methinks
>-ou walk hke a stranger : may 1 be so bold to know
the cause of your coming?

T-T^'^;
Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own;

1 hat, being a stranger in this city here.
Do make myself a suitor to your daughter,
L nto Bianca, fair and virtuous.
Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me.
In the prefennent of the eldest sister.
This liberty is all that I request,—
That, upon knowledge of my parentage.
I maj' have welcome 'mongst the rest that wooAnd free access and favour as the rest

:

And. towards the education of your daughters,
I here bestow a simple instrument.
And this smaU packet of Greek and Latin books:
II you accept them, then their worth is great.
JSap. Luceutio is your name.—of whence, I pray?
J r<t. Of Pisa, sir : son to Vincentio.
Bap. A. mighty man of Pisa ; by report

.' '^"50" ^1'" ";='' • 3'ou are very welcome, sir.—
I
lo Hor.J Take you the lute

; [To Luc] and you the
set of books;

You shall go see your pupils presently.—
Hola, vntliin I

.. . , , ,_
£'ito- a Servant.

Sirrah, lead these gentlemen
To my daughters; and tell them botli.
These are their tutors: bid them use tliem well.

IJSxU Servant, wil/i Hortensio. tuceatio, auci
Biondello.

Wc will go walk a Uttle in the orchard.
And then to dinner. You are passing welcomeAnd so 1 pray you all to think yourselves

'

Pit. Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste,And every day I cannot come to woo.
You knew my father well ; and in liim, me.
Left solely heir to all his lands and goods
t\'hich I have betterd rather than decreasVi •

Then tell me.— if I get your daughters love,
'

« hat dowry shall 1 have with her to wife*
Bap. After my death, the one half ofmy lands :And. m possession, twenty thousand crowns
Pfl. And. for that dowry. I'll assure her ofHer widowhood,—be it that she survive me —

In all my lands and leases whatsoever-
Let specialties be therefore drawn between us
I hat covenants may be kept on either hand

That is. her love ; for tliat is all in all
Pet. Why. that is nothing; for I teU you, father.

1 am as peremptory as she proud-minded

;

And where two raging fires meet logelher.They do consume the thing that feeds their fury :1 hough httle lire grow, great with little wind.
Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and allSo I to her, iind so she yields to mc

:

I- or I am rougli, im<l w oo not like a babe
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''"/• Well may'st thou wuo, and h.ippybc ihy si.ccd '

But be U.ou anu-U for some uiiUappy word*
'^

' "

Tif^'' A'f' '° '''*^ proof; as mountains arc fur winas,
1 hat shake not, though they blow perpetually.

Reenter Hortensio. luitk his head broken.
Bap. How^noiv, my friend, why dost thou look so

Hor. tor fear, I promise you, if I look pale.
Bap. What, will my daughter prove a good musician ?
tior. t think she 11 sooner prove a soldier:

Iron may hold witJi her, but never lutes.
Bap. Why, then thou canst not break I'ler to the lute "t

I H^'/'h T,}1\
"°

'
/"' ""^^ ''''"> '"°'^'= "'« l"'e to me-

1 did but tell her she mistook her frets,
And bow'd her hand to teach her fingeriii"- •

\V hen, with a most impatient devilish spirit
Frets, cajiyou theser quoth she ;

" fII/,ime viith

And, with tha't word, she struck me on the headAnd through the instrument my pate made way '

.A.nd there I stood amazed for a while
As on a pillory, looking through tlie lute ;While she did call me rascal fiddler.
And twangling Jack ; with twenty such vile termsAs she had studied to misuse me so.
Pet. Now. by the world, it is a lusty wench !

1 love her ten times more than e'er I did -

'n
°" ,'i°"& f° "lave some chat with her !

ba/,. [To Hor.J Well, go with me, and be not so
discomfited

:

Proceed in practice with my younger daughter
She s apt to learn, and thankful for good turns.—
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us
Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you '

Pet. I pray you do : I will attend her here
IBxeict Baptista, Greniio, Tranio. an^ HortensiaAnd w-^oo her with some spirit when she comes.

Say, that she rail ; why, tlien I'll tell her plain,She sings as sweetly as a nightingale :

Say, that she frown ; I'll say she'looks as clear
."Vs morning roses newly wash'd with dew •

Say, she be mute, and will not speak a word ;

1 hen 1 11 commend her volubility.
And say she uttereth piercing eloquence

:

If she do bid me pack, 111 give her thanks.As though she bid nie stay by her a week :
If she deny to wed. 111 crave the day
\V hen I shall ask tlie banns, and when be married.-But here she comes ; and now, Petruchio, speak.

£)iter Katharina.
Good-inorrpw, Kate ; for that's your name, I hear.
J^ath. Well have you heard, but something hard of

hearing

:

"

They call ine Katharine, that do talk of me.

And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst

;

But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom,
Kate of Kate-Hall, my super-dainty Kate,lor dainties are all cates,—and therefore, Kate,
1 ake this of me, Kate ofmy consolation ;

Hearing thy mildness prais'd in every town.
I hy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded,
(Yet not so deeply .as to thee belongs,)
.viyself am niovd to woo thee for my wife
Aath. Mov;dl in good time: let him' that mov'dyou hither.

Remove you hence : I knew you at the firstYou were a moveable.

i'i'/7, A • . . ,

Why, what's a moveable fAath. Ajoint-stool.

^'i',!. A
Thou hast hit it : come, sit on me.A <7/// Asses are made to bear, and so arc you.Pet Women arc made to bear, and so are you.

7>Z i.}
^"'=",J?.tic as you. if me you mean.Pet Alas, good Kate 1 1 will not burden thee •

l-or. knowing thee 10 be but young and light.-

\n,i' ; 7 '"^'" ^"^ '*"'-'' •' ''"'"' -IS you to catch;And yc_t as heavy as my weight shoul/be.
Pet. Should be I should \mz.

/'ef'n .1 • , '^^'S"
'"'="• '""' '"<« ••> buzzard.

k-th
^'°"-,«""».''^d "''"'-

'
"'"'" '•• t'l'Z^ardtake thee'ikath Ay, for a turtle.-as he t.ikes a buzzard.

1 ei. uoiiie, come, you wasp ; i' faith you are too

pi'/'M ' ""^ 5^^I''M'- ^^^^ beware my sting.

J .,\ remedy is. then, to pluck it out.

/. / i.-^^'',''^""-'
'"°^ ""^^^ ''"l " »vherc it lies.

II hi. tM """""* "°' "'"=''= " **^P ^°''^ "c-r his
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Kath. In his tongue.
Pi^t. Whose tongue!
Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails ; "and so farewell
Pet. What! with my tongue in your tail? nay, come

tlood Kate ; I am a gentleman. [again,
K'ath. That I'll try. \Styikiug him.
Pet. I swear I'll cuff you if you strike again.
Kath. So may you lose your arms :

'. t" you strike me, you are no gentleman ;

And if no gentleman, why then no arms.
Pet. A lierald, Kate! O. put me in thy books 1

Kath. What is your crest? a coxcomb i

Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen.
Kath. No cock of mine ; you crow too Uke a craven.
Pet. Nay, come, Kate, come

;
you must not look so

Kath. It is my fashion, when I see a crab. [sour.
Pet. Why, here s no crab ; and therefore look not
Kath. There is, there is. [sour.
Pet. Then show it me.
Kath. Had I a glass, I would.
Pet. What, you mean my face 2

Kath. Well aim'd of such a young one.
Pet. Now, by St. George, I am too young for you.
Kath. Yet you are wither'd.
Pet. 'Tis with cares.
Katk. I care not
Pet. Nay, hear 3'ou, Kate : in sooth, you 'scape
Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry : let me go. [not so.
Pet. No, not a whit : I find you passing gentle.

Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and sullen,
And now I find report a very liar ;

yor thou art pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous.
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-tune flowers

:

Thou canst not froivn, thou canst not look askance,
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will

;

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk ;

But thou, with mildness cntertain'st thy wooers,
With gentle conference, soft and affable.
Why does the world report that Kate doth limp?
O slanderous world t Kate, like the hazel-twig.
Is straight and slender ; and as brown in hue
-\s hazel nuts, and sweeter than the kernels.

! let nie see thee walk : thou dost not lialt.

Kath. po, fool ; and whom thou keep'st command.
Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove,

-\s Kate this chamber with her princely gait 1

O, be tliou Dian, and let her be Kate ;

.\nd then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful

!

Kath. Where did you study all this goodly speech '!

Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit.
Kath. A witty mother ! witless else her son.
Pet. Am I not wise !f

Kath. Yes ; keep you warm.
Pet. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in thy bed :

And therefore, setting all this chat aside.
Thus in plain terms :—your fatlier hath consented
That you shall be my wife ; your dowry greed on

;

And will you nill you, I will marry you.
Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn :

For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty,
(Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well,)
Thou must be married to no man but me :

For I am he, am born to tame you, Kate ;

And bring you from a wild Cat to a Kate
Conformable, as other household Kates.
Here conies your father : never make denial

;

1 must and will have Katharine to my wife.

Re-entey Baptista, Gremio, uttd Tranio.

Bap. Now, signior Petruchio, how speed you with
my daughter?

Pet. How but well, sir? how but well?
It were impossible I should speed amiss. [dumps?

HaJ). Why, how now, daughter Katharine I in your
Kath. Call you me daughter ? now, I promise you.

You have show'd a tender fatherly regard.
To wish me wed to one half lunatic ;

A mad-cajp rufiian, and a swearing Jack,
That thinks with oaths to face the matter out.

Pet. Father, 'tis thus :—yourself and all the world.
That talk'd of her have talk'd amiss of her:
If she be curst, it is for policy.
For she's not froward, but modest as the dove ;

.She is not hot, but temperate as the mom ;

For Tatience she will prove a second Grissel,
.\nd Roman Lucrece for her chastity:
.\nd to conclude,—we have 'greed so well together,
that upon Sunday is the wedding-day.

|

Kath. I'll see thee haiig'd on Sunday first.

Gre. Hark, Petruchio ; she says she'll see thee
hang'd first. (our part I

Tra, Is this your speeding? nay then, good night
Pet. Be patient, gentlemen ; I choose hcrformyse'f:

If she and I be pleas'd, what 's that to you?
"Pis tjargain'd 'twixt us twain, being alone.
That she shall still be curst in company,
I tell you, 'tis incredible to believe
How much she loves me : O, the kindest Kate t

She hung about my neck ; and kiss on kiss
.bhe vied so fast, protesting oath on oath.
That in a twink she won me to her love.
U, you are novices! 'tis a world to see.
How tame, when men and women arc alone,
A meacock wretch can make the curstest shrew.
Give me thy hand, Kate : I will unto Venice,
To buy apparel 'gainst the wedding-day.
Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests;
I will be sure my Katharine shall be fine.

Bap. I know not what to say: but give me your
God send you joy, Petruchio! 'tis a match. [hands.

Gre. Tra. Amen, say we : we will be witnesses.
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu ;

I will to Venice ; Sunday comes apace :

We H-ill have rings, and things, and fine array;
And, kiss me, Kate, we will be married o' Sunday.

[Exeiint Petruchio and Katharina,
seTJeraity.

Gre. Was ever match clapp'd up so suddenly?
Bap. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant's

And venture madly on a desperate mart. [part,
Tra. 'Twas a commodity lay fretting by you :

'Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas.
Bap. The gain I seek is quiet in the match.
Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch.

But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter:
Now is the day we long have looked for

:

I am your neighbour, and was suitor first.

Tra. And lam one that love Bianca more
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can guess.

Gre. Youngling, thou canst not love" so dear as I.

Tra. Grey-beard, thy love doth freeze.
Gre. But thine doth fry.

Skipper, stand back : 'tis age that nourisheth.
Tra. But youth in ladies' eyes that flourislieth.

Bap. Content you, gentlemen ; I'll compound this

strife :

'Tis deeds must win the prize; and he. of both,
That can assure my daughter greatest dower.
Shall have my Bianca's love.

Say, signior Greniio, what can you assure her?
Gre. First, as you know, my house within the city

Is richly furnished with plate and gold
;

Basins and ewers, to lave her dainty hands

;

My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry

;

1 n ivory co'ffers I have stuff'd my crowns ;

In cypress chests my arras, counterpoints.
Cosily apparel, tents, and canopies,
l-"ine linen, Turkey cushions boss'd with pearl,
\alance of Venice gold in needle-work

;

Pewter and brass, and all things that belong
To house or housekeeping: tlien, at my farm
1 have a hundred milch-kme to the pail.

Six score fat oxen standing im my stalls,

.\nd all things answerable to this portion.
Myselfam struck in years, I must confess;
And if I die to-morrow, this is hers,
If whilst I live she will be only mine.

Tra. That "only" came well in.—Sir, list to me

:

I am my father's heir and only son :

1 f I may have your daughter to my wife,

I'll leave her houses three or four as good,
W ithin rich Pisa walls, as any one
Old signior Gremio has in Padua

;

Besides two thousand ducats by the year
Of fruitful land, all of which shall be her jointure.

What, have I pinch'd you, signior Grenno!
Gre. Two thousand ducats by the -year of land

!

My land amounts not to so much in ,-ill

:

That she shall have ; besides an argosy
That now is lying in Marseilles' road.—
What, have I chok'd you with an .irgosy ?

Tra. Gremio, 'tis known, my father Ivath no lesn

Than three great argosies ; besides two galliasses.

And twelve tight gaUies : these I will assure her.

And twice .is nmch, wh'ate'er thou offer's! next.

Gre. Nay, I have offer'd all,^—I have no more
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And slie can have no more than all I have :

—

If you hke uie, she shall have me and mine.
Vra. Why, then the maid is mine from all the world,

<5yyourtirm promise: Gremio is out-vied.

Jia/. I must confess your offer is the best

;

And, let your father make her the assurance,
Slic IS your own. else, you niust pardon me :

If you should die before him. whcre's her dower?
Tra. That s but a cavil: he is old, I young".
Or£. And may not young men die, as well as old?
BiZj>. Well, gentlemen,

I am thus resolv'd :—on Sunday next, you know,
My daughter Katharine is to be married :

Now. on the Sunday following, shall Bianca
Be bride to you. if you make this assurance ;

If not. to signior Gremio :

And so, I t^e my leave, and thank you botli.

Gfi!. Adieu, good neighbour. [Exi'i Bap. J Now I

fear thee not

:

Sirrah young gamester, your father were a fool

To give thee m\, and in his waning age
Set foot under thy table. Tut. a toy I

An old ItaUan fox is not so kind, my boy. [Exit.

Tra. A vengeance on your crafty witlier'd hide 1

Yet I have faca it with a card of ten.

Tis in my head to do my master good :

—

1 see no reason, but suppos'd Lucentio;
Must get a father, called—suppos'd Vincentio ;

And that's a wonder : fathers, commonly,
Do get their children ; but in this case of wooing,
A ciiild shall get a sire, if I fail not of my cunning.

ih'xit.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Padua. ^ room in Baptista's House.

£ftUr Lucentio, Hortensio, and Bianca.

Lmc. Fiddler, forbear ; you grow too forward, bir :

Have you so soon forgot the entertainment
Her sister Katharine %velcom'd you withal?
Hor. But, wrangling pedant, this is

The patroness of lieavenly harmony

:

Then give me leave to have prerogative ;

And when in nmsic we have spent an hour.
Your lecture shall have leisure for as nmch.

Lite. Preposterous ass, that never read so t^r

To know the cause why music was ordain'd i

Was it not to refresh the mind of man,
After his studies, or his usual pain?
Then give me leave to read philosophy,
.\nd while I pause, sene in your harmony.

//or. Sirrah, I will not bear these braves of thine.
/ii'an. Why. gentlemen, you do me doublewrong,

To strive for that which restcth in my choice;

Vim no breeching scholar in the schools ;

1 not be tied to nours nor 'pointed tmies,
i5ut learn my lessons as I please myself.
And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down :

—

Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ;

i£is lecture will be done, ere you have tun'd.
//or. You'll leave liis lecture when I am in tune V

(Horlensio retires.

/.Hc. That will be never:—tune your instrument.
/iian. Where left we last?

Luc. Here, in-idaui :

—

Hac ibat Sunois : hie est Sij^eia iellus ;
/fie stfieraC Priami regia ceisa senis,

fiian. Construe them.
/.;«*. //ac ibat, as I told you before,—5i'?«ozj, I am

1-uccntio,

—

hie est, son unto Vincentio of PLsa,

—

Si^eia
teUiiSt disguised thus to get your love ;

—

Hie sfeferaf,
AX\f\ that Lucentio tliat conies a wooing,

—

Primni, is

my man Tranio,

—

re^ia, bearingmy port,

—

celsa senia,
*iat we might beguile the old pantaloon.
Hor. [Coming/or7ua)'d.\ Madam, my instrument's

in tune.
Kian. Let's hear.

—

O fic I the treble jars.
I,uc. Spit in the hole, nuin, and tune again.
fJtnit. Now let IMC see if I Ci4n construe it :—//<?»

•^tU Siutoii. I know you not,—/»V est Sii^eia ieUus, I

\rust you not ;—///£ sMerat priami, take hcetl hc
/»ear us wot,—regia, presume not \—ceisa senis, des-
pair not. ,

//or. Madain, 'tis now in tunc.
/"^- All but the base.

[Hortensio/Azj'j
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Hor. The base is right ; 'tis the base knave that jars.
How fiery and forward our pedant is I

[.-/i'ih'r.] "Now. for my life, the knave doth court niy
Ptdascule^ I'll watch you better yet. [lov<a*

Hia7t. In time 1 may believe, yet I mistrust.
/,«r. Mistrust it not : for. sure, yCacides

Was Ajax,—call'd so from his grandfather.
Ih'an. I must believe my master; else, I promise you,

I should be arguing still upon that doubt

:

But let it rest—Now, Licio, to you :

—

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray.
That I have been thus pleasant with you both.
Hor. {To Lucentio.] You may go walk, and give

me leave awhile

:

^Iy lessons make no music in three parts.

Liec. Are you so formal, sir? [.^Isidc] Well, I must
And watch withal; for. but I be deceiv'd. [wait.

Our fine musician groweth amorous.
Hor. Madam, before you touch the instrument.

To learn the order of my fingering,

I must begin with rudiments of art

;

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort,

More pleasant, pithy, and effectual.

Than hath been taught by any of my trade ;

And there it is in writing, fairly drawn.
/iian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago.
Hor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio.
Bia7t. \_Reads.\

*' Gamta / ant^ tJiegrotmd o/ all accord^
A re, to plead Hortensio^spassion,

B mi, Bianca, take himfor thy lord,
C/a ut, that loves with all ajffection :

D sol re, one cliff, two notes have /;
E la mi, shoiu pity, or / die."

Call you this gamut? tut ! I like it not

:

Old fashions please me best ; I am not so nice.
To change true rules for odd inventions.

Enter a Servant.
Sc-i-c/. Mistress, your father prays you leave your

And help to dress your sister's chamber up : [books,
Vou know, to-morrow is the wedding-day.
Bian. Farewell, bwcet masters, botn ; I nmst be gout.

[Exeunt Bianca and Servant.
/^Hc. 'Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to stay.

[.Exit.

I/or. But I have cause to pry into this pedant

:

Methinks he looks as though he were in love :

—

\'et if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble.
To cast thy wand'rin^ eyes on every stale,

Seize thee that list : if once I find thee ranging,
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing.

[Exit.

SCENE 11.—Padua. Before Baptista's House.

Enter Baptista, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina, Biancd,
Lucentio, and Attendants.

/iap. [To Tranio.l Signior Lucentio, this is tIJ

'pointed day
Th.tt Katharine and Petruchio should be married.
And yet we hear not of our son-in-law.
What wilt be said? what mockery will it be.
To want the bridegroom, when the priest attends
To speak the ceremonial rites of marriage !

\V'Iiat says Lucentio to this shame of ours?
Kath. No shame but mine: I nmst, forsooth, beforc'd

fo give my hand, oppos'd against mv heart,
i'nto a mad-brain ruaesby, full of spleen

;

Who woo'd in haste, and means to wed at leisure.
I told you, I. he was a frantic fool,

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour:
And, to be noted for a merry man.
He'll woo a thousand, 'point the day of marriage,
M,ike friends invited, and procUim the banns ;

Yet never means to wed where he hath woo'd.
Now must the world point out poor Katharine.
And say,—" /.o, titere is mad Petruchio's wife,
// if wouldplease him come and marrv her /"

Tra. Patience, good Katharine. and'Baptista too,
{'yow my life, Petruchio means but well,
\\ hatevcr fortune stays him from his word :

Though he be blunt, 1 know him passing wise;
Though he be merry, yet withal he's honest.
Kat/t. Would Katharine ha<l never seen him though!

[Exit 7vetpinjr,folto7ved by Bianca and
others.

Bap. Co, ^rl; I caimot hlainc thee now to weep;
For such an mjury would vex a very saint.
Much more a shrew of ihy impatient hu
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Enhf BioiidiUo.
t>!0>.

.
iV/aster. master ! news 1 ola news, and suclaqwi as you never heard of I

,"^-
^,V,'

"'^" ^"'^ "''1 '°°? lioiv may that be?

comint? ^^' " " "°' "^'''"° '"'^'°'' P^fuchio';

S«/. Is he come V
i)Vo«. Why, no. sir.
Bap. Wliat then V
Bion. He is comin?.
^'"A

^X!!'^"
"'" '>« be liere ?

fvi'' ^, '? ''" ^'^''''' "'"='« I 3"'' =i"d sees vou

licit Whv V;''"'7'° ^'^'"'^ °^'^ "ews? Ithere.

and an nM^'
P?tr-ach.o is coming:, in a new hat

ft^rned •
°
n^il^'f k ' * 'l^'"^ ?^ "'^ breeches thrice

me hn'rkl^H ^ ''£°'' ',''^' '^^'^ been candle-cases.

i-en m„ .f Vv,'"\°""'''
'^"'^^ ^° °ld ™s'y sword

and cI«Lf.*'' IT" '"•'"""'y' ^""^ '-' broken hilt.

hDoed ?v1?,'''",'i'
'«<' broken points: his horse

mT kinrfrpH T' "'i*
'"°"^>' s^^'d''^' ^"d stirrups of

andlL-^ t^*
besides, possessed «ith the crlanders,and like to mose in the chine ; troubled with the

Si'lf''sn^H"'^?i';"='^
^'^^ "^-^ fashions fuU of lind!

curo'n? th» ^^
spavms raied with the yellows, past

l?if^,.f, .i"''^^'
=1*"''' sP°''ed with the sta^ijers.

iifuXA^'rlfL "^ ^°*^' swayed in the bacli. and
ha?frwt-iH i>' »ee'-le&ffed before, and with a

vhich hJr^^ ^"; ''I'd a head-stall of sheep's leather,

ath hV^n^ff
"1™"'''^ '°,''eep him from stumblin?

one jrirth cf "," ^"'"•- ^"^. ""'^ repaired with knotsone girth s x times pieced, and a woman's crunoer

setlo"^?; Tn'^fJ'^"' !i™.
'"«"s for her name Sv

packth"?ad!
'^ """^ ^^'^ P'^""* ""'•

.fi«A Who cqmes with him?

soned";iI^'.h''i?^
^"'^^y; f""" all the world capari-

and a kit f '"l''?^ =
'*"'' * '"«" s'°ek on one leg.and a kersey boot-hose on the other, srartered with •

fancies pricked in't for a feather: a monster a verv

"r°a""lnt£,?*''?T' 'i^'"^
"°' ^"^^ ^ Christ^'footbo ?

"r a gentleman s lackey.

flshion"'^
°'^'' humour pricks him to this

Vet oftentimes he goes but mean apparell'd.

Kit \vh -^ ''''
t^ '^ '=°'"e, howsoe'er he comes

^ i T^- J y- s"'- •>« comes not.
Jyap. Didst thou not say, he comes?
%^'"'- .^Vhoy that Petruchio came*Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came.

Ills back
'^"' ^ ^'^^' '''"^ '""^'^ '^""'es. with him on

-g«/. Why, thafs all one.

Aor'^^f^h ^^' ^?'"' J^"'i' ^ ''°''l J'°» a penny,A horse and a man is more than one, and yet not many.
Enter Petruchio and Grumio.

S«i 'vnn''
;,'""^ ^'^ "'^^? .gallants ? who is at home ?bap. you are welcome, sir.

«fi A„^, » u ,.
And yet I come not well.J^p. And yet you halt not.

As fwish you were.
^°^ '° "'''" ^PPa--eU-'l.

.?<;. Were itbetter, I should rush in thus.But where is Kate 1 where is my lovely bride ?-How does my father ?-Gentles, metliinks you fro«nAnd wherefore gaze this goodly company.As if they saw some wondrous monument,
borne comet, or unusual prodigy-

?

rrfav

Fifsfwe^ .i"; ''h r"*"'"^^ '"'•'s is your wedding
\w c H.f

we sad, fearing you would not come :

W? H^^n"- ,"'f- y°!' '^^'"e so unprovided.
J-ie, doff this habit, shame to your estateAn eye-sore to our soleiim festival 1

M .^"'n'^"'',
'^" "is, what occasion of import

llath all so long detain'd you from your wifeand sent you hither so unlike yourself?

SuBiLcth, I am come to keep my word
1 liough in some part enforced to digress •

IV hich, .-It more leisure, I will so excuse '

.\s you shall well be satisfied withaL
^ut where is Kate ? I stay too long from her
' 'IS

niu"'>ng wears, 'tis lime we were at church/ra. See not your bride in these unieverent robco •

^ D°, ^^ "',"'?';?' = P"« °" elothes of mine.
Pet Not I beheve me : thus Til visit her.
BaJ>. But Uius, I trust, you wiU not marry her

therefore have done
Pet. Good sootli, even thus:

with words :

To me she's married, not unto my clothes:
Could I repair what she will wear in meAs I can change these poor accoutrements,
1 were well for Kate, and better for myself.
But what a fool am i to chat with youU hen I should bid good-morrow to m'y bride,And seal the title with a lovely kiss

!

r^r V V J ^*'"""'^'='™eh'o. Grumio, a«rf Bion
\vi wiii 1

'?'"^ meaning in his mad attire.u e will persuade him. be it possible

z-P'j' ?!?,''?"*', ?''e he %o to church.
bap. I U after him, and see the event of this.

TV., VI-., {Exeunt Bap. and Ore.
1 ra. But, sir, to love concemeth us to addHer fathers hking: which to bring to pass.As I before imparted to your worship,

1 am to get a man,—whate'er he be.
It skills not much, we'll fit him to our turn —And he shall be Vincentio of Pisa •

And make assurance, here in Padiia,
Of greater sums than I have promised,
io shaU you quietly enjoy your hope.And marry sweet Bianca with consent.

nf,!;'"' Yf'?,''""'.'''^'
my fellow schoolmaster

IJoth watch Bianca s steps so narrowly,
1 were good, methinks, to steal our marriasre :U hch once perform d, let all the worid say no.

1 11 keep mine own. despite of all the worid
A J ' {"a' "y degrees we mean to look into.And watch our vantage in this business •

\v e 11 over-reach the grey-beard, Gremio.
I he narrow-prying father, Minola.

\

(je. quaint musician, amorous Licio :
All for my master's sake, Lucentio.
^. . Re-enter Gien\\o.
bigmor Gremio, came you from the church ?

(;re. As willingly as e'er I came from schoot
'^'

home?^
'^"''^' ''"'* bridegroom, coming

1 ^Z^'
-^..bridegroom say you? Tis a groom indeed,A gnimbhng groom, and that the girl shall find.

n' .rA!''s'f .tban she ? why, 'tis impossible.
Gre. -WTiy, he s a devil, a devil, a verv fiend.
Era. Why, she s a devil, a devil, the "devil's dam.

fiw !',
^'"' IPe s a 'a"'b. a dove, a fool to him !

I U tell you. Sir Lucentio : when the priest
bhould ask if Katharine should be his wife'Ay bygogs-'cvounsr quoth he ; and swore so loud
1 hat, all amaz d, the pnest let fall the book ;And, as he stoop'd again to take it up,
1 he mad-bram'd bridegroom took him sucli a cuff.That down fell pnest and book, and book and priest •

A<j7</ take them up," quoth he. "ifany list."
Ira. What said the wench when he arose again?
i,re Trembled and shook; for why, he staiiipt andAs If the vicar meant to cozen him. Iswore.Hut after many ceremonies done.

He calls for wine: 'A heai/h r quo* he ; as ifHe had been aboard, carousing to his mates
.Uter a stonn : quaff'd off the muscadel.
.\nd threw the sops all in the sexton's face :Having no other reason
ISiit that his beard grew thin and hungeriy.And seem d to ask him sops as he wat drinking.
I his done he took the bride about the neck.And kiss d her lips with such a clamorous smack,
'

"5'v
a' ' .e parting. .nU the church did echo

:

.Viid I, seeing this, c.nue thence for very shame :And after me, I know, the rout is coming.

.Mich a mad marri.ige never was before :
ilark, hark ! I hear the minstrels play. [.tfustc.

Reenter Petruchio, Katharina. Bianca. Baptista. •

Hortciisio, Grumio. and train.
Pet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for your

I know you think to dine with me to-day, [pains;And have prepar'd great store of wedding cheer:
Mut so It IS, my haste doth call me hence,'
And therefore here I mean to take my leave.
•'"'A Is 't possible you wU away to-night?
let. I must away today, before night come

:

Make It no wonder: if you knew my business.
Vou would entreat me rather go than stay.
And, honest company, J thank you all.
1 hat have beheld me give away myselfuTo this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wifb

;
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Dine with my father, drink a health to me

;

lor I must licncc; and farewell to you all.

7'rit. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner.
/V/. It may not bo.
Or(, Let me entreat you.
Pa. It cannot be.
Kath, Let mc entreat you.
Pet. I ;un content.
K'ath. Arc ycu content to stay?
Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay

;

But yet not stay, entreat nie how you can.
A'(///.'. Now, if you love me, stay.
/W. Gruinio, my hor:
(>>;/. Ay, sir, they be ready : the oats have eaten
k'at/:. Nay, then, [the horses.

Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day ;

No. nor to-morrow, iior till I please myself.
The door is open, sir ; there lies your way

;

"^'ou may be jogging whiles your boots are green ;

For m2, I'll not be gone till I please myself:
Tis like you'll prove a jolly surly groom,
Tliat take it on 3 ou at the first so roundly.

Pit. O Kate, content thee ; pr'ytliee, be not angrj-.
Kath. I will be angry : w hat hast thou to dot-

Father, be quiet : he shall stay my leisure.
Gre. Ay, marry, sir. now it begins to work.
Kath. Gentlemen, forward totlie bridal dinner:

I see. a woman may be made a fool.
If she had not a spirit to resist.

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy command.—
Obey the bride, you that attend on her

;

Go to the feast, revel and domineer.
Carouse full measure to her niaidenliead,
Eo mad and merrj-.—or go hang yourselves

:

But for my bonny Kate, she must with nie.
Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret
1 will be master of what is mine own :

She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house.
My household-stutf, my field, my bam.
My horse, my ox. my ass, my any thing

;

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare;
I'll bring mine action on the proudest he
That stops my way in Padua.—Grumio.
Draw forth thy w&ipon, we're beset with thieves ;

Rescue thy mistress, if ihou be a man.—
I-c.ir not, sweet wench, they shall not touch thee.
I'll buckler thee ngiinst a million. (Kate :

[Kxeiiiii Petruchio, Katharina. and Grumio.
Piip. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones.
Cre. Went they not quickly, 1 should die Avith

laughing.
Tra. Of all niad matches never was the like

!

J-IK-. Mistress, what's your opinion of your sister?
Jiian. That, being mad herself, she's madly mated.
Crc. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated.
l!ii/>. Neighbours and friends, though bride and

bridegroom wants
For to supply the places at the table,
Y'ou know there wants no junkets at the feast.
Lucentio, you sliall supply the bridegroom's place

;

And let Bianca take her sister's room.
Tr<i. Sliall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it ?
Lap. She shall, Lucentio.—Come, gentlemen, let s

ffo- \Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE \.—A Hall in Petnichio's Country House.
Jinter Grumio.

G>-« Fie, fie, on all tired jades, on all mad ma.sters,
and .all foul ways! Was ever man so beaten? wiLS
ever man so rayed? n-as ever man so weary? I am
si-nt before to make a fire, .md they are coming after
|o warm them. Now, were not I a little pot, and soon
hot, my very lips might freeze to my teeth, my ton-uc
to the roof of my mouili. my lie.irt in my belly, ere 1
should come by a fire to tlc.iw me : but I. with blowiii'
the fire, shall wann myself; for, considering the
weather, a taller man than 1 will take cold. Hola ho '

Curtis!

F.iiley Curtis.
Curt. Who is that calls so coldly?
I,ru A piece of ice: if thou doubt it. thou may.

I

slide from my shouI<ler to my heel, with no greaicr a
run but my head and my neck. A fire, grjocTCurtis

C urt. Is my master .and his wife coming, Grunii.,'

167

Grn. O, ay, Curtis, ay : ,iiid therefore fire, fire

;

cast on no water.
Citrt. Is she so hot a shrew as she's reported ?

Gni. She was, good Curtis, before this frost : but,
thou knowest, winter tames man, woman, and beast;
for it hath tamed my old master, and my new mistress,
and myself, fellow Curtis.

Curt. Away, you three-incli-fool : I am no beast.
Gru. .A.m 1 but three inclies? why, thy horn is a

foot : and so long am 1 at the least. But wilt thou
make a fire, or shall I complain on thee to our niis-

tress, wliosc hand (she being now at hand) thou shalt
soon feel, to thy cold comtort, fur being slow in tliy

hot office? [the world?
Curt. I pr'ythee, good Grumio, tell me, how goes
Grit. A cold world, Curtis, in every oftice but thme;

and therefore, fire : do thy duty, and have thy duty,
for my master and mistress are almost frozen to death.

Curt. There's fire ready; and therefore, good
Grumio, the news ? fnews as thou wilt.

Gru.\i\\y, "Jack, boyl ho, boy!" and as much
Curt. Come, you are so full of cony-catching !

—

Gru. Why therefore, fire ; for I have caught ex-
treme cold. Where's the cook ? is supper ready, the
house trimmed, rushes strewed, cobwebs swept'; the
serving-men in their new fustian, their white stockings,
and every officer his wedding-garment on? Be the
Jacks fair within, the Jills fair without, and carpets
laid, and everything in order?

Curt. All ready; and therefore, I pray thee, news;
Gru. First, know, my horse istired> my master and

mistress fallen out.
Curt. How?
Gru. Out of their saddles Into the dirt ; and thereby

hangs a tale.

Curt. Let 's ha 't, good Grumio.
Grit. Lend thme ear.
C2irt. Here.
Gru. [Striking him.] There.
Curt. This is to feel a tale, not to hear a tale.
Grtt, And therefore it is called a sensible tale : and

this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and beseech
listening. Now I begin: Imprimis,. \i^ came down a
foul hill, my master nding behind my mistress:

—

Curt. Both of one horse?
Gru. What's that to thee?
Curt. AVhy, a horse.
Gru. Tell thou the tale :—but hadst thou not crossed

me, thou shouklst have heard how her horse fell, and
she imder her horse ; thou shouldst have heard, in how
miry a place ; how she was bemoiled ; how he left her
uitli the horse upon her ; how he beat me because her
liorse stumbled ; how she waded through the dirt to
pluck him off me; how he swore; how she prayed

—

that never prayed before ; howl cried ; how the horses
r.ui away; how her bridle w.is burst; how I lost my
crupper ;—with many things of worthy memorj'. wliich
now shall die in oblivion, and thou return unex-
l)erienced to thy grave.

Curt. By this reckoning, he is more shrew than she.
Gru. Ay ; and that, thou and the proudest of you all

shall find, when he comes home. Hut what talk 1 of
this! Call forth Nathaniel, Jo-.ei)h. Nicholas, Philip.
Walter, Sugarsop, and the rest : let their heads be
sleekly combed, their blue coats brushed, and their
garters of an indifferent knit: let them court'sy with
their left legs; and not presume to touch a hair ofmy
master's horse-tail, till they kiss their hands. Are they

Ci(^^. They are. [;ill ready.
Gru. Call them forth.
Curt. Uo you hear? ho. you must meet my master,

to countenance my mistress.
Gru. Why, she hath a face of her own.
Curt. Who knows not that?
Gru. Thou, it seems, that callest for company to

rountenance her.
Curt. I callthem forth to credit her.
Gru. Why, she comes to borrow nothing of them.

liuter scferiil Servants.
Nalh. Welcome home, Gruinio I

Phil. How now, (irumio?
Jos. What, Grumio

!

Nich, Fellow Grumio

!

l\'.ith. How now. old lail?
Gru. Welcome, you ;—how now, yon ;—-what, you ;—

fellow, you ;—and thus much for greeting Now my
M.ruce companions is ;ill ready, ,-ind all tilings iic'af:

\'Uh All things is ready. How near is our ma..i.r

J
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Cm. E'en at hand, alisfhted by this ; and therefore

be not,—Cock's passion, silence I— 1 hear my master.
iiyitcr Petruchio and Katharina.

Pet. Where be these lin-ives V What, no man at door.
To hold my stirrup, nor to take my horse t

Where is Nathaniel, Greg^ory, Philip?

—

AU Sen: Here, here, sir ; here, sir.

Pet. Here, sir ! here, sir 1 here, sir ! here, sir

!

i^ou logger-headed and unpolish'd grooms !

What, no attendance? no regard ? no duty?
Where is the foolish knave 1 sent before V

Gru. Here, sir ; as foolish as I was before.
Pet. You peasant swain ! you whoreson malt-horse

Did I not bid thee meet me in the park, [drudge !

And bring along these rascal knaves with thee?
Grii. Nathaniel's coat, sir. was not fuUy made.

And Gabriel's pumps were all unpink'd i' the heel;
There was no link to colour Peter's hat.
And Walter's dagger was not come from sheathing

:

There were none hne but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory
The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly ;

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet you.
Pet. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper iu.

—

[Exeuntsone ofthe Servants.
\Sings.\ " WJure is the life that late I led"—
Where are those— ? Sit down, Kate, and welcome.—
Bond, soud, soud, soud

!

/!f-«i*;" Servants ~uith supper.

\Vhy, when, I say?—Nay, good sweet Kate, be merrj'.—
Off with my boots, you rogues ! you villains, when?
\Sings.\ *' It luas the/riar oforders grey

.

As he/orth walked on his luay .•'*

Out, you rogue 1 you pluck my foot awry

:

{Strikes him.
Take that, and mend the plucking off the other.

—

Be merry, Kate.—Some water, here ; what, ho !—
Where's my spaniel Troilus?—Sirrah, get you hence,
And bid my cousin Ferdinand come hither:

—

\Exit Servant.
One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted

with.

—

Where are my slippers ?—Shall I have some water ?

tome, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily.

—

[Servant lets the e-iuer/all. Petruchio
strikes hint.

You whoreson villain I will you let it fall ?

Kath. Patience, 1 pray you ; 'twas a fault unwilling.
Pet. A whoreson, beetleheaded, rtap-ear'd knave \

Come, Kate, sit down ; I know you have a stomach.
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate, or else shall 1 ?

—

What's this? mutton?
1 Serv. Ay.
Pet. Who brought it?

1 Serv. I.

Pet. 'Tis burnt ; and so is all the meat.
What dogs are these !—Where is the rascal cook!
How durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser,
.\nd serve it thus to me that'love it not ?

[ Thrmus the jneat, &-c. at them.
There, take it to you, trenchers, cups, and all.

Yon heedless joltheads and unmanner'd slaves

!

What, do you grumble ? I'll be with you straight.
Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet

:

The meat was well, if you were so contented.
Pet. I tell thee, Kate, 'twas burnt and dried away ;

And I expressly am forbid to touch it,

l*or it engenders cholcr, planteth anger

;

And better 'twere, that both of us did fast.
Since, of ourselves, ourselves are choleric.
Than feed it with such over-roasted flesh.

Be patient ; to-morrow 't shall be mended.
And. for this night, we'U fast for company

:

Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber.
[Exennt Petruchio, Katharina, <j«c? Curtis.

Nath. Peter, didst ever see the like?
Peter. He kills her in her own humour.

Re-enter Curtis.
Gru. Where is he ?

Curt. In her chamber.
Making a sermon of continency to her

;

And rails, and swears, and rates, that she, poor soul.
Knows not which w.iy to stand, to look, to speak.
And sits as one new-risen from a dream.
Away, away ! for he is coming hither. [Ex'-itnt.

Ke-euter Petruchio,
Pet. Thus have I politicly begun my reign.

And 'tis my hope to end successfully ;

My falcon now is sharp, and p.issing empty;
.Viid, till she stoop, she must not be fu!l-gorg'd,
h'or then slie never looks upon her lure.*
f\uother way 1 have to man my haggard,
I'o make her come, aiul know her keeper's call

;

fliat is, to watch her, as we watch these kites
That bate, and beat, and wiU not be obedient.
She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat

;

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall not

;

.\s with the meat, some undeserved fault
I'll find about the making of the bed ;

And here I'll fling the piilow, there the bolster.
This way the coverlet, another way the sheets:—
Ay, and amid this hurly, I intend
That all is done in reverend care of her

;

.\nd, in conclusion, she shall watch all night

:

And, if she chance to nod, I'll rail and brawl,
And with the clamour keep her still awake.
This is a way to kill a wife with kindness ;

And thus I'll curb her mad and headstrong humour.

—

He that knows better how to tame a shrew.
Now let him speak : 'tis charity to show. \_Exil.

SCENE II.—Padua. Pc/ore Baptista's House.

Enter Tranio and Hortensio.

Tra. Is't possible, friend Licio, that mistress Bianca
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ?

I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand.
Hor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said.

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching.
f Tliey stand aside.

Enter Bianca and Lucentio.
Luc. Now, mistress, profit you in what you read ?

Bian. What, master, read you ? first resolve inc that.
Luc. I read that I profess, the Art to Love.
Bian. And may you prove, sir, m.aster of your art

!

Ltic. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of my
heart. [They retire.

Hor. Quick proceeders, marry ! Now, tell me, I

pray,
\ on that durst swear that your mistress Bianca
Lov'd none in the world so well as Lucentio.
Tra. O despiteful love I unconstant womankind !

—

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful.
Hor. Mistake no more : I am not Licio,

Nor a musician, as I seem to be;
But one that scorns to live in this disguise.
For such a one as leaves a gentleman.
And makes a god of such a cuUion :

Know, sir, that I am call'd Hortensio.
Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have often heard

Of your entire affection to Bianca ;

.\nd since mine eyes are witness of her lightness,
I will with you,—if you be so contented,

—

Forswear Bianca and her love for ever.
Hor. See, how they kiss and court !—Signior Lu-

Here is my hand, and here I firmly vow [centio.
Never to woo her more ; but I do forswear her.
As one unworthy all the former favours
That I have fondly flatter'd her withal.

Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned oath,
Never to marry with her, though she would entreat

:

Fie on her ! see, how beastly .she doth court him.
Hor. Would all the world, but he, had quite for

sworn

!

For me, that I may surely keep mine oath,
1 will be married to a wealthy widow,
Ere three days pass, which hath as long lov'd me,
.\s I have lov'd this proud, disdainful haggard.
.\iid so farewell, signior Lucentio.

—

Kindness in women, not their beauteous looks.
Shall win my love :—and so I take my leave.
In resolution as I swore before.

[Exit Hortensio. Lucentio and Bianca advance.
Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace

.As "longeth to a lover's blessed case !

Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle love:
.Vnd have forsworn you, with Hortensio.
Bian. Tranio, you jest : but have you both forsworn
Tra. Mistress, we have. [me?
I-"c. Then we are rid of Licio.
Tra. Y faith, he'll have a lusty widow now.

That shall be wood and wedded in a day.
Bian. God give him joy 1

Tra. Ay, aiid he'll tame her.
-^'<"'. He says so, Tranio,
ira. Faith, he is gone unto the laming-school.



Scene 3.

Hian. The taming-school I what. Is there such a
place!

Tra. Ay, mistress, and Petruchio is the master

;

That teacneth tricks eleven and twenty long.

To tame a shrew, and charm her chaLterinsj tongxie.
Uiifer MvmUWo.

Sion. O master, master. 1 liave watch'd so long
That I 'ni dog-weary 1 bnt at last I spied
An ancient angel coming down the hill,

Will serve the turn.

Tra. What is he. Biondellot
Bion. Master, a mercatante, or a pedant.

I know not what ; but fonnal in apparel,
In gait and countenance surely like a father.

Lite. And what of him, Traniot
Tra. If he be credulous, and trust my tale,

111 make him glad to seem Vincentio ;

.\nd give assurance to Baptista Minola,
As if ne were the right Vincentio.
T.'ike in your love, and then let me alone.

lExeitii: Lucentio rt«rf Bianca.
Enter a Pedant.

Fed. God save you, sir

!

Tra. And you, sir: you are welcome.
Travel you far on. or are you at the furthest?
Fed. Sir, at the furthest for a week or two ;

But then up further, and as far as Rome,
And so to Tripoli, if God lend me life.

Tra. What countryinan, I pray?
Fed. Of Mantua.
7"rii. Of Mantua, sir 1—marry. God forbid 1

And come to Padua, careless of your life?

Fed. My life, sirl how, I pray? for that goes hard.
Tra. Tis death for any one in Mantua

To come to Padua. Know you not the cause ?

Your ships are stay'd at Venice ; and the duke.
iPor private quarrel 'twixt your duke and him,)
Hath publish'd and proclaimed it openly

:

'Tis man-el ; but th.at you are but newly come.
You might have heard it else proclaim'd about.
Fed. Alas, sir. it is worse for me than so

;

For I have bills for money by exchange
From Florence, and must here deliver them.

Tra. Well, sir, to do you courtesy.
This will 1 do, and this I w ill advise you :

—

First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa!
Fed. Ay, sir, in Pisa have I often been ;

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens.
Tra. Among them, know you one Vincentio?
Fed. I know him not, but I have heard of him;

A merchant of incomparable wealth.
Tra, He is my father, sir ; and. sooth to say.

In countenance somewhat doth resemble you.
Bion. \Asid€.\ As much as an apple doth an oyster.

and all one.
Tra. To save your life in this extremity.

This favour will 1 do you for his sake ;

And think it not the worst of all your fortunes
That you are like to Sir Vincentio.
His name and credit shall you undertake.
And in my house you shall be friendly lodg'd ,

Look that you take upon you as you should

;

You understand me, sir :—so shall you stay
Till you have done your business in the city

:

1 f this be courtesy, sir, accept of it.

Fed. O sir, I do ; .and will repute you ever
The patron of my life and liberty.

Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good.
This, by the way. I let you understand

;

My father is here look'd for every day.
To pass assurance of .1 dower in marriage
'Twixt me and one Baptista's daughter here:
In .all these circumstances I'll instruct you :

<jO with me, sir, to clothe you as becomes you.
{F.xeiint^

SCENE III.—// Room in Petruchio's //o««.

Enter Katharina and Cnimio.

Cm. N'o. no, forsooth ; I dare not, for my life.

Kath. The more my wrong, the more his spite ap-
What, did he marry me to famish me ! (pears :

Beggars, that come unto my father's door,
Ijion entreaty have .a present .alms

;

If not, elsewhere they meet with charity :

But I.—who never knew how to entreat,
.Nor never needed th.it I should entreat.—
Am starv'd for meat, giddy for lack of sleep :

With oaths kept waking, and with brawling fed

:
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And that which spites me more than all these wants.
He does it under name of perfect love ;

As who should say, if I should sleep, or eat,

'Twere deadly sickness, or else present death,

—

I pr'ythee go, and get me some repast

;

1 care not what, so it be wholesome food.
Cru. Wh.it !.,iy you to a ncits (.jut

!

Kath. "Tis passing good : I jirythec let ine have it.

One. I fear it is too choleric a meat.
How-say you to a fat tripe, finely broil'd?
Katk. I like it well : good Grumio, fetch it me,
Grtt. I cannot tell : 1 fear 'tis choleric.

What say you to a piece of beef, and mustard 2

JCath. A dish that I do love to feed upon.
Gill. Ay. but the mustard is too hot a little.

JCath. Why, then the beef, and let the nmstard rest.

One. Nay, then I will not: you sh.all have the
Or else you get no beef of Grumio. [mustard,

K'ath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt.

Grii. Why then, the mustard without the beef
Kath. Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding slave,

{Beats hijK.
Thou feed'st me with the very name of meat

;

Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you.
That triumph tlius upon my misery 1

Go, get thee gone, I say.

Enter Petruchio ivith a disk ofyneat; awrfHortensio.

Pet. How fares my Kate ? Wliat, sweeting, all amort

!

Hor. Mistress, what cheer!
Kath. 'Faith as cold as can be.
Fet. Pluck up thy spirits ; look cheerfully upon me.

Here, love ; thou seest how diligent I am.
To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee :

\Sets the dish on a table.

1 am sure, sweet Kate, this kindness merits thanks.
What, not a word? Nay then, thou lov'st it not

;

And all my pains is sorted to no proof.

—

Here, take away this dish.
Kath. I pray you. let it st.ind.

Pet. The poorest service is repaid with thanks ;

.\nd so shall mine, before you touch the meat.
Kath. I thank you, sir.

llor. Signior Petruchio, fie J you are to blame.
Come, mistress Kate, 111 bear you company. (me.

—

Fet. \Aside.] Eat it up all. Hortensio, if thou lov'st

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart I

Kate, e.at apace :—and now, my honey love,
\\ ill we return unto thy father's house.
And revel it as bravely as the best.
With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings.
With rutfs. and cuffs, and farthingales, and things ;

With scarfs, and fans, and double change of br,-ivery.

With amber bracelets, beads, and all this knaverj'.
What, hast thou din'd ? The tailor stays thy leisure.

To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure.

Enter Tailor.
Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments

;

I.ay forth the gown.

—

[Enter Haberdasher.] What
news with you, sir!

//ai. Here is the cap your worship did bespeak.
Fet. Why, this wan moulded on a porringer

;

A velvet dish :—fie, fie ! 'tis lewd antl filthy :

Why, 'tis a cockle or a walnut shell,

.\ knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap :

.\way with it I come, let me have a biggfer.
Kath. I'll have no bigger : this doth ht the time,

.•\nd gentlewomen wear such caps .as these.
Fet. When you are gentle, you shall have one too ;

And not till then.
Nor. [ylside\. That will not be in haste.
Kath. Why. sir. I trust I may have leave to speak;

And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe

:

Your betters have endur'd me say my mind ;

And if you cannot, best you stop your ears.
My tongue will tell the anger of my heart

;

Or else my heart, concealing it. will break :

And rather than it shall, I w'lll be free
liven to the uttermost, as 1 please, in words.

Fet. Why. thou say'st true ; it is a paltry cap,
A ciistardcoflin, a bauble, a silken pie :

1 love thee well, in th.at thou likst it not.
Kath. Love me or love me not. I like the cap

;

And i: I will have, or I w ill have none.
Fet. Thy gown ! why, ,'vy :—come, tailor, let us see *t

O mercy, God ! what masking stuff is here !

What's this?,a sleeve? 'tis like a demi-cannon :

\Vhat I Up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart

!
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IlereS snip, and nip. and cut, ami slish, and slash,

Lil<e to a censer in ,t barber's shop)—
\Vhy, what, o' devil's name, tailor, c.ill'st thou this?

//or. [Asfdi]. 1 see, she's like to have neither caf
nor sown.

Ttii. You bid me make it orderlj^ and well,

Accordini; lo the faL>hion .and the time.
Pcf. Marry, and did; but if you be remember'd,

/ did not bid you mar it to the time,
(io, hop me over everj- kennel home,
I'or you shall hop without my custom, sir

:

I '11 none of it : hence! make your best of it.

J\itf/i. I never saw a better-fashion'd gown.
More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commendable
Belike you mean to make a puppet of me.
Pett "NV'hy, true ; he mean's to make a puppet of thee,

Tai. She says your worship means to make a puppet
(if her.

Pet. O monstrous arrogance 1 Thou liest, thou
Thou thimble, [thread.
Thou yard, three-quarters, half-j'ard, quarter, nail

!

Thou flea, thou nit, tliou winter cricket thou !

—

Brav'd in mine own house with a skein of thread?
Away ! thou rag. thou quantity, thou remnant

;

Or I shall so be-mfete thee with thy yard.
As thou shalt think on prating ^\•hilst thou liv'st

!

1 tell thee, I, that thou hast marr'd her gown.
Tai. Your worship is deceiv'd ; tile gown is made

Just as my master had direction :

Grumio gave order how it should be done.
Grit, i gave him no order; I gave him the stuff.

Tai. But how did you desire it should be made 'i

One. Marry, sir, with needle and thread.
Tai. But did you not request to have it cut?
(7m. Thou hast faced many things.

Tai. I have.
Gru. Face not me : thou hast braved many men ;

brave not me : I will neither be faced nor braved. I

say unto thee,— I bid thy master cut out the gown

;

but I did not bid him cut it to pieces; er^ff, thou
liest.

Tai. Why, here is tlie note of the fashion to testify.

Pet. Read it.

Gru. The note lies in "s throat, if he say I said so.

Tai. [Peac/s]. ^^ Itnpriviis.a loose-bpdiedg07t'u r—
G7-n. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown, sew

me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death witli a
bottom of brown thread : I said, a gown.

Pet. Proceed.
Tai. YR€ads\. '* IVit/i a stna/t-compasscd cape

:"—
Gne. I confess the cape.
Tai. [Reads]. " iVit/i a trunk slen'e ."—
Grit. I confess two sleeves.
Tai. {Peads\. " T/ie sleeves curiously a<t."

Pet, Ay, there's the villainy.

Grjt. Error i' the bill, sir ; error i' the bill. I com-
manded the sleeves should be cut out, and sewed up
ari'ain ; and that I'll prove upon thee, though thy little

finger be armed in a thimble.
Tai. This is true that I say : an I had thee in place

where, thou shouldst know it.

Gru. I am for thee straight : take thou the bill, give
me thy mete-yard, and spare not me.
Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio ! then he shall have no

odds.
Pet. 'Well, sir, in brief, the gown is not for me.
Gru. You are i' the right, sir : 'tis for my mistress.

, Pet. Go. take it up unto thy master's use.

Gru. Villain, not for thy life : take up my mistress'

gown for thy master's use 1

Pet. AVTiy, sir, what's >viur conceit in that ?

Gru. O. sir, the conceit is deeper than you think for

;

Take up my mistress' gown to his master's use !

O, fie, fie. fie! (paid.—
Pet. \/^side\ Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor

' Tn Tailor). Go take it hence ; be gone, and say no
more.

Hor. {Aside to Tailor). Tailor, I'll pay thee for thy
gown to-morrow

:

Take no unkindness of his hasty words :

Away, I say ; commend me to thy master.
[I:xettiit Tailor aud Haberdasher.

Pet. 'Well, come, my Kate ; we will unto your
Even in the'ie honest mean habiliments : | father's.

Our purses shall be |jroud. oiir garments poor.

For tis tlie mind th.at makes the body rich

:

And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds.

So honour peereth In the meanest habit.

What, is the jay more precious than the lark,

Because his feathers are more beautiful?
Or is the adder better than the eel.

Because his painted skin contents the eye!
1 1, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse
I'or this jjoor furniture and mean array.
II thou account'sl it shame, lay it on me ;

And therefore frolic : we will hence forthwith,

To feast and sport us at thy father's house.

—

Go. call my men, and let us straight to him ;

And bring our horses unto Long-lane end ;

There will we moimt, and thither walk on foot.

—

I .et's see ; I think 'tis now some se\en o'clock.

And well we may come there by dinner-time.
A'at/i. I dare assure you. sir. 'tis almost two ;

.\ud 'tw-ill be supper-time ere you come there.

Pit. It shall be seven ere I go to horse :

Look, what I speak, or do. or think to do,
\'ou .'ire still crossing it.—Sirs, let 't alone

:

I will not go to-day- and ere I do,
I

I

shall be what o'clock 1 say it is.

//or. Why, so ! this gallant will command the sun.
\Sxeunt,

SCENE IV'.—Padua. Before Baptista's Nouse. .

/'-liter Tranio, a>idilie Pedant dressed like Vincentio.

Tra. Sir. this is the house : please it you, that I

call ?

/'ed. Ay, what else ? and. but I be deceived,
Siguier Baptista may remember me.
Near twenty years ago, in Genoa,
Where we were lodgers at the Pegasus.

Tra. 'Tis well ; and hold your own. in any case,
Willi such austerity as "longethto a father.

/\d. I warrant you. But. sir, here comes your boy

;

'Twere good he were school'd.
Euter Biondello.

Tra. Fear you not him—sirrah Biondello,
Now do your duty throughly, 1 advise you :

Imagine 'twere the right Vincentio.
Biott. Tut ! fear not me.
Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista ?

Hion. I told him that your father was at Venice ;

And that you look'd for him this day in Padua.
Tra. Thou 'rt a tall fellow : hold thee that to drink.

Here comes Baptista :—Set your countenance, sir.

—

Puter Baptista aud Lucentio.
Signior Baptista, you are happily met.

—

(
To t/ie Pedant.] Sir, this is the gentleman I told you

I pray you. stand good father to me now, [of

:

(live me Bianca for my patrimony
Ped. Soft, son

!

Sir, by your leave : having come to P.adua
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio
.Made me acquainted wit'n a weighty cause
Of love between your daughter and himself:

And.—for the good report I hear of you,

."Vnd for the love he beareth to your daughter.
And she to him,—to stay him not too long,

1 am content, in a good fat'ner's care.

To have him matcl'i'd ; and,—if you please to like

No worse than I.—upon some agreement,
Me shall you find ready and willing

With one consent to have her so bestow'd

;

For curious I cannot be witli you,
Signior Baptista, of whom I hear so well.

Pap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to s.iy :

Vour plainness .and your shortness please me well.

Right true it is, your son Lucentio here
I loth love my daughter, and she loveth him.
Or both dissemble deeply their affections :

.Vnd therefore, if you say no more than this.

That like a father you will deal with him.
And pass my daughter a sufficient dower.
The match is made, and all is done

:

Your son shall have my daughter with consent.
Tra. I thank you, sir. Where, then, do you know

We be affied, and such assurance ta'en, [best,

As shall with either part's agreement stand ?

Paf. Not in my house, Lucentio ; for. you know.
Pitch*, rs have cars, and I have many servants :

Besides, old Gremio is hearkening still

;

And, happily, we might be intemifited.
Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you ;

There doth my father lie ; and there, this night.

We'll pass thc'busines^ privately and well.

Send tor your daughter by ytwr servant here

;
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My boy shall fetch the scrivener presently.

The worst is this,—that, at so slender warninsj,

Vou're like to have a thin and slender pittance.

Ka/>. It likes nic well.—Canihio, hie you home,
.\nd bid Bianca make her ready straijjnt

;

.\nd, if you will, tell what hath happened,—
I.ncentio's father is arrived in Faaua,
And how she's like to be Lucentio's wife.

/.«<-. 1 pray the gods she may with all my heart I

Tra. Dally not witli the gods, but get thee gone.
Siunior Baptista, shall I lead the way !

M'elcome 1 one mess is like to be your cheer

:

Come, sir; we will better it in Pisa.

Bap, I follow you.
[Exeunt Tranio, Pedant, and Baptista.

Kion. Cambio I

—

Luc. What say'st thou, Biondello ?

}iion. ^'ou saw my master wink and laugh upon
I.uc. Biondello, what of that? [youi
Biott. 'Faith, nothing; but he has left me here

behind, to expound the meaning or moral of his

signs and tokens.
Lite. I pray thee, moralize them.
B!0)t. Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking with

the deceiving father of a deceitful son.
l.iic. And what of him ?

Bioti, His daughter is to be brought by you to the
Luc. And then? [supper.
Bion. The old priest at SL Luke's church is at your

conmiand at all hours.
/-!«-. .A.nd what of all this?
Bion, 1 cannot tell ; expect they are busied about

a counterfeit assurance : take you assurance of her,
turn pri'viUgio ad lutpriincitduvi solum: to the
church ;—take the priest, clerk, and some sufficient

honest witnesses. [say,

1 f this be not that you look for, I have no more to
But bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. \Goi',i^.

Luc. Hearest thou. Biondello?
Bicii. I cannot tarry : 1 knew a wench married in

an afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley tu
stuff a rabbit ; and so may you, sir : and so, adieu, sir.

My master hath appointed me to go to St. Luke's, to
bid the priest be ready to come against you come with
your appendix.

"

[JJxit.

Luc. I maj-, and will, if she be so contented :

She will be pleas'd ; then wherefore should I doubt ?

Hap what hap may, I'll roundly go about her

:

It shall go liard, if Cambio go without her. f /:"-v:?.

SCENE v.—A public Road.

i;«/lf>• Petruchio, Katharina, n«<^ Hortensio.

Pet. Come on, o* God's name ; once more toward
our father's.

Good lord, how bright and goodly .shuies the moon I

Kath. The moon 1 the sun : it is not moonlight now.
Pet. I say it is the moon that shines so brigiit.

Kath. I know it is the sun that shines .so bright.
Pet. Now. by my mother's son, and tliat's myself,

It shall be moon, or star, or what I list.

Or ere I journey to your father's house.-
(io on, and fetch our horses back again.

—

Uvermore cross'd, and cross'd ; notJiing but cross'd !

Hor. Say as he s.iys, or we shall never go.
Kath. ^•or^vard, I pray, since we have tome so far.

And be it moon, or sun, or what you please;
An if you please to call it a rush candle,
Henceforth, 1 vow, it shall be so for mo.
Pet. I say it is the moon.
Kath. I know it is the moon.
Pet. Nay, then you lie : it is the blessed sun.
Kath. Then God be blcss'd. it is the blessed sun :—

But sun it is not, when you say it is not

;

And the moon changes, even as your mind.
NVIiat you will have it nani'd, even that it is

;

And so. it shall be so for Katharine.
Hor. Pctrucliio, go thy ways; the field is won.
Pet. \\'ell, forward, forward 1 thus the bowl should

.\nd not unluckily against the bias.— [run.
But soft ! couipany is coming here.

/rr«C«i' Vinccntio, tn atravetlin;; dress.

I '' Vinccntio. |(;ood-uiorroiv, gentle mistress : where
Tell mc, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too, (away?—
Il.vst thou beheld a fresher gentlcwomanV
Such war of white and red within her checks I

>V hat stars do spangle heaven with such beauty.
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.Vs those two eyes become that heavenly face?

—

• lovely maid, once more good day to thee.

—

et Kate, embrace her for her beauty's sake.
(')-. 'A will make the man mad, to make a woman

of hhn.
Kath. 'iToung budding virgin, fair and fresh and

Whither away ; or where is tliy abode? [sweet.

Happy the parents of so fair a child

;

Happier the man, whom favourable stars

.\llot thee for his lovely bedfellow ! [mad :

Pet. Why, how now, Kate ! I hope thou art not
This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither'd

;

And not a maiden, as thou say'st he is.

Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes.
That have been so bedazzled with the sun.
That every thing I look on seemeth green :

Now I perceive thou art a reverend father ;

Pardon. I pray thee, for my mad mistaking.
Pet. Do, good old grandsire ; and withal make

Which way tliou travell'st ; if along with us, [known
\\'e shall be joyful of thy company.

I'tii. Fair sir, and you my merry mistress.

That with your strange encounter much amaz'd me.
My name is called Vincentio ; my dwelling, Pisa

j

.\nd bound I am to Padua ; there to visit

A son of mine, which long I have not seen.
Pet. What is his name ?

Viti. Lucentio, gentle sir.

Pet. Happily met ; the happier for thy son.
And now by law, as well as reverend age,
may entitle thee my loving father

:

The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman.
Thy son by this hath married. Wonder not.

Nor be not griev'd : she is of good esteem.
Her dowry weiilthy, and of worthy birth

;

Besides, so qualified as may beseem
The spouse of any noble gentleman.
Let me embrace with old Vincentio

:

-\nd wander we to see thy honest son.
Who will of thy arrival be full joyous.

Viii. But is this true? or is it else your pleasure.
Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest
Uijon the company you overtake?

llor. I do assure thee, father, so it is.

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof;
For our first merriment hath made thee jealous.

[/f.v^?^^^ Petruchio, Katharina. a?i(f Vincentio.
llor. Well, Petruchio, this has put me in heart.

Ha\-e to my widow 1 and if she be froward,
Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward.

{Exit.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Padua. Be/ore Lucentio's House.

/ittcr on one side Biondello, Lucentio, and Bianca

;

Gremio walking on tlie other side.

Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir ; for the priest is ready.
1 itc. I fiy, Biondello ; but they may chance to need

tliL-e at home; therefore leave us.
liio7t. Nay, faith, I'll see the church o' your back;

md then come back to my master as soon as I can.
[Exeunt Lucentio, Bianca, «;/(/ Biondello.

lire. I mar\''?l Cambio comes not all this while.

Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio, and
Attendants.

Pet. Sir, here's the door, this is Lucentio's house:
My father's bears more toward the market-place ;

Thither must I. .and here I leave you, sir.

I'in. You shall not choose but drink before you go*.
I think I shall command your welcome here.
.\nd, by all likelihood, some cheer is toward.

[Knocis.
Cre. They're busy within ; you were best knock

louder.
Enter Pedant above, at a wi)ido7v.

Ped. What's he, that knocks as he would beat down
/'/«. Is signior Lucentio within, sir? (the gate?
/''</. He's wiihin, sir ; but not to bespoken withal.
yin. What if .i man bring him a hundred pound or

twri, to make merry withal?
/'-./. Keep your hundred imunds to yourself: he

,h.ill need none, so long .'ls I live.

Pel. Nay. I tuhl you your son was well beloved in

P.ulua.—Do you hear, sir?—to leave frivolous circum-
st.inces.— I pray you, tell signior Lucentio, that his
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father is come from Pisa, and is here at the door to
speak witli him.

Pcd. Tliou iiest : his father is come from Pisa, and
here looking out at the window.

Viii. Art thou his fatherl [her.
Pcd. Ay, sir ; so his niotlier says, if I may beheve
Pet. [ To Vincen. ] Why, hoM- now, gentleman ! why,

this is flat knavery, to take upon you another man's
name.
Ped. Lay hands on the villain. I believe, a means

to cozen somebody in this city under my countenance.

Re-eiitar Biondello.

Bion. I have seen them in the church together :

God send 'em good shipping !—But who is here 1 mine
old master, Vincentio ! now we are undone, and
brought to nothing.

Viji. \Seeins 'Km\\.\ Come hither, crack-hemp
Bion. I hope I may choose, sir.

Vin. Come hither, you rogue. What, have you
forgot me ?

bion. Forgot you ! no, sir : I could not forget you,
for I never saw you before in all my life.

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didst thou never
see thy master's father, Vincentio ?

Bion. What, my old, worsliipful old master ? yes,
marry, sir : see where he looks out of the window.

Vin. Is't so, indeed

;

[^ra/j Biondello.
Bion. Help, help, help ! here 's a madman will

murder me. [Exit.
Pcd. Help, son ! help, signior Baptista 1

\Exitfrom the 7uindo-,v.
Pet. Pr'ythee, Kate, let 's stand aside, and see the

end of this controversy. [ They retire.

Re-enter Pedant beloiv : Baptista, Tranio, and
Servants.

Tra. Sir. what are you, that offer to beat my ser-
vant ?

Vin. What am I, sir! nay, what are you, sir?—

O

immortal gods ! O fine villain ! A silken doublet ! a
velvet hose I a scarlet cloak ! and a copatain hat !

—

O, I am undone ! I am undone I while I play the good
husband at home, my son and my servant spend all at
the university.

Tra. How now ! what's the matter?
Bap. What, is the man lunatic ?

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman by
your habit, but yourwordsshow youa madman. Wliy,
sir, what 'cerns it you if I wear pearl and gold ? I

thank my good father, I am able to maintainit.
Vin. "Thy father 1 O villain I he is a sail-maker in

Bergamo.
Ba/. 'Vou mistake, sir, you mistake, sir. Pray, what

do you think is his name ?

Vin. His name 1 as if I knew not his name : I have
brought him up ever since he was three years old, and
his name is Tranio.
Ped. Away, away, mad ass I his name is Lucentio ;

and he is mine onlj- son, and heir to the lands of me.
signior Vincentio.

Vin. Lucentio ! O, he hath nmrdered his master

!

Lay hold on him, I charge you in the duke's name.

—

V) my son, my son !—tell me, thou villain, where is my
Tra. Call forth an officer. [son Lucentio ?

Enter one with an Officer.

Carry this mad knave to the jail.—Father Baptista, I

charge you see that he be forthcoming,
Vin. Carry me to the jail I

Grc. Stay, officer : he shall not go to prison.
Bap. Talk not, signior Gremio : I say he shall go to

prison.
Grc. Take heed, signior Baptista, lest you be cony-

catched in this business : I dare swear this is the right
Ped. Swear, if thou darest, [Vincentio.
Ore. Nay, I dare not swear it. [centio.

Tra. Then thou wert best say, that I am not Lu-
Gre. Yes, I know thee to be signior Lucentio.
Bap. Away with the dotard I to the jail with him I

Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and abuse^l :

—

O monstrous villain !

Re-ent^'r Biondello, luitli Lucentio aytd Bianca.
Bion. O, we are spoiled and—yonder he is: deny

him, forswear him, or else we are all imdone.
J.ue. [h'ncc/in^'.l Pardon, sweet father.

Vin. Lives my sweetest son ?

(Biondello, Tranio, a;;^ Pedant rnn out.

Bian, [Kneciint;.] Pardon, dear father.

Acis.

How hast thou offended ?—Bap.
Where is Lucentio?
Luc. Here's Lucentio,

Right son to the right Vincentio
;

fliat have by marriage made thy daughter mine,
While counterfeit supposes blear'd thme eyne.

Grc. Here 's packing, with a witness, to deceive us
Vin. Where is that damned villain Tranio, [all

!

That fac'd and brav'd me in this matter so V

Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio?
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lucentio.
Lac. Love wrought these miracles. Bianca'slove

Made me exchange my state with Tranio,
While he did bear my countenance in the town

;

And happily I have arriv'd at last

Unto the wished haven of my bliss.

What Tranio did, myself enforc'd him to ;

Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sake.
Vin. I'll slit the villain's nose, that would have sent

me to the jail.

Bap. [To Lucentio.] But do you hear, sir? Have
you married uiy daughter without asking my good-
will ?

Viii. Fear not, Baptista ; we will content you, go
to ; but I will in, to be revenged for this villainy.

\Exit.
Bap. And I, to sound the depth of this knavery.

{Exit.
Luc. Look not pale, Bianca; thy father will not

frown. \Exeitnt\^\iz. a}id'^\AW,
Grc. Mycake is dough ; but I'll in among tlie rest

;

Out of hope of all, ijut my share of the feast.

{Exit
Petruchio and Katharina advance.

fCath. Husband, let 's follow, to see the end of this

Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and Me will. [ado.
Kath. What, in the midst of the street 'i

Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me ?

Kath. No, sir, God forbid ; but asliamed to kiss.

Pet. Why then, let 's home again.—Come, sirrah,

let 's away. ^
_

[love, stay.
Kath. Nay, I will give thee a kiss : now pray thee,
Pet. Is not this well?—Come, my sweet Kate :

Better once than never, for never too late. {Exeunt.

SCENE II.—.-:? Room in Lucentio's House.

.1 Banquet set out. Enter Baptista, Vincentio, Gremio,
tJte Pedant, Lucentio, Bianca, Petruchio, Katha-
rina. Hortensio, rt?^rtf Widow. Tranio, Biondello,
Grumio, and others^ attending.

Luc. At last, though long, our jarring notes agree

;

And time it is, when raging war is done.
To smile at 'scapes ana perils overblown.

—

My fair Bianca, bid my father welcome.
While I with self-same kindness welcome thine.

—

Brother Petruchio,—sister Katliarina.

—

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow,

—

Feast with the best, and welcome to my house

:

My banquet is to close our stomachs up.
After our great good cheer. Pray you, sit down ;

For now we sit to chat, as well as eat.

[ They sit at table.

Pet. Nothing but sit and sit, and eat and eat I

Bap. Padua affords this kindness, son Petruchio,
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind.
Hor. For both our sakes, I would that word were

true.

Pet. Now, for my life. Hortensio fears his widow.
Jl'id, Then never trust me. if I be afeared
Pet. You are very sensible, and yet you miss my

I mean, Hortensio is afeared of yon. [sense :

IVid. He that is giddy thinks the world turns round.
Pet. Roundly replied.
Kath. Mistress, how mean you that ?

Wid. Thus I conceive by him.
Pet. Conceives by me !—How likes Hortensio that?
Hor. My widow says, thus she conceives her tale.

Pet. Very well mended.—Kiss him for that, good
widow. [round

:

Kath. He that is giddy thinks the world turns
I pray you, tell me what you meant by that.

IVid. Your husband, being troubled with a shrew,
Measures my husband's sorrow by his woe :

And now you know my meaning.
Kath. A very mean meaning.
IVid.

'

Right, I mean you.
A'ath. And I am mean, indeed, respecting you.
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Pft. To her, Kate !

/Ur. To her. wiciow I

Pf.'. A hundred marks, my Kate does put her down.
Nor. That's my office.

/W. Spoke like an olhcer :—Ha" to thee, lad.

[Drirtis to Hortensio.

Bap. How likes Gremio these quick-witted folks V

Grf. Believe me, sir, they butt together well
Bum. Head and butt! a hasty-witted body

Would say, your head and butt were head and horn.

l^in. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken'd you V

Bi'an. Ay, but not frighted me ; therefore I'll sleep

again.
Pet. Nay, that you shall not : since you have begun,

Have at you for a bitter jest or two.

Biait. Am I your bird '/ I mean to shift my bush,
.Vnd then pursue nie as you draw your bow.

—

V'ou are welcome all.

[Exeunt Bianca, Katharina, rtwrf 'Widow.
Pet. She hath prevented me. — Here, signior

Tranio ;

This bird you aim'd at. though you hit her not

;

I'herefore a liealtli to all that shot and miss'd.

r>a. O sir, Lucentio slipp'd me like his grey-
hound,

\\hich runs himself, and catches for his master.
Pet. A good swift simile, but something currish,

7"n7. 'Tis well, sir, that you hunted for yourself:
Tis thought your deer does hold you at a bay.
Bap. O lio, Petruchio 1 Tranio hits you now.
I.iie. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio.
Mor. Confess, confess, hath he riot hit you here ?

Pet. 'A has a little gall'd me, I confess ;

And, as the jest did glance away from rae,

Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright.

Bap. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio,

I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all.

Pet. 'Well, I say no : and therefore, for assurance,
Let's each one send unto his wife ;

And he whose wife is most obedient
To come at first when he doth send for her,

Shall win the wager which we will propose.
Hor. Content. What is the w.tger ?

Lite. Twenty crowns.
Pet. Twenty crowns I

I'll venture so much of my hawk or hound.
But twenty times so much upon my wife.

Luc. A hundred then.
Hor. Content.
Pet. A match ! 'tis done.
Jior. Wio shall begin !

Luc.
'

That will I.—
Go. Biondello, bid your mistress come to me.
BioK. I go. [Exit.
Bap. Son. I will be vour half, Bianca comes.
Ljic. I'll have no halves ; I'll bear it all myself.

Reenter Biondello.
How now I what news?
Bion. Sir, my mistress sends you word

That she is busy, and she cannot come.
Pet. How ! she is busy, and she cannot come I

Is that an answer?
Gre. Ay, and a kind one too

:

Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse.
Pet. I hope, better.

Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and entreat my wife
To come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello.

Pet. O ho 1 entreat her

!

Nay, then she must needs come.
Hor. I am afraid, sir,

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated.
Re-enter Uiondcllo.

Now, where 's my wife?
Bion. She says you have some goodly jest in hand :

She will not come ; she bids you come to her.
Pet. Worse and worse ; she will not come I O vile.

Intolerable, not to be endur'd !—
Sirrah Grumio. go to your mistress ; say,
I command her to come to me. [Exit Grumio.
Hor. I know her answer.
Pet. What?
Hor. She will not.
Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end.
Bap. 'Hnvi, by my holidame, here comes Katli.i-

rina I

Rt-enter Katharina.
Kath. 'What is your will, sir, that vou send foi-

met

Pet. Where is your sister, and Hortensio's wife?
Kath. They sit conferring by the parlour fire.

Pet. Go, fetch them hither: if they deny to come.
Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husb.inds

:

.Vway, I say, and bring them hither straight.

[Exit Katharina.
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder.
Hor. And so it is : 1 wonder what it bodes.
Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet

life.

An awful rule, and right supremacy ;

And, to be short, what not, that's sweet and happy.
Bap. Now, fair befall thee, good Petruchio !

The wager thou hast won ; and I will add
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns

;

Another dowry to another daughter.
For she is chang'd, as she had never been.
Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet,

And show more sign of her obedience,
Her new-built virtue and obedience.

Reenter Katharina, luitli Bianca and Widow,
See, where she comes, and brings your froward wives
As prisoners to her womanly persuasion.
Kath,arine, that cap of yours becomes you not

:

Off with that bauble, throw it under foot.

[Katharina pulls offIter cap, and
throius it do7VH.

U'id. Lord I let me never have a cause to sigh,

Till I be brought to such a silly pass I

Biaii. Fie 1 what a foolish duty call you this?

Luc. I would your duty were as foolish too :

The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca,
Hath cost me a hundred crowns since supper-time.
Bian. The more fool you, for laying on my duty.

Pet. Katharine, I charge thee, tell these head-
strong women

What duty they do owe their lords and husbands.
]yid. Come, come, you're mocking: we will have

no telling.

Pet. Come on, I say ; and first begin with her.

U'ld. She shall not.

Pet. I say she shall :—and first begin with her.

Kath. Fie, fie ! unknit that threat'ning unkind brow

;

And dart not scornful glances from those eyes.

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor

:

It blots thy beauty, a.s frosts bite the meads ;

Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair buds
;

And in no sense is meet or amiable.
A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled.
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ;

.Vnd wliile it is so, none so dry or thirsty

Will deign to sip, or touch one drop of it.

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper.
Thy head, thy sor'reign ; one that cares for thee,
And for thy maintenance ; connnits his body
To painful labour both by sea and land.
To watch the night in storms, the day in cold.
Whilst thou liest wann at home, secure and safe

;

And craves no other tribute at thy hands.
But love, fair looks, and true obedience,

—

Too little payment for so .great a debt.
Such duty as tlie subject owes the prince,
Even such a woniim oweth to her husband ;

And, when she's froward, peevish, sullen, sour,
And not obedient to his honest will,

What is she but a foul contending rebel.

And gr.'iceless traitor to her loving lord ?

—

I am asham'd that women are so simple
To ofl^er war, where they should kneel for peace ;

Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway.
When they are bound to serve, love, .nnd obey.
Why arc our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth,
llmipt to toil and trouble in the world.
But that our soft conditions, and our hearts,
Should well agree with our external parts?
Come, come, you froward and imable worms I

.My mind hath been as big as one of yours,

.My heart as great, my reason, haply, more,
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown :

But now I see our lances are but straws
;

'-)ur strength .as weak, our weakness past compare,—
That seeming to be most, which wo least arc.
Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot

;

And place your hands below your husband's foot

:

In token of which duty, if he nic.ase,

My hand is ready, may it do liim ccse.
Pet. Why, there's a wench I—Come on, and kiss me,

Kate.
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Luc. Well, go thy ways, old lad; for thou shalt.'Twas I won the wager, [To Lucentin.j thciugli you
ha 't,

Vin. 'Tis a good hearing, \yhen children are
toward.

Luc. But a harsh hearing, when women are fro-
ward.

Pet. Come, Kate, we'll to bed.

—

We three are married, but you two are sped.

hit the white

;

And, being a winner, God give you good night

!

{Exeuttt Petruchio nnd Kath.
Hor. Now, go thy ways ; thou hast tam'd a curst

shrew.
Lice. 'Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be tam'd

so. [Lxnutl.

All's Well that Ends Well.

DRAMATIS PERSON.-E.

King of France.
Duke of Florence.
Bertram, Count ofRojisillon.
Lafeu, an old Lord.
Parolles, afollower of 'Zznrs.m.,
Severalyojing F',-ench Lords, n'hosen>e7vitU Bertram

in the Florejitine 7oar.
Steward, Clown, and Page to the Countess of Ron-

sillon.

Countess of Rousillon, Mother to Bertram.
Helena, a Gentle^uonian protected by the Countess.
A Widow of Florence.
Diana, Daughter to the IVidow.

MaJfana } ^'^'^S>'bours and Friends to the Wido-Li.

Lords, Ofiicers, Soldiers, &€., French and Florentine.

SCENE,

—

Partly 771 France andpartly in Tuscany.

ACT L
SCENE L—Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's

Palace.

Enter Bertram, (lie Countess of Rousillon, Helena,
and Lafeu.

Count. In delivering my son from me, I bury a
second husband.
Ber. And I, in going, madam, weep o'er my father's

death anew : l)ut 1 must attend his majesty's command
to whom I am now in ward, evermore in subjection.

Lnf. You shall find of the king a husband, madam
.

—you, sir, a father: he that so generally is at all times
good, must of necessity hold his virtue to you ; whose
worthiness would stir it up where it wanted, rather
than lack it where there is such abundance.
Count, What hope is there of his majesty's amend-

ment ?

Laf. He hath abandoned his physicians, madam ;

under whose practices he hath persecuted time with
hope i and finds no other advantage in the process but
only the losing of hope by time.
Count. This young gentlewoman had a father, (O.

that " had 1" how sad a passage 'tis !) whose skill

was almost as great as his honesty : had it stretched
so far, would have made nature immortal, and death
should have play for lack of work. Would, for the
king's sake, he were living! I think it would be the
death of the king's disease. [madam ?

Laf. How called you the man you speak of.

Count. He was famous, sir, in his profession, and it

was his great right to be so,—Gerard de Narbon.
Laf. He was excellent, indeed, madam: the king

very lately spoke of him admiringly and mourningly :

he was skilful enough to have lived still, if knowledge
could be set up against mortality.

Ber. WhM. is it, my good lord, the king languishes of?

Laf. A fistula, my lord.

Ber. I heard not of it before.
I-af. I would it were not notorious.—Was this

gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de N'arbon ;

Count. His sole child, my lord ; and liequeathed to

my overlooking. I have those hopes of her good th.it

her education promises : her dispositions she inherits,

which make fair gifts fairer; for where an unclean
mind carries virtuous qualities, there commendatious
go with pity.—they are virtues and traitors too : iu

lier they are the better for their simpleness ; she
dL-rives her honesty, and achieves her goodness.

Laf. Your commendations, madam, get from her
tears.

Count. 'Tis the best brine a maiden can season her
praise in. The remembrance of her father never
approaches her heart, but the tyranny of her sorrows
takes all hvelihood from lier cheek. No more of this,

Helena,—go to, no more ; lest it be rather thought
you affect a sorrow, than to have.

Het. I do affect a sorrow, indeed ; but I have it too.

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead

;

excessive grief the enemy to the living.

Hel. If tne Uving be enemy to the grief, the excess
makes it soon mortal.
Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes.
Laf. How understand we that!
Count. Be thou blest, Bertram ! and succeed thy

father
In manners, as in shape ! thy blood and virtue

Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness
Share with thy birthright ! Love all, trust a few,
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enemy
Rather in power than use ; and keep thy friend

Under thy own life's key : be check'd for silence.

But never tax'd for speech. What heaven more will.

That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down,
Fall on thy head ! Farewell.—My lord,

'Tis an unseason'd courtier
;
good my lord,

.\dvise him.
Laf. He caimot want the best

That shall attend his love.

Count. Heaven bless him I

—

Farewell. Bertram. \E.vit.

Ber. [To Helena.) The best wishes that can be
forged m your thought be serv'ants to you ! Be com-
fortable to my motlier, your mistress, and make much
of her.

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady : you m.ust hold the cre-

dit of your father. [Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu.
Hel. O, were that all— I think not on my father

;

And these great tears grace his remembrance more
Than those I shed for liim. What was he like ?

1 have forgot him? my imagination
Carries no favour in 't but Bertram's.
I am undone : there is no living, none.
If Bertram be away. It were all one.
That I should lo\e a bright particular star.

And thmk to wed it. he is so .above me

:

In his bright radi.inco and' collateral light

Must I bo comforted, not in his sphere.
Th' ambition in my love thus plagues itself:
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The hind that would be mated by the lion

Miibt <lio for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plague.
To see him every hour ; to sit and draw
His arched brows, his hawkin,i^ eyes, his curls.

In our heart's table,—heart too cajjablc
< )1" every line and trick of his sweet favour:
B It now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy
.Must sanctify his relics.

—

[Enter Parolles.] Who
comes here S

One that goes with him : I love hun for his sake

;

And yet 1 know him a notorious liar,

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward

;

^'et these fix'd evils sit so fit in him.
That they take place, when virtue's steely bones
Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, full oft we see
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly.

Par. Save you, fair queen.
Hel. And you, monarch.
Par. No.
//.•/. And no.
Par. Are you meditating on virginity!
//<•/. Ay. You have some stain of soldier in you:

let me ask you a question. Man is enemy to virginity

:

How may we barricado it against him S

Par. Keep him out.
Mel. But he assails ; and our \irginity, though valiant

in the defence, yet is weak : unfold to us some warlike
resistance.
Par. There is none : man, sitting down before you,

will undermine you. and blow you up.
Hel. Bless our poor virginity from underminers and

blowers up!—Is there no military policy, how virgins

might blow up men ?

Par, Virginity being blown downi, man will quick'
Her be blown up ; marry in blowing him down again.
^^itll the breach yourselves made, you lose your city,

It is not politic in the commonwealth of nature to pre
fcerve virginity. Loss of virginity is rational increase:
and there was never virgin got, till virginity was first

lost. That you were made of, is metal to make virgins,

Vir;;inity, by being once lost, may be ten times found ;

bj* being ever kept, it is ever lost : 'tis too cold a com
panion ; away with t

!

[die a virgin

Nel. I will stand for 't a litde, though therefore 1

Par. There's little can be said in 't ; 'tis against the
rule of nature. To speak on the part of virginity, is

to accuse your mothers ; which is most infallible disobe-
dience. He that hangs himself is a virgin : virginity

murders itself; and should be buried in highways, out
of all sanctified limit, as a desperate oflTendress against
nature. Virginity breeds mites, much like a cheese

;

consumes itself to the verj- paring, and so dies with
feeding his own stomach. Besides, virginity is peevish
proud, idle, made of self-love, which is the most inhi

bited sin in the canon. Keep it not ;
j'ou cannot choose

but lose by 't : out with 't '. wnhin ten years it will make
itself ten, which is a goodly increase; and the princi-

pal itself not much the worse : away with 't 1

Hfl. How might one do, sir, to lose it to her oivn
liking?
Par. Let me see : marry, ill, to like him tliat ne'er

it likes. 'Tis a commodity that will lose the gloss w-itli

lying; the longer kept, the less worth : oft" witli't. while
'tis vendible ; answer the time of request. Virginity,

like an old courtier, wears her cap out of iashion

:

richly suited, but unsuitable : just like the brooch and
the tooth-pick which wear not now. Your d.ite fs bet-

ter in your pie and your porridge, than in your cheek :

and your virginity, your old virginiti^, is like one of our
Trench withered pears,—it looks ill, it e;its dryly,
in.irry, 'tis a withered pear ; it was formerly better

:

marrv, yet 'tis a withered pear : will you any thing
with It?

Hel. Not my virginity yet.

There shall your riiastcr have a thousand loves,

A mother, and a mistress, and a iidend,

A phoenix, captain, .ind an enemy,
A guide, a gotldcss, and a sovereign,
A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear

;

His humble ambitinn. proud humility,
Mis jarring concord, anrl his discord dulcet,
I lis faith, his sweet disaster ; witli a world
Of pretty, fond, adoptinus Christendoms.
That blinking Cupid go^si|». Now shall he—
I know not wliat he sliall :—God send him well !—
The court's a learning-place ;—and he is one

—

Par. What one, riaitliS
Hel. Thiit 1 wish wcU.

—
'Tis pity—

Par. What's pity?
He!. That wishing well had not a body in 't.

Which might be felt ; that we, the poorer born.

Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes.

Might with effects of them follow our friends.

And show what we alone must think ; which never
Returns us thanks.

Enter a Page. •

Page. Monsieur Parolles, my lord calls for you.

I
Exit.

Par. Little Helen, farewell: if I can remember thee.

I will think of thee at court.

Hel. Monsieur Parolles, you were born under a
charitable star.

Par. Under Mars. I.

Hel. I especially think, under Mars.
Par. Why under Mars ?

Hel. The wars have so kept you under, that you must
needs be born under Mars.
Par. When he was predominant.
Hel. When he was retrograde, I think rather.

Par. \\^hy think you so?
Hel. You go so much backward when you fight.

Par, That's for advantage.
Hel. So is running away, when fear proposes the

safety: but the composition, that your valour and fear

makes in you, is a virtue of a good wing, and I like

the wear well,

Par. I am so full of businesses, I cannot answer
thee acutely. I will return perfect courtier ; in the
which, my instruction shall serve to naturalize thee,

so tliou wilt be capable of a courtier's counsel, and
understand what advice shall thrust upon thee ; else

thou diest in thine unthankfulness, and thine ignorance
m.akes thee away : farewell. When thou hast leisure,

say thy prayers ; when thou hast none, remember thy
friends : get thee a good husband, and use him as he
uses thee : so, farewell.

'

\^Exit,

Hel. Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie.

Which we ascribe to heaven : the fated sky
Gives us free scope ; only, doth backward pull

Our slow designs when we ourselves are dull.

What power is it which mounts my love so high ;

That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye S

The mightiest space in fortune nature brings
To j oin like likes, and kiss like native things.

Impossible be strange attempts to those
That weigh their pains in sense ; and do suppose
What hatn been cannot be : who ever strove

To show her merit, that did miss her love ?

The king's disease,—my project may deceive me.
But my intents are fix'd, and will not leave me.

[£jv7.

SCENE IL—Paris. A Room in the King's Palaib

Flourish ofcomets. Enter llie King of France,
with letters ; iMidaaiiii others attending.

f^ing. The Florentines and Senoys are by th'cars;
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue
.\ braving war.

I Lord. So 'tis reported, sir.

King-. Nay, 'tis most credible ; we here receive it

.\ certiunty, vouch'd from our cousin Austria,
With caution, that the Florentine will move us
For speedy ;iid ; wherein our dearest friend

Prejudicates the business, and would seem
To have us make denial.

1 Lord. His love and wisdom,
Approv'd so to your majesty, may plead
For amplest credence.
A'ing. He hath arm'd our answer,

And IHorcnce is denied before he conies:
\'et, for our gentlemen tli;it mean to see
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave
To stand on cither part.

2 Lord. It well may serve
\ nursery to our gentry, who are sick
For breathing and exploit.
King. What's he comes hero?

Enter Bertram, I.afeu, and Parolles.
1 Lord. It is the count Rousillon, my ^ood lord.

Young Berlnun.
Ling. Youth, thou bcar'al thy father's face

;

I-r.iiik nature, r.aher curious than in haste,
H.itli well cniiipns'rl thee. Thy f.ithcr's moral parts
.Mayst thou inherit too ! Welcome to Paris.
Her, My thanks and duty are your inajcsty's.
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Ji^'ing. I would I had that corporal soundness now,
As when thy father and myself in friendship
First tried our soldiership ! He did look far

Into the service of the time, and was
Discipled of the bravest : he lasted long

;

But on us both did haggish age steal on.

And wore us out of act. It much repairs me
To talk of your good father. In his youth
He liad the wit, which I can well observe
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest.

Till tlieir own scorn return to them unnoted,
Ere they can hide their levity in honour
Sn like a courtier: contempt nor bitterness
Were in his pride, or sharpness ; if they were,
His equal had avvak'd them ; and liis honour,
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when
Exception bid hnn speak, and at this time
His tongue obey'd his hand : who were below him
He us'd as creatures of another place

;

And bow'd his eminent top to their low ranks.
Making them proud of his humility.

In tlieir poor praise he humbled. Such a man
Might be a copy to these younger times

;

Which, follow'd well, would demonstrate them now
But goers backward.
Ber. His good remembrance, sir,

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb

;

So in approof hves not his epitaph.
As in your royal speech. f

^ay,

King. 'Would I were with him 1 He would always
^rethinks I hear him now ; his plausive words
He scatter'd not in ears, but grafted them,
To grow there, and to bear,)—*' Let me not live,"—
Thus his good melancholy oft began.
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime,
When it was out,

—"/f/ ^ne not live,^^ quoth he,
• After }nyflame lacks oil, to be the snnff
Ofyo2iHger spirits^ 'wliose apprehensive semises

All but new things disdain ; luhoseJudgments are
Merefeathers oftheirgarments : •whose cojtstancies

Expire before theirfashions .'*—this he wish'd

;

I, after him, do after him wish too,

Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home,
I quickly were dissolved from ray hive.
To give some labourers room.
2 Lord, You are lov'd, sir

;

They, that least lend it you, shall lack you first.

King. I fill a place, I know 't.—Ho\v long is 't, count,
Since the physician at yourfather's died?
He ^vas much fam'd.
Ber. Some six months since, my lord.

King. If he were Uving, I would try him yet ;

—

Lend mc an arm ;—the rest have worn me out
With several applications :—nature and sickness
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count

;

My son's no dearer.
Ber. Thank your majesty.

{Exeunt. Flourish.

SCENE III.—Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's
Palace.

Enter Countess, Steward, and Clown.

Count. I will now hear : what say you of this gentli

woman ?

Steiu. Madam, the care I have had to even your
content, I wish might be found in the calendar of my
past endeavours ; for then we wound our modesty, and
make foul the clearness of our deservings, when of

ourselves we pubUsh them.
Count. What does this knave here? Get you gone,

sirrah : the complaints I have heard of you, I do not
all believe: 'tis my slowness, that I do not : for I know
you lack not folly to commit them, and have ability

enough to make such knaveries yours.
Clo. 'Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am a
Count. Well, sir. [poor fellow.

Clo. No, madam, 'tis not so well, that 1 am poor,

though many of the rich are damned : but, if I may
have your ladyship's good-will to go to the world,
Isbel, the woman, and I will do as we may.
Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar!
'Zlo. I do beg your good-will in this case.
Cou?it. In what case ?

Clo. In Isbel's case and mine own. Service is no
heritage : and I think X shall never have the bless-

ing of God, till I have issue of my body ; for they
say, bairns are blestiags.

Count. Tell me the reason why thou wilt marry.
Clo. My poor body, madam, requires it : I am

driven on by the flesh ; and he nmst needs go, that
the devil drives.
Count. Is this all your v/orship's reason ?

Clo. Faith, madam, I have other holy reasons,
such as they are.

Count. May the world know them ?

Clo. I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as
you and all flesh and blood are ; and, indeed, I do
marry that I may repent. (ness.
Count. Thy marriage,—sooner than thy wicked-
Cln. I am out o' friends, madam ; and I hope to

have friends for my wife's sake.
Count. Such friends are thy enemies, knave.
Clo. You are shallow, madam, in great friends

;

for the knaves come to do that for me, which I am
a-weary of. He that ears my land spares my team,
and gi\'es me leave to inn the crop ; if I be his
cuckold, he's my drudge : he that comforts my wife
is the cherisher of my flesh and blood ; he that
cherishes ray flesh and blood loves my flesh and
biood ; he that loves my flesh and bHod is my
friend : ergo, he that kisses my wife is my friend. If

men could be contented to be what they are, there
were no fear in marriage; for young Charbon the
puritan, and old Poysam the papist, howsome'er
tlieir hearts are severed in religion, their heads are
both one,—they may jowl horns together, like any
deer i* the herd.
Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and

calumnious knave ?

Clo. A prophet I, madam ; and I speak the truth
the next way

;

For I tJie ballad Tvill repent^

jyhich Tnetifttll trite shalljind

;

Your 7narriage comes by destiny,
Yoicr cuckoo sings by kind.

Count. Get you gone, sir ; I'll talk with you more
anon.
Stem. May it please you, madam, that he bid

Helen come to you : of her I am to speak.
Count. Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would speak

with her ; Helen I mean.
Clo, Was thisfairface the cause, quoth she.

Why the Grecians sacked Troy ?
Fond do7i€, dotiefond.
Was this ki7ig Priam^sjoy ?

With that she stg/iedas she stood.

With that site sigJied as sfie stood.

Andgave this sentence tJien ;
Antojig nine bad ifone be good.
Among nine bad if one be good,

There^s yet one good in ten.

Count, What, one good in ten? you corrupt the
song, sirrah.

Clo, One good woman in ten, madam ; which is

a purifying o^ the song : would God would serve the
world so all the year ! we'd find no fault with the
tythe-woman, if I were the parson ; one in ten,

quoth 'a 1 an we might have a good woman born but
for every blazing star, cr at an earthquake, 'twould
mend the lottery well: a man may draw his heart
out, ere he pluck one. [maud you ':

Count. You'll be gone, sir knave, and do as I coni-

es. That man should be at woman's command,
and yet no hurt done !—Though honesty be no
puritan, yet it will do no hurt ; it will wear t!ie sur-

plice of humility over the black gown of a big
heart.—I am going, forsooth: the business is, for

Helen to come hither. [Exit.

Count. Well, now. [woman entirely.

Stcio. I know, madam, you love your gentle-

Count. Faith, I do : her father bequeathed her to

me : and she herself, without other advantage, may
lawfully make title to as nmch love as she finds :

there is more owing' her than is paid ; and more
shall be paid her than she'll demand.
Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her than,

I think, she wished rae: alone she was, ;md did
communicate to herself, her own words to her own
ears ; she thought, I dare vow for her, they touched
not any strange sense. Her matter was, she loved
your son : fortune, she said, w;is no goddess, that

had put such difference betwixt their two estates;

love no god, that would not extend his might, only
where qualities were level ; Diana no queen of -

virgins, tliat would suffer her poor knight surprised
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without rescue in the first ;ibs;iult, nr rauboiu aftcr-

w,ird. This she delivered in the most bitter tmtch
of sorrow, that e'er I heard virgin exclaim in : which
I held my duty speedily to acquaint you withal

;

sithence, in the loss that may happen, it concerns
von something to know it.

Count. You have discharged this honestly ; keep
it to yourself: many likelihoods informed me of this

before, whicii hung so tottering in the balance, that

1 could neither believe, nor inisdoubt. Pray you.

leave me: stall this in your bosom; and 1 thank you
for your honest care : I will speak with you further

anon. (jtV/'i Steward,
liven so it was with me when I was young:

If ever we are nature's, these are ours; this thorn

Doth to our rose of youth rightly belong

;

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born

;

It is the show and seal of nature's truth,

AVhcre love's strong passion is impress'd in youth :

By our remembrances of days foregone.
Such were ourfaults ;—or then we thought them none.

Enter Helena.
Her eye is sick on't : I observe her now.
Hel. What is your pleasure, madam 'i

Count. "Vou know, Helen,
I am a mother to you.
Htl. Mine honourable mistress.
Count. Nay, a mother

:

^Vhy not a mother? When I said, a mother,
Methought you saw a serpent : what's in mother,
That you start at it ? 1 siiy, I am your mother

;

And put you in the catalogue of those
That were enwombfed mine : 'tis often seen.
Adoption strives with nature ; and choice breeds
A native slip to us from foreign seeds

:

You ne'er oppress'd me with'a mother's groan.
Yet I express to you a mother's care :

—

(iod's mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood.
To say, I am thy mother? What's the matter.
That tliis distemper'd messenger of wet.
The many-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eye?
Why J—that you are my daughter t

Hel. That I am not.

Count. I say, I am your mother.
Hel.

That before you, and next unto high heaven.
I love your son :

—

My friends were poor, but honest ; so's my love :

Be not otfended ; for it hurts not him.
That he is lov'd of me : I follow him not
liy any token of presumptuous suit

;

Nor would I have him till I do deserve him.
Yet never know how that desert should be.

I kno.w I love in vain, strive against hope

;

Yet, in this captious and intenible sieve,

I still pour in the waters of my love.

And lack not to lose still : thus, Indian-like,

Religious in mine error, I adore
The sun, that looks upon his worshipper,
But knows ofhim no more. My dearest madam,
I-et not your hate encounter with my love.

Tor loving where you do : but, if yourself,

Whose aged honour cites a virtuous youtli.

Did ever, in so true a flame of liking,

\Vish chastely, and love dearly, that your Dian
\V;is both herself and love ; O ! then, give pity

To her, whose state is such, that cannot choose
But lend and give, where she is sure to lose ;

That seeks not to find that her search implies.

But, riddle-like, lives sweetly where she dies.

Count. Had you not lately an intent,—speaktruly,—
To go to Paris 1

}iel. Madam, I had.
Count. Wherefore? tell true.

Hel. I will tell truth ; by grace itself, I swear.

You know my father left me some prescriptions

Of rare and prov'd effects, such as his reading

; And manifest experience had collected

I
For general sovereignty : and that he will'd me

I In heedfull'st reservation to bestow them,
.\s notes, whose faculties inclusive were.
More than they were in note : amongst the rest.

There is a remedy, approv'd, set down,
I To cure the desperate languisliiugs whereof

I

The king is render'd lost.

I
Count. This was your motivt

For Paris, was it ? speak.

I
Hel. My lord your son made me to think of this

;

rise Paris, and the medicine, and the king.

The count Rousillon cannot be my brother
I am from humble, he from honour'd name

;

No note tipon my parents, his all noble

:

My master, my dear lord he is ; and I

His servant live, .and will his vsissal die

:

He nuist not be my brother.
Count. Nor I your mother?
Hel. You are my mother, nutdam ; would you were

(So that my lord, your son. were not my brother)
Indeed my mother I—or w ere you both our mothers,
1 care no more for, than I do for heaven,
So I were not his sister. Can't no other.
But, I your daughter, he must be my brother? [law :

Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daught

Pardon, madam : Had, from the convers.ttion of my thoughts.
Ilaply been absent then.
Count. But think you, Helen,

If you should tender your supposed aid.

He would receive it? He and his physicians
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him.
They, that they cannot help : how shall they credit

A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools,
limbowell'd of their doctrine, have left off
The danger to itself?

Hel. There's something in't.

More than my father's skill, which was the greatest
Of his profession, that his good receipt
Shall, tor my legacy, be sanctified [honour
By the luckiest stars in heaven : and. would your

(}od shield, you mean it not ! daughter, and mother, Hut give me leave to try success, I'd venttire

.

So strive upon your pulse. What, pali

My fear halh catch'd your fondness : now I see
The mystery of your loneliness, and find

Your salt tears' head : now to all sense 'tis gross.
You love my son ; invention is asham'd.
Against the proclamation of thy passion.
To say thou dost not : therefore tell nie true ;

But tell me then, 'tis so ;—for, look, thy cheeks
Confess it, th' one to the other ; and thine eyes
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours.
That in their kmd they speak it : only sin
And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue.
That truth should be suspected. Speak, is 't so?
If it be so, you have wound a goodly clue ;

If it be no:, forswear 't : howe'er, I charge thee.
As heaven shall work in me fur thine avail.

To tell me truly.

Hel. Good m.idam, pardon ine

!

Count. Do you love my son ?

Hel. Your pardon, noble mistress 1

Couttt. Love you my .son ? ,.,.

Hel. Do not you love him, madam ? 1 1 )o not throw from you :—and you, my lord, farewell :—
Count. Go not .-il>oiit : iiiy love hath iji 't a bon<I, Share the advice betwixt you ; if both gain all,

Whereof the world takes note : come, conic, disclose The gift doth stretch itscn as 'tis rcceiv'd.
The state of your affection ; for your passions An<l is enough for both.
iiave to the full appeach'd. ! i /.oni. It is our hope, sir,

ff'l. Then. I confess, ' After well cnter'd soUliers. 10 return
Here on my knee, before high heaven and you, ; .\nd find your grace in health.

rile well-lost life of mine on his grace's cure.
By sucli a day, and hour.
Count. Dost thou believe 't ?

Hel Ay, madam, knowingly. [love.

Count. Why, Helen, thou slialt have my leave, and
Means, and attendants, and my loving greetings
To those of mine in court : I'll stay at home.
And pray God's blessing into thy attempt

:

Be gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this,

What I can help thee to, thou shult not miss. [Exeunt

ACT II.

SCENE L—Paris, yt Room in l/ie King's Palace.

Flourish. Enter King, ivith yoiin,ij Lords taH'tnt;

leave /or the Florentine 7var ; Bertram, Parolles,

a}id Attendants.

King. Farewell, young lord; these warlike prin-
ciples



178

k'ii!^. No, no, it c;uinot be , aud yet my heart
Will not confess lie owes the malady
That doth iny life besiege. Farewell, yotnijj lords ;

Whether 1 live or die, be yon the sons
Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy

I Those 'bated, that inherit but the fall

Of the last monarchy) see, that you come
N ot to woo honour, but to wed it ; when
The bravest questant shrinks, find what you seek,
Tliat fame may cry you loud : I say, farewell.

2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, serve your ma-
jesty 1

l\iiij^. Those girls of Italy, take heed of them

:

They say, our French lack language to deny.
If they demand : beware of being captives.
Before j'ou serve.
Both Lords, Our hearts receive your warnings.
Kvi^. Farewell.

—

{Retires toacoiich.]—Come hither

to me.
1 Lord, O my sweet lord, that you will stay behind
Par. "Tis not his fault, the spark [us

!

2 Lord. O. 'tis brave wars

!

Par. Most admirable : 1 have seen those vvars.

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil with,

*Too yonng.*^ and *'tlie jicxt yt-ar^" and **'tzs too

eaj'ty."

Par. An thy mind stand to 't, boy, steal away
bravely.

Per. I shall stay liere the forehorse to a smock,
Creaking my shoes on the plain masonry.
But honour be bought up, and no sword worn
Til one to dance with 1 By heaven ! I'll steal away.

1 Lard. There's honour in the theft.

Par. Commit it, count.

2 Lord. I am your accessary ; and so. farewell.

L'er. I grow to you, and our parting is a tortured
body.

1 Lard. Farewell, captain.
2 Lord. Sweet monsieur Parolles

!

/'ar. Noble heroes, my sword and yours are kin.

Good sparks and lustrous, a word, good metals :

—

you shall find in the regiment of the Spinii, one
captain Spurio, with his cicatrice, an emblem of war,
here on his sinister cheek ; it was this very sword
entrenched it ; say to him, I live, and observe his re-

ports of me.
2 Lord. We shall, noble captain.
Par. Mars dote on you for his novices!

—

[Exeunt
Lords. J What will you do ?

Per. Stay; the king

—

[Seez!i,i: /ii'in rise.]

Par. Use a more spacious ceremony to the noble
lords ; you have restrained yourself within the list of
too cold an adieu : be more expressive to them : for

they wear tliemselves in the cap of the time, there do
muster true gait, eat, speak, and move under the in-

fluence of the most received star; and though the
devil lead the measure, such are to be followed: after

them, and take a more dilated farewell.

Ber. And I will do so.

Par. Worthy fellows, and like to prove most sinewy
swordmen. \Exeitnt Bertram and Parolles.

Enter Lafeu.
La/. [Kueeling:.'] Pardon, ray lord, for me and for

my tidings.

fCiiii^. I '11 fee thee to stand up.
La/. Then here 's a man stands, that has brought

his pardon.
I would you had kneel'd, my lord, to ask me mercy

;

And that, at my bidding, you could so stand up.
A'/'«n-. I would I had ; so 1 had broke thy pate,

And ask'd thee mercy, for "t.

J.a/. Good faith, across: but, my good lord, 'tis

Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ! [thus
;

Kiti^. No.
La/. O, will you eat no grapes, my royal fox 1

Ves, but you will, my noble grapes, an if

Myroyalfox could reach them: I have seen a medicine
That's able to breathe life into a stone.

Quicken a rock, and make you dance canary
With spritely fire and motion ; whose simple touch
Is powerful to araise king Pepin, nay.

To give great Charlemain a pen in 's hand,
And write to her a love-line.

A";;;;'. What her is this t

La/. Why, doctor she: my lord, there's one arriv'd.

If you will see her:—now, by my faith and honour.
If seriously I may convey my thoughts
In this iny light deliv'rance. I have spoke
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With one, th.it in her sex, her years, profession.
Wisdom, and constancy, hath amaii'd me more
Than I dare blame my weakness : will you see her,
{For th.1t is her demand,) and know her business ?

That done, laugh well at me.
K'ins^. Now. good Lafeu,

Bring in the admiration ; that we witli thee
May spend our wonder too. or take off thine.
By wond'ring how thou took'st it.

La/. Nay, I'll fit you,
.Ind not be all day neither. [Exit.

f^iii^. Thus he his special nothing ever prologues.
Ke-efUer Lafeu, luith Helena.

La/. Nay, come your ways.
L'iiig: This haste hath wings indeed.
La/. Nay, come your ways ;

This is his majesty, say your mind to hiin

:

A traitor you do look like: but such traitors
His majesty seldom fears : I am Cressid's uncle,
That dare leave two together; fare you well.

[Exit.
Kiii^. Now, fair one, does your business follow usV
Hel. .\y, my good lord.

Gerard de Narbon was my father

;

In wli.it he did profess, well found.
A7;;^'. I knew him.
//t/. The rather will I spare my praises towards him

;

Knowing him is enough. On 's bed of death
Many receipts he gave me ; chiefly one.
Which, as the dearest issue of his practice,
.\nd of his old experience the only darling.
He bade me store up, as a triple eye.
Safer than mine own two, more dear : I have so :

And, hearing your majesty is tpuch'd
Witli that malignant cause, wherein the honour
Ofmy dear father's gift stands chief in power,
1 come to tender it, and my appliance.
With all bound humbleness.
AV^.f. We thank you, maiden ;

But may not be so credulous of cure.
When our most learned doctors leave us, and
The congregated college li.ave concluded
That labouring art can never ransom nature
From her inaidable estate,— I say, we must not
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope.
To prostitute our past-cure malady
To empirics ; or to dissever so
Our great self and our credit, to esteem
A senseless help, when help past sense we deem.
Hei My duty, then, shall pay me for my pains

:

I will no more enforce mine office on you ;

Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts
A modest one to bear me back again.
A'iinK I cannot give thee less, to be call'd grateful:

But, what at full I know, thou know'st no part

;

I knowing all my peril, thou no art.

//f/. What I can do, can do no hurt to try.

Since you set up your rest 'gainst remedy.
He that of greatest works is finisher,

Oft does them by the weakest minister

:

So holy writ in babes h.'itli judgment shown.
When judges have been babes ; great floods have flown
l-'rom simple sources ; and great seas h.ave drietl,

When miracles have by the greatest been denied.
Oft expectation fiiils, and most oft there
Where most it promises ; and oft it hits.

Where hope is coldest, and despair most sits.

Kiii!^. I must not hear thee ; fare thee well, kind
maid

;

Thy pains, not us'd, must by thyself be paid :

Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward.
Net. Inspired merit so by breath is barr'd:

It is not so with Him that all things knows,
As 'tis with us that square our guess by shows

;

But most it is presumption in us. when
Tlie help of heaven we count the act of men.
Dear sir. to my endeavours give consent

;

Of lieaven, not me. make an experiment.
I am not an impostor, that proclaim
Myself against the level of mine aim ;

But know I think, .and think 1 know most sure.

My art is not past power, nor you past cure.

k'iii.i.^. Art tnou so confident? Within what space
Hop'st thou my cure?

fiet. The greatest ^jracc lending grace,

Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring
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Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring ;

Ere twice in murk antl occidental damp
Moist Hesperus hath quench'd his sleepy lamp

;

Or four and twenty times the pilot's Sflass

Hath toUl the thievish minutes how they pass;
Wliat is infirm from your sound parts shall fly,

Health shall live free, and sickness freely die.

AYj/.c'- IM'^^" ^^y certainty and confidence,
What dar'st lliou venture ?

jVc'/. Tax of impudence,

—

A strumpets boldness, a divulged shame,

—

Traduc Q by odious ballads ; my maiden's name
Sear'd otherwise ; nay, worse of worst extended,
With vilest torture let my life be ended.

/Ci'ig-. Methinks in thee some blessed spirit doth
His powerful sound within an or^an weak : [speak,
And what impossibility would slay
In common sense, sense saves another way.
Thy life is dear ; for all, that life can rate
^^'orth name of life, in thee hath estimate

;

Youth, beautj', wisdom, courasje, all

That happiness and prime can happy call

:

Thou this to liazard, needs must intimate
Skill infinite, or monstrous desperate.
Sweet practiser. thy physic I will try.

That ministers thine own death, if I die.
Nt-l. If I break time, or flinch in property

Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die ;

And well deserv'd : not helping, death 's my fee ;

But, if I help, what do you promise me ?

Kinff. Make thy demand.
Hcl. But will you make it even ?

Kiitg^. Ay, by my sceptre, and my hopes of heaven.
Hfl. Then shalt thou give me with thy kingly hand

M'hat husband in thy power I will command :

Exempted be from me the arrogance
To choose from forth the royal blood of France,
My low and humble name to propagate
^Vith any branch or image of thy state

;

But such a one. thy vassal, whom I know
Is free for me to ask. thee to bestow.

AVm'.'-. Here is my hand ; the premises obser\-'d.
Thy will by my performance shall be serv'd :

So make the choice of thy own time : for I,

Thy resolv'd patient, on thee still rely.

More should 1 question thee, and more I must,
'rhough more to know could not be more to trust

;

I-'rom whence thou cam'st, how tended on : but rest
I'nquestion'd welcome, and undoubted blest.

—

Give me [ To Helena,] some help here, ho 1

—

If thou proceed
As high as word, iny deed shall match thy deed.

{Flourish. Exeunt.

SCENE IL—Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's
Palace.

Enter Countess and Clown.

Count. Come on. sir; 1 shall now put you to the
height of your breeding.

Clo. I will show myself highly fed and lowly taught

:

I know my business is but to the court.
Count. To the court! why what place inake you

special, when you put off that with such contempt 'I

But to the court I

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any
manners, he m.iy easily put it off at court: he thai
cannot make a leg, put olf 's cap, kiss his hand, and,
say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; ami
indeed, such a fellow, to say precisely, were not for
the court : but, for me, I have an answer will serve-
all men. (all questions.
Count. Marry, that's a bountiful answer that fits

Clo. It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks.
—the pinbuttock, the quatch-buttock, the brawn-
buttock, or any buttock.
Count. WM your ansiver serve fit to all questions?
Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attor-

ney, as your French crown for your taffeta punk, as
Tib's nish for Tom's fnrc-fingcr, as a pancake for
Shrove-Tuesday, a morris for .May-day. as the nail to
his hole, the cuckold to his horn, as a scolding qnean
to a wrangling knave, as tin: nun's lip to the friar's
mouth ; nay, as the pudding to his skin.
Count. Have you, I say, an answer of such fitness

for all questions * ,

Clo. From below your duke, to beneath your con-
stable, It will fit any question.

Count. It must be an answer of most monstrous size,
that must fit all demands.

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if tlie learned
should speak truth of it: here it is, 'and all th.at be-
longs to 't. Ask me, if I am a courtier : it shall do you
no harm to learn.
Count. To be young again, if we could ;—I will be a

fool in question, hoping to be the wiser by your an-
swer. I pray you, sir, are you .-1 courtier?

Clo. O Lord, sir ! there's a simple putting off.

—

More, more, a hundred of them. [you.
Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of j'ours. that loves
Clo. O Lord, sir !—Thick, thick, spare not me.
Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this Itomely

meat. [you.
Clo. O Lord, sir !—Nay, put me to 't, I warrant
Count. 'Von were lately whipped, sir, as I think.
Clo. O Lord, sir !—Si^are not me.
Count. Do you cry, " O Lord, sir !" at your whip-

ping, and " Spare not me ?" Indeed, your" O Lord,
sir 1" is very sequent to your whipping : you would an-
swer very well to a whipping, if you were but bound to 't.

Clo. I ne'er had worse luck in my hfe, in my " O
Lord, sirl" I see things may serve long, but not serve
ever. [entertain it so merrily with a fool.
Count. I play the noble housewife with the time, to
Clo. O Lord, sir !—why, there 't serves well again.
Count. An end, sir : to your business. Give Helen

And urge her to a present answer back : [this,
Commend me to my kinsmen, and my son:
This is not much.

Clo. Not much commendation to them, [stand me?
Count. Not much employment for you : you under-
Clo. Most fruitfully: 1 am there before my legs.
Count. Haste you again. [Jixeiint severally.

SCENE III.—Paris. A Room in the King's /Vr/««.

Enter Bertram, Lafeu, and Parolles.

La/. They say miracles are past ; and we have our
philosophical persons, to make modern and familiar,
things supernatural and causeless. Hence is it, that
we make trifles of terrors ; ensconcing ourselves into
seeming knowledge, when we should submit ourselves
to an unknown fear.

Par. Why, 'tis the rarest argument of wonder that
hath shot out in onr latter times.

Per. And so 'tis.

Laf. To be relinquished of the artists,

—

Par. So I say; both of Galen and Paracelsus.
Laf, Of all the learned and authentic fellows,

—

Par. Right; so I say.
La/. That gave him out incurable.

—

Par. Why, there 'tis ; so say I too.
La/. Not to be helped,

—

Par. Right ; as 'twere, a man assured of a

—

La/. Uncertain life, and sure death.
Par. Just, you say well ; so would 1 have said.
La/. I may truly say, it is a novelty to the world.
Par. It is, indeed : if you will have it in showing, you

shall read it in—What do you call there

—

[actor.
La/. A showing of a heavenly effect in an earthly
Par. That's it I would have said ; the very same.
La/, Why, your dolphin is not lustier : 'fore me : I

speak in respect

—

Par. N.ay, 'tis strange, 'tis very strange, th.^t is the
brief and the tedious of it ; and he is of a most facino-
rous spirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the

—

l^a/. Very hand of heaven

—

Par. Ay. so I say.
La/. In a most weak

—

Par. And debile minister, great power, ^eat tran-
scendence : which should, indeed, give us a further
use to be in.ade, than alone the recovery of the king,
as to be

—

Laf. Generally thankful. [comes the king.
Par. I would have said it ; you say well.—Here

Enter King, Helena, and Attendants.
La/. Lustick, as the Dutchman says : III like a

m.aid the better, whilst I have a tooiii in my head:
why, he's able to lead her a cor.into.

I'ar. Mart du vinaiirye I Is not this Helen t
La/. 'For God. I think so.
Kinn. Go, call before me all the lords in court.

U:.«'rfrt« Attendant.
.Sit, my preserver, by thy patient's side

;

And with this healthful hand, whose b.nnish'd sense
Tlifju hast rcpcal'd, a second time receive
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The coiifirmation of iny promise'l trift,

WJiich but attends thy naniins».

Enter several Lords.
Fair maid, send forth thine eye : this youthful parcel
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing.

cr wliom both sov'reii^n power and father's voice
1 liave to use : thy frank election make ;

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to forsake.
HcL To each of you one fair and virtuous mistress

Fall, when love please !—marry, to each, but one I

Lay. I'd give bay curtal, and his furniture.

My mouth no more were broken than these boys',

.\nd writ as little beard.
KiH^. Peruse them well

Not one of those but had a noble father.

Hel. Gentlemen,
Heaven hath, through me, restor'd the king to health.

All. We understand it. and thank heaven for you.
Hel. I am a simple maid ; and therein wealtliiest.

That I protest I simply am a maid ;

—

Please it your majesty, I have done already

:

The blushes in my cheeks thus whisper me,
'• JVe blush, that titoii shouUlst choose ; but be refus'd
Let the white death sit on thy cheekfor ever,

IVe'll ne'er coj?ie there again."
King-. Make choice; and see.

Who shuns thy love, shims all his love in me.
Hel. Now, Dian, from tliy altar do I fly

;

And to imperial Love, that god most high.

Do my sighs stream.— Sir, will you hear my suit?

1 Lord. And grant it.

Hel. Thanks, sir; all the rest is mute.
Lajl I had rather be in this choice, than throw ames-

ace for my life.

Hel. The honour, sir, that flames in your fair eyes.
Before I speak, too threateningly replies :

Love make your fortunes twenty times above
Her that so wishes, and her humble love !

2 Lord. No better, if you please.
Hel, My wish receive,

Which great Love grant ! and so, I take my leave.

Lay. bo all they deny her? An they were sons of
mine, I'd have them whipp'd ; or I would send them
to the Turk, to make eunuchs of.

Hel. {To 3 Lard^ Be not afraid that I your Iiand
should take

;

I'll never do you wrong for your own sake

:

Blessing upon your vows : and in your bed
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed !

Lay. These boys are boys of ice. they'll none have-

her : sure, they are bastards to the English ; the
French ne'er got them.

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good.
To make yourself a son out of my blood.

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not so.

L^ay. There's one grape yet.— 1 am sure, thy father
drank wine :—but if thou be'st not an ass, I am a youth
of fourteen ; I have known thee already.

Hel. [ "To Bertram.) I dare not say, 1 take you ; but
I give

Me. and my service, ever whilst I live.

Into your guiding power.—This is the man.
A':'?/o-. Why tlien, young Bertram, take her ; she's

thy wife. [ness

Ber. My wife, my liege I I shall beseech your high-

In such a business give me leave to use
The help of mine own eyes.

Ktng. Know'st thou not, Bertram,
What site has done for me ?

Ber, Yes, my good lord
;

But never hope to know why I should marry her.

Kt7ig. Thou know'st she has rais'd " me from mj-

sickly bed.
Ber. But follows it, my lord, to bring me down

Must answer for your raising? I know her well

:

She had her breeding at my father's charge.
A poor physician's daughter my wife !—disdain
Rather corrupt me ever.

King. 'Tis only title thou disdain'st in her, the which
I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods.
Of colour, weight, and heat, pour'd all together.
Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off

In differences so mighty. If she be
All that is virtuous, (save what thou dislik'st,

.1 poor physician's daughter,) thou dislik'st,

Of virtue for the name ; but do not so

:

I^rom lowest place when virtuous things proceed,
?*>s l)la£ •% 13 dignified by the doer's deed

:

Where great additions swell, and virtue none.
It is a dropsied honour: good alone
Is good, without a name ; vileness is so :

fhe property by what it is, should go.
Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair ;

In these to nature she's immediate heir

;

And these breed honour : that is honour's scorn,
Which challenges itself as honour's born.
And is not like the sire : honours thrive.
When rather from our acts we them derive.
Than our foregoers : the mere word 's a slave,
Debosh'd on every tomb ; on every grave,
A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb.
Where dust and damn'd oblivion is the tomb
Of honour'd bones indeed. What should be said?
If thou canst like this creature as a maid,
I can create the rest ; virtue and she
Is her own dower; honour and wealth from ine.

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do 't.

King. Thou wrong'st thyself if thou shouldst str ve
to choose.

Hel. That you are well restor'd, my lord, I am glad :

Let the rest go.
King. My "honour s at the stake ; which to defeat

1 must produce my power. Here, take her hand,
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift

;

That dost in vile misprision shackle up
My love and her desert ; thou canst not dream,
We. poising us in her defective scale,
Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know.
It is in us to plant thine honour where
We please to have it grow. Check thy contempt

:

Obey our will, which travails in thy good I

Believe not thy disdain, but presently
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right.
Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims ;

Or I will throw thee from my care for ever,
Into the staggers, and the careless lapse
Of youth and ignorance ; both my revenge and liate
Loosing upon thee, in the name of justice.
Without all terms of pity. Speak ; thine answer.
Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I submit

My fancy to your eyes : when I consider
What great creation, and what dole of honour.
Flies where you bid it, I find that she, which late
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now
The praised of the king ; who, so ennobled.
Is, as 'tw»re, born so-

King. Take her by the hand,
And tell her she is thine : to whom I promise
A counterpoise, if not to thy estate,
A balance more replete.
Ber. I take her hand.
King. Good fortune, anil the favour of the king,

Smile upon this contract ; whose ceremony
Sliall seem expedient on the now-born brief.

And be perform'd to-night : the solemn feast
Shall more attend upon the coming space.
Expecting absent friends. -\s thou lov'st her,
Thy love s to me religious ; else, does err.

[£.rennt King, Bertram, Helena, Lords,
and Attendants.

Lay. Do you hear, monsieur ? a word with you.
Par. Your pleasure, sir ? [recantatioa
Lay. Your lord and m.aster did well to make his

Par. Recantation I—My lord! my master !

Lay. Ay ; is it not a language I speak?
Par. A most harsh one. and not to be understood

without bloody succeeding. My master 1

Lay. Are you companion to the count Rousillon?
Par. To any count,—to all counts,—to what is man.
f^ay. To what is count's man : count's master is of

another style. (too old.

Par. You are too old, sir ; let it satisfy you, you are
Lay. 1 must tell thee, sirrah, I write man ; to which

title age cannot bring thee.
Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do.
I^y. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, to be a

pretty wise fellow : thou didst make tolerable vent of
thy travel ; it might pass : yet the scarfs and tlie ban-
nerets about thee, did manifoldly dissuade me from
believing thee a vessel of too great a burden. I have
now found thee ; when I lose thee again, I care not

:

yet art thou good for nothing but taking up: and
that thou 'rt scarce worth [thee,

—

Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity upon
Lay. Do not plunge thyself too far in anger, Ics;

thou hasten thv trial : which if—Lord have liiercy on
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thee for a licii ! So, my sjooJ window of lattice, far

thee well : thy casement 1 need not open, for I look
through thee. Give me thy hand.
Par. .My lord, you give me most egrcgfious indignity
/.<7/'. Ay. with all my heart : and thou art worthy of
Par. I have not, my lord, deserved it. fit.

Lay. Yes. good faith, every dram of it ; and I will

Oot bate thee a scruple.
Par. Well, I shall be wiser.

Lay. E'en as soon as thou canst, for thou hast to

pull at a smack o' the contrary. If ever thou be'st
bound in thy scarf, and beaten, thou shalt find what it

is to be proud of thy bondatje. 1 have a desire to
hold my acquaintance with thee, or rather my know-
ledt;e, that I may say, in the default, he is a man I

know. [tion.

Par. My lord, you do me most insupportable ve.\a-
La/l 1 would it were hell-pains for thy sake, and

my poor doing eternal : for doin".j I am past ; as I will

by thee, in what motion age will give me leave. [Exit.
Par. Well, thou hast a son shall take this disgrace

off me ; scurvy, old, filthy, scur\y lord !—Well, I must
be patient ; there is no fettering of authority. I'll

heat him, by my life, if I can meet him with any con-
enience, an he were double and double a lord. I'll

Jiave no more pity of his age, than I would have of

—

I'll beat liim,—an if I could'but meet him again I

J\£-eftt€r Lafeu.

La/. Sirrah, your lord and master's married; there's
news for you : you have a new mistress.
Par. I most unfeignedly beseech your lordship to

make some reservation of your wrongs : he is my good
lord : whom I ser\'e above is ray master.
La/. Who? God?
Par. Ay. sir.

La/. The devil it is that's thy master. Why dost
thou garter up thy arms o' this fashion? dost make
hose of thy sleeves ? do other ser\ants so ? Thou wert
licst set thy lower part where thy nose stands. By
mine honour, if I were but two hours younger, I'd beat
thee : methinks thou art a general offence, and every
man should beat thee : I think thou wast created for
men to breathe themselves upon thee.
Par. This is hard and undeserved measure, my lord.
La/. Go to, sir ; you were beaten in Italy for pick-

ing a kernel out of a pomegranate ; you are a vaga-
bond, and no true traveller : you are more saucy with
lords and honourable personages, than the heraldr>'
of your birth and virtue gives you commission. You
are not worth another word, else I'd call you knave,
I leave you. [Exit.

Enter Bertram.

Par. Good, very good ; it is so then :—good, very
good ; let it be concealed a while.
AVr. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever I

Par. What is the matter, sweet heart?
Ber. Although before the solemn priest I have

I will not bed her. [sworn,
Par. Wh.at, what, sweet heart?
Pi-r. O my Parolles, they have married me !—

Ill to the Tuscan wars, and never bed her.
Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more merits

The tread of a man's foot : to the wars 1

Btr. There's letters from my mother: wluat the
I know not yet. [import is,

Par. Ay. that would be known. To the wars, my
boy. tc> the wars 1

He wears his honour in .a box unseen.
That hugs his kicksy-wicksy here at home,
Spending his manly marrow in her arms,
W hich should sustain the bound and high curvet
Of Mars's fiery steed. To other regions 1

France is ,a stable ; we that dwell in 't, jades ;

Therefore, to the war !

Ber It shall be so : I'll send her to my house,
Acouaint my mother with my hate to her.
And wherefore I am fled ; write to the king
That which I durst not speak : his present gift
Shall furnish me to those Italian fields.
Where noble fellows strike : war is no strife
1 o the dark house and the detested wife. '

Par. Will this capriccio hold in thee, art sure?
Per. Co with me to my chamber, and advise me.

I'll send her straight away : to-morrow
111 to the w.ars, she to her single sorrow.
Par. Why, these balls bound ; there's noiie in it

TLs hard

:

A young man married is a man that's marr'd :

Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go

:

The king has done you wrong; but, hush 1 'tis so.

[RxeitHt.

SCENE IV.—Paris. Another Room in the Palace.

Enter Helena and Clown.
He!. My mother greets me kindly : is she well ?

Clo. She is not well ; but yet she has her health

;

she 's very merry ; but yet she is not well : but thanks
be given, she 's very well, and wants nothing i' the
world ; but yet she is not well.
Hel. If she be very well, what does she ail, that

she 's not very well 'l

Clo. Truly, she's very well indeed, but for two
Hel. What two things? [things.
Clo. One, that she's not in heaven, whither God

send her quickly ! the other, that she 's in earth, from
whence God send her quickly

!

Enter Parolles.
Par. Bless you. my fortunate lady !

Hel. I hope, sir, I have your good will to have mine
own good fortunes.
Par. You had my prayers to lead them on ; and to

keep them on, have them still.—O, my knave, how
does my old lady?

Clo. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her money,
I would she did as you say.
Par. Why, I say nothing.
Clo. Marry, you are the wiser man; for many a

man's tongue shakes out his masters undoing: to
say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, and to
have nothing, is to be a great part of your title ; which
•' within a very little of nothing.
Par. Away I thou'rt a knave.
Clo. You should have said, sir, before a knave
ou'rt a knave ; that is. before me thou'rt a knave :

this had been truth, sir.

Par. Go to. thou art a witty fool ; I have found thee.
Clo. Did you find me in yourself, sir? or were you

taiight to find me ? The search, sir, v/as |>rofitable

;

and much fool m.ay you find in you, even to the
world's pleasure, and the increase of laught-r.
Par. A good knave, i' faith, and well Fed,—

Madam, my lord will go away to-night

;

A very serious business calls on him.
The great prerogative and rite of love.
Which, as your due, time claims, he does acknow-
But puts it off to a compell'd restraint

;

[ledge,
Whose want, and whose delay, is strew'd with aweets,
Which they distil now in the curbed time.
To make the coming hour o'erflow with joy.
And pleasure drown the brim.
Hel. What's his will else ?
Par. That you will take your instant leave o' the

king.
And make this haste as your own good proceeding,
Strengthen'd with what apology you think
May make it probable need.

^Z'''- What more commands he !
Par. That, having this obtain'd, you presently

Attend his farther pleasure.
Hel. In every thing I wait upon his will.
Par. I shall report it so.
•'/'"'• I pray you.—Come, sirrah.

[ExeuHL.

SCENE v.—Another Room in titf Palace.

Enter Lafeu and Bertram.
La/. But I hope your lordship thinks not him a

soldier.
Ber. Yes. my lord, and of very valiant approof.
la/ You have it from his own deliverance.
Ber. And by other warranted testimony.
I-a/ Then my dial goes not true : I took this lark

"ir a buntmg.
Ber. 1 do assure yon. my lord, he is very great in

knowledge, and accordingly vali.int.
La/. I have, then, sinned against his experience

.md transgressed against his valour ; and my state thatway IS dangerous, smcc I cannot yet find in my heart
to repent. Here he comes: I pray you, make us
friends; I will pursue the amity.

Enter Parolles.
Par. fTVjBertr.am.j These things sh.all be done, sir.
La/. Pray you, sir, who's his tailor?
Par. Sir?
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is a g-oodLnf. O, I know liim well, I

workman, a very ^ood tailor.

Ber. [Aside to ParoUes.] Is she gone to the king?
Par. She is.

Ber. Will she away to-night 7

Par. As j'ou'U have her.'

Ber. I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure.
Given orders for our horses ; and to-night.
When 1 should take possession of the bride,
End, ere I do begin.
La/. A good traveller is something at the latter end

»f a dinner ; but one that lies tliree-thirds, and uses a
inown truth to pass a thousand nothings with, should
be once heard, and thrice beaten.—God save you,
capt.ain.

Ber. Is there any unkindness between my lord and
you, monsieur?
Par. I know not how I have deserved to run into

my lord's displeasure.
Laf. You have made shift to run into 't, boots and

spurs and all. like him that leaped into the custard
;

and out of it you'll run again, rather than suffer question
for your residence.
Ber. It may be, you have mistaken him, my lord.

'

Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took liim at his
prayers. Fare you well, my lord f and believe this of
me, there can be no kernel in this light nut ; the soul
of this man is his clothes ; trust him" not in matter of
heavy consequence ; I have kept of them tame, and
know their natures.—Farewell, monsieur : I have
spoken better of you, than you have or will deserve at
my hand ; but we must do good against evil. {Exit.
Par. An idle lord, I swear.
Ber. I think so.

Par. Why, do you not know him ?

Ber, Yes, I do know him well ; and co\nmon speech
Gives him a worthy pass.—Here comes my clog.

Enter Helena.

Hel. I have, sir, as I was commanded from you.
Spoke with the king, and have procur'd his leave
For present parting ; only, he desires
Some private speech with you.
Ber. I shall obey his will.

You must not marvel. Helen, at my course.
Which holds not colour with the time, nor does
The ministration and required office
On my particular. Prepar'd I was not
For such a business : therefore am I found
So much unsettled : this drives me to entreat you,
That presently you take your way for home.
And rather muse than ask why I entreat you

;

For my respects are better than they seem,
And my appointments have in them a need.
Greater than shows itself, at the first view.
To you that know them not. [Givinga letter. \ This

to my mother.
'Twill be two days ere I shall see you ; so,

I leave you to your wisdom.
Hel. Sir, I can nothing say,

But that I am your most obedient servant.
Ber. Come, come, no more of that.
Hel. And ever shall

With true observance seek to eke out that.
Wherein toward me my liomely stars have fail'd

To equal my great fortune.
Ber. Let that go

:

My haste is very great : farewell ; hie home.
Hel. Pray, sir, your pardon.
Ber. "Well, what would you say ?

Hel. I am not worthy of the wealth I owe ;

Nor dare I say 'tis mine,—and yet it is

;

But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal
What law does vouch mine own.
Ber. What would you have?
Hel. Something, and scarce so much :—nothing, in-

deed.—
'

(yes;—
I would not tell you what I would, my lord :

—
'faith.

Strangers and foes do sunder, and not kiss.
Ber. I pray you, stay not. but in haste to horse.
Hel. I shall not break your bidding, good my lord.
Ber. [To Par.] Where are my other men, monsieur ?

—( To Hel.] Farewell. [Exit Hel.
Go thou toward home ; where I will never come.
Whilst 1 can shake my sword, or hear the drum.

—

Away I and for our flight.

Pa>'- Bravely, coragio I

[Exeunt.

all's well THAT ENDS WELL. ^ft
I.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Florence. A roominthe'Dw'ke'^Palace.

he,

Flonrish. Enter the Duke of Florence, attended ; two
French Lords, and Soldiers.

Duke. So that, from point to point, now have you
The fundamental reasons of this war; [heard
Whose great decision hath much blood let forth,
And more thirsts after.

I Lord. Holy seems the quarrel
Upon your grace's part ; black and fearful
On the opposer.
Duke. Therefore we marvel much our cousin France

Would, in so just a business, shut his bosom
Against our borrowing prayers.

1 Lord. Good my lord.
The reasons of our state I cannot yield.
But like a common and an outward man.
That the great figure of a council frames
By self-unable motion : therefore dare not
Say what I think of it, since I have found
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail

As often as I guess'd.
Duke. Be it his pleasure.
2 I^ord. But I am sure, the younger of our nature,

That surfeit on their ease, will day by day
Come here for physic.
Duke. Welcome shall they be ;

And all the honours that can fly from us
Shall on them settle, "^'ou know your places well

;

When better fall, for your avails they fell

:

To-morrow to the field. [Flourish. Exeunt.

SCENE .1.—Rcusillon. A room in the Countess's
Palaee.

Enter Countess and Clown.

Count. It hath happened all as I would have had it,

save that he comes not along with her.
Clo. By my troth, I takemy young lord to be a very

melancholy man.
Count. By what observance. I pray you ?

Clo. AVhy, he will look upon his boot, and sing;
mend the ruff, and sing : ask questions, and sing

; pick
his teeth, and sing. Iknow a man, that had this trick
of melancholy, sold a goodly manor for a song.

Count. [Open ing a letter. ] Let me see what he writes,
and when he means to come.

Clo. I have no mind to Isbel, since I was at court

:

our old ling and our Isbels o' the country are nothing
like your old ling and your Isbels o' the court: the
brains of my Cupid's knocked out, and I begin to love,
as an old man loves money, with no stomach.
Count. What have we here?
Clo. E'en that you have there. [Exit.
Count. [Reads.] " I have sent you a daugkter-in-

law: she hath recovered the king, and undone me.
I liave -wedded Iter, not bedded her ; and nuom to
make tlie not eternal. You sliall luar I am run
away : know it be/ore the report come. 1/ tliere be
breath enough in the tuorld, I will liold a long dis-
tance. My duty toyou.

Your unfortunate son,
BERTRAM."

This is not well, rash and unbridled boy.
To fly the favours of so good .a king

;

To pluck his indignation on thy head.
By the misprising of a maid too virtuous
For the contempt of empire.

Re-enter Clown.
Clo. O madam, yonder is heavy news within, be-

tween two soldiers and my young lady.
Count. What is the matter?
Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in the news, some

comfort ; your son will not be killed so soon as I tliouglit
Count. Why should he be kill'd ? [he would.
Clo. So s.ay I, madam, if he run away, as 1 hear he

does : the danger is in standing to 't ; that's the loss of
men, though it be the getting of children. Here they
come w-ill tell you more : for my part, I only hear your
son was run away. [Exit.

Enter Helena and Gentlemen.
1 Gen. Save you. good madam.
Hel. Madam, my lord is gone, for ever gone.
2 Got. Do not say so. [men,

—

Count. Think upon .patience.—'Pray you, gentle-
I have felt so many quirks of joy and grief,
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all's well that ends well.

of tliis l-rench earl ; the lionour of a maid is her
name ; and no Iceacy is so rich as lionesty.

ll^!(f. I have told my nei|jhbour how you have been
solicited by a gentleman his companion.
Mar. I fcnow that knave ; hang him ! one PatoUes

:

a filthy officer he is in those suggestions for the young
earl :—Beware of them, Diana ; their promises, en
ticeraents. oaths, tokens, and all these engines of
lust, are not the things they go under : many a maid
hath been seduced by them ; and the misery is. ex
ample, that so terrible shows in the wreck of maiden
hood, cannot for all that dissuade succession, but
that they are limed with the twigs that threaten them.
I hope 1 need not to advise you farther ; but I hope
your own grace will keep you where you are, though
there were "no farther danger known but the modesty
which is so lost.

Di'a. You shall not need to fear me.
/Kz(f. I hope so.—llifit^r HG]cna, ZH t/iedrt:ss of a

Pi^^rrim.] Look, here comes a pilgrim : I know she
will lie at my house : thither they send one another:
I'll question her.
God save you, pilgrim I

"Whither are you bound ?

HcL To Saint Jaques le grand.
Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you?
Wid. At the Saint Francis here, beside the port.
He/. Is this the way?
IFid. Ay, marry, is 't.

—

\A march afar off'.] Hark
you!

They come this way.—If you will tarry, holy pilgrim,
But till the troops come by,
1 will conduct jou where you shall be lodg"d

;

The rather for'l think I know your hostess
As ample eis myself.
He/. Is it yourself 2

JVid. If you shall please so, pilgrim.
//f/. I thank you, and will stay upon your leisure.
md. You came, I think, from France i

Hel. I did so.
IVid. Here you shall see a countryman of yours.

That has done worthy service.
Hel. His name, I pray you.
Dia. The count Rousillon : know you such a one V

Hel. But by the ear, that hears most nobly of him :

His face I know not.
Dia, Whatsoe'er he is.

He's bra\ely taken here. He stole from France,
As 'tis reported, for the king had married him
Against his liking : think you it is sof
Hel. Ay, surely, mere the truth : I know his lady.
Dia. There is a gentleman that serves the count.

Reports but coarsely of her.
Hel. What's his name 1

Dia. Monsieur Parolles.
Hel. O, I believe with him,

In argument of praise, or to the worth
Of the great count himself, she is too mean
To have her name repeated : all her deserving
Is a reserved honesty, and that
I have not heard examin'd.
Dia. Alas, poor lady I

'Tis a hard bondage to become the wife
Of a detesting lord.

M'id. Ay, right
; good creature, wheresoe'er she is,

Her heart weighs sadly : this young maid might do
A shrewd turn, if she plcas'd. [her
Hel, How do you mean?

May be, the amorous count solicits her
In the unlawful purpose.

IVid. He does, indeed ;

And brokcs with all that can in such a suit

Corrupt the tender honour of a maid :

Hut she is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard
In honestest defence.
Mar. The gods forbid else

!

Unter^ ivith drum aKd colours, aparty of tJie Floren-
tine army, Bertram, and Parolles.

IVid. So, now they come.

—

I'liat is Antonio, the duke's eldest son

;

That, Escalus.
Hel. Wliich is the Frenchman?
Dia. He

;

That with the pltune : 'tis a nu).st gallant fellow ;

I would he Inv'd his wife : if he were honester.
He were much goodlier: is 't not a handsome gentle-

Hel. I like hiin well. [man?

Actjy

Dia. "i'is pity he is not honest : yond's tliat sauu-
knave

That leads him to these places : w ere I his lady
1 would poison that vile rascal.

Hel. Which is he?
Dia. That jackanapes with scarfs ; why is he melan-
Hel. Perchance he s hurt i' the battle. [cholyV

Par. Lose our drum ! well.

Mar. He's shrewdly vexed at something: look, he
JVid. Marry, hang you .' [has spied us.

Mar, And your courtesy, for a ring-carrier I

{Exeunt Bertram, Parolles, Officers.

a}id Soldiers.

Wid. The troop is past. Come, pilgrun, X will

bring you
Where you shall host : of enjoin'd penitents
There's four or five, to great Saint Jaques bound,
Already at my house.
Hel. I humbly thank you :

Please it this matron and this gentle maid
To eat with us to-night, the charge and than'King
Shall be for me : and, to requite you farther,

I will bestow some precepts on this virgin.

Worthy the note.
Both. We'll take your offer kindly.

lli.\uiiU.

SCENE \'\.—Camp before Florence.

Enter Bertram atid tlie two French Lords.

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to't: let Jiim
have his way.
2 Lord. If your lordship find him not a hilding, hold

me no more in your respect.
I Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble.
Ber. Do you think I am so far deceived in him ?

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct know,
ledge, without any malice, but to speak of him as my
kinsman, he's a most notable coward, an infinite iuuj

endless liar, an hourly promise-breaker, the o\vner of
no one good quality wortliy your lordship's entertain-
ment.

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him ; lest, reiiosing t-.io

far in his virtue, which he hath not. he might at sonic
great and trusty business, in a main danger, fail you.
Ber, I would I knew in what particular action to try

him.
2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his

drum, which you hear him so confidently undertake
to do.

Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines, will suddenly
surprise him ; such I will have, whom, I am sure, he
knows not from the enemy : we will bind and hood-
wink him so, that he shall suppose no other but that
he is carried into the leaguer of the adversaries, when
we bring him to our own tents. Be but your lordshi))

present at the examination : if he do not, for tlie pro-

mise of his Ufe, and in the highest compulsion of base
fear, offer to betray you, and deliver all the intelli-

gence in his power against you. and that with the di-

vine forfeit of his soul upon oath, never trust my judg-
ment in any thing.
2 Lord, O. for the love of laughter, let him fetch olT

his drum ; he says he has a stratagem for t : when
your lordship sees the bottom of his success in't, and

hat metal this counterfeit lump of ore will be
melted, ifyou give him not John Drum's entertainment.
your inclining cannot be removed.—Here he comes.

Enter Parolles.

Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the

humour of his design : let him fetch off his drum in

any hand.
. How now, monsieur ! this drum sticks sorely

in your disposition.

2 Lord. A pox on 't, let it go ; 'tis but a drum.
Par. But a drum! Is't tut a drum? A dnnn so

lost 1—There was excellent command,—to charge in

with our horse upon our own wings, and to rcnu our
own soldiers.

Lord. That was not to be blamed in the conimand
of the service ; it was a disaster of war that Cesar
himself could not have prevented, if he had been
there to command.
Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our success

:

some dishonour we had in the loss of that drum ; but
it is not to be recovered.
Par, It might have been recovered.
Ber, It might ; but it is not now.
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far. It is to bi; recovered: but that the merit of
>.cmcc is seldom attributed to the true and exact per-
fonuer, I would have that drum or another, or /i:c

Ber. Why, if you have stomach to t, monsieur, if

you thiiik your mystery in stratagem can bring this

/nstrument of honour again into its native quarter, be
m.ignanimous in the entei^irise, and go on ; I will

grace the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you speed
^vell in it, the duke shall both speak of it, and extend
to you what further becomes his greatness, even to the
utmost syllable of your worthiness.
Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will undertake it.

Ecr. But you must not now slumber in it.

Far. I'll about it this evening ; and I will presently
1 'cn down my dilemmas, enc ourage myself in my cer-
tainty, put myself into iny mortal preparation ; and by
niidriight, look to hear farther from me.
Kcr. May I be bold to ac quaint his grace you are

gone about it ?

Par. I know not what the success will be, my lord;
Init the attempt I vow.
Ber. I know thou art valiant ; and, to the possibility

of thy soldiership, will subscribe for thee. Farewell.
Par. I love not many wonls. [Exit.
I Lord. Xo more than a fish loves water.—Is not this

a strange fellow, my lord, that so confidently seems to
undertake this business, which he knows is not to be
ilone, damns himself to do, and dares better be
damned than to do 't?

c Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we do :

•-ertain it is, that he will steal himself into a man's
favour, and for a week escape a great deal of dis-
coveries ; but when you find him out, you have him
ever after.
Per. Why, do you think, he will make no deed at all

of this, tliat so seriously he doesaddress himself unto '^

I Lord. None m the world ; but return with an in-

\ cntion. and clap upon you two or three probable lies.

But we have almost embossed him.—you shaU see his
fall to-night ; for, indeed, he is not for your lordship's
respect.

- Lord. 'VVeU make you some sport with the fox, ere
He case him. He was first smoked by the old lord
I .afeu : when his disguise and he is parted, tell me what
a sprat you shall find him ; which you sliall see this
very night.

I Lord. I must go look my twigs : he shall be caught.
Per. Your brother, he shall go along mth me.
1 Lord. As 't please your lordship : 111 leave you.

\,Exit.

Per, Now will I lead you to the house, and show you
The lass I spoke of.

= Lord. But you say she's honest.
Ber. That's all the fault : I spoke with her but once.

And found her wondrous cold ; but I sent to her.
By this same coxcomb that we have i' the wind,
Tokens and letters which she did re-send ;

.\nd this is all I have done. She's a fair creature

:

AVill you go see her?
2 Lord. With all my heart, my lord.

\_Exaint.

SCENE VII.—Florence. A Room in tlie Widow's
House.

linter Helena and Widow.
/A'/. If you misdoubt me that I am not she,

I know not how I shall assure you further,
liut I sh.'ill lose the grounds I work upon.

ll'id. Though my estate be fall'n, I was well born,
Nothing .icquiiintcii with these businesses;
And would not put my reputation now
In .uiy staining act.

Hcl. Nor would I wish you.
I"irst, give me trust, the count he is my husband.
And wnat to your swoni counsel I have spoken.
Is so, from word to word ; and then you caunot,
liy the good aid that I of you sliall burrow,
Urr in bestowing it.

IVid. I bhoul'I believe you :

I-or you have sliow'd nie that, wliich well approve
You are great in fortune.

Ilel. Take this purse of gold,
And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 1

^^'hich I will over-pay, and iiayagain, [daugliler.
When I have found It. 1'he count he v.oos your I

T -lys down his wanton siege b":fore her beauty, I

Ke^iolvd to carry lici: let her, in fmn, cunbcnt. I

ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. »8S

As well direct her how 'tis best to l)e,\r it.

Now his important blood will nought deny
That she'll demand : a ring the county wears.
That downward hath succeeded in his house
From son to son, some four or five descents
Since the first father wore it : this ring he holds
In most rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire.

To buy his will, it would not seem too dear,
Howe'er repented after.

IVid. Now I sec
The "bottom of your purpose.
Hel. You see it lawful, then : it is no more.

But tliat your daughter, ere she seems as won.
Desires this ring : appoints him an encounter ;

In fine, delivers me to fill the time.
Herself most chastely absent : after this.

To marry her, I'll add three thousand cru«ii~

To what is past already,
IVid. I have yielded :

Instruct my daughter how she shall persever.
That time and place, with this deceit so lawfiiL

May prove coherent. Every night he comes
With musics of all sorts, and songs compos'd
To her unworthiness : it nothing steads us.

To chide him from our eaves ; for he persists.

As if his life lay on 't.

Hel. Why, then, to-night
Let us assay our plot ; which, if it speed.
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed,
.\nd lawful meaning in a lawful act

;

Where both not sin, and yet a sinful fact

:

But let's about it. \Uxcui!'.

ACT IV.

SCENE \,—lVithoiit tJie Florentine Camp.
Enter JirstFrench Lord, •withjive or sLx Soldierb in

afnbush.

I Lord* He can come no other way but by tliis

hedge comer. When you sally upon liiiii, speak
what terrible language you will; though you under-
stand it not yourselves, no matter ; for v/e must not
seem to understand him, unless some one among us.

whom we must produce for an interpreter.

I Sold. Good captain, let me be the interpreter.

I Lord. Art not acquainted with himV knows lie

not thy voice ?

I Sold. No, sir, I warrant you.
I Lord. But what linsey-woolsey hast thou to siiecik

to us again t

I Sold. Even such as you speak to me.
i' Lord. He must think us some band of strangers

i' the adversary's entertainment. Now, he hath a
smack of all neighbouring languages ; therefore we
must every one be a man of his own fancy, not tfj

know what we speak one to another ; so we seeJ#^.

to know, is to know straight our purpose : chough*.^
language, gabble enough, and good enough. As ftir

you, interpreter, you must seem very politic, liut

couch, hoi here he comes,—to beguile two hours
in a sleep, and then to return and swear the lies lie

forges.
Enter Parollcs.

Par. Ten o'clock: within these three Imurs 'twill

be time enough to go home. What shall I sa^r J

have done? It must be a very plausive invention
that carries it: they begin to smoke me; and dis-

graces have of late knocked too often at my door
I find my tongue is too foolliardy ; but my heart hath
the fear of Mars before it, and of his creatures, not
daring the reports of my tongue.

Lord, {.l-'^id".] This is the first truth that e'er
thine own tongue was^juilty of.

Par. What the devil should move mc to undertake
lie recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the
mpossibility, and knowing I had no such purpose? I

must give myself some hurts, and s.iy J got them in

xploit : yet slight ones will not carry it ; they will

ly, •* Came you off with so httlcy" and gicat onc^
I dare not give. Wherefore, what's the inslance;
Tongue, I must put you into a birtterwoman's mouth,
and buy myself another of liajazet*3 mule, if you
prattle mc into these perils.

1 Lord. \.^side.'\ Is it possible he should know what
he is, and be tnat ne isf

par* I would the cutting of my gipiueuts would
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serve the turn or the breaking of my Spanish
sword.

I Lortf. [Aside. ] We cannot afford you so.

Par. Or the baring of my beard; and to say it

was in stratasjem.
I Lord, [Aside.] 'Twould not do.
Par. Or to drown my clothcb, and say I was

stripped.
I Lord. [Aside.] Hardly sefve.
Par. Thougli I swore I leaped from the window of

the citadel

—

I Lord. [Aside.] How deep?
Par. Thirty fathom.
I Lord. [Aside.] Three great oaths would scarce

make that be believed.
Par. I would I had any drum of the enemy's ; I

would swear I recovered it.

1 Lord [Aside.] Thou shalt hear one anon.
Par, A drum, now, of the enemy's !

[Alarian loithin
I Loyd. Tkroca viovoiiszcs, cargo^ cargo, cargo.
AIL Cargo^ cargo, villianda par corbo. cargo.

I
T^icy seize and blindfold hzm.

Par. O. ransom, ransom I—Do not hide mine eyes.
1 Sold. Bosjtos ihronuldo boskos.
Par. I know you are the Muskos' regiment

;

And I shall lose my life for want of language :

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch,
Italian, or French, let him speak to me

;

I will discover that which shall undo
The Florentine.

I Sold, Boskos vanvado :

I understand thee, and can speak thy tongue :

—

Kcrelybonto

:

—Sir,

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards
Are at thy bosom.
Par, O

I

I Sold. O, pray, pray, pray !

—

Manka revania dulche.
I Lord. Oscorbi diilchos voli-vorco.

I Sold. The general is content to spare thee yet

;

And, hoodwink'd as thou art, will lead thee on
To gather from thee : haply thou mayst inform
Sonietlungto save thy life.

Par. O, let me live

!

And all the secrets of our camp I'll show,
Their force, their purposes; nay, I'll speak that
Which you will wonder at.

I Sold. But wilt tliou faithfully?
Par. If I do not, damn me.
I Sold. Acordo linta :—

Come on ; thou art granted space.
[Exit^ with Parolles guarded.

1 Lord. Go, tell the count Rousillon, and my brother,
We have cauglit the woodcock, and will keep him
Till we do hear from tliem. [muffled
2 Sold. Captain. I will.

1 Lord. He will betray us all unto ourselves :-

Inform on that.

2 Sold. So I will, sir.

I Lord. Till then, I'll keep him dark, and safely

lock'd. [ExeiiJit.

SCENE II.—Florence. A Room in the Widow'b
/loiise.

Enter Bertram and Diana.

Ber. They told me that your name was Fontibell.

Dia. No, my good lord, Diana.
Ber. Titled goddess

!

And worth it. with addition I But, fair soul,

In your fine frame hath love no quality?
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind,
You are no maiden, but a monument

:

When you are dead, you should be such a one
As you are now, for you are cold and stern

;

And now you should be as your mother was.
When your sweet self was got,
Dia. She then was honest.
Ber. So should you be,
Dia, No

:

My mother did but duty; such, my lord,

As you owe to your wife.
Ber. No more o' that,

I pr'ythee, do not strive against my vows :

I was compell'd to her ; but I love thee
By love's own sweet constraint, and will for ever
Do thcc all li^r^ts of service.

Dia. Ay, so you serve us.
Till we serve you ; but when you have our roses.
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves.
And mock us with our bareness.
Ber. How have I sworn 1

Dia. 'Tis not tlie many oaths that make the truth.
But the plain single vow. that is vow'd true.
What is not holy, that we swear not by,
But take the Highest to witness : then, pray you, tell

If I should swear by Jove's great attributes. [me,
I iov'd you dearly, would you believe my oatlis,

AV'hen I did love you ill? this has no holding.
To swear by him whom I protest to love,

That I will work against him : therefore, your oaths
Are words and poor conditions ; but unseal'd ;

At least, in my opinion.
Ber. Change it, change it.

Be not so holy-cruel : love is holy ;

And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts
That you do charge men with. Stand no more off.

But give thyself unto my sick desires,

Who then recover : say thou art mine, and ever
My love, as it begins, shall so persever.
Dia. I see that men make ropes, in such a scarre,

That we'll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring.

Ber. I'll lend it thee, my dear : but have no power
To give it from me.
Dia. Will you not, my lord ?

Ber. It is an honour 'longing to our house.
Bequeathed down from many ancestors

;

Which were the greatest obloquy i' the world
In me to lose.

Dia. Mine honour's such a ring :

My chastity's the jewel of our house,
Bequeathed dowii from many ancestors

;

Which were the greatest obloquy i' the world
In me to lose : thus your own proper wisdom
Brink's in the champion, honour, on my part.
Against your vain assault.
Ber. Here, take my ring :

My house, mine honour, yea, my life be thine.

And I'll be bid by thee.
Dia. When midnight comes, knock at my chamber

I'll order take my mother shall not hear. [window

;

Now will I charge you in the band of truth,

When you have conquer'd my yet maiden bed.
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me

:

My reasons are most strong ; and you shall know them
When back again this ring shall be deliver'd :

And on your unger, in the ni^ht. I'll put
Another ring; that, what in time proceeds.
May token to the future our past deeds.
Adieu till then : then, fail not ;

you have won
A wife of me, though there my hope be done.
Ber. A heaven on earth I have won by wooing thcc.

\hxit.

Dia. For which live long to thank both heaven and
You may so in the end.

—

[me I

My mother told me just how he would woo,
As if she sat in's heart ; she says all men
Have the like oaths : he had sworn to marry me
When his wife's dead ; therefore I'll lie with him
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid.

Marry that will, I live and die a maid :

Only, in this disguise, I think 't no sin

To cozen him, tnat would unjustly win. [Exit,

SCENE m.— The Florentine Camp.

Efiier the two French Lords, and two or three
Soldiers.

1 Lord. You have not given him his mother's letter?

•2 Lord. I have delivered it an hour since: therr i>

something in 't that sMngs his nature; for. on tli-j

reading it, he changed almost into another inaii

1 Lord. He has much worthy blame laid upon liim.

for shaking off so good a wife, and so sweet a lady.

2 Lord. Especially he hath incurred the cvcrlastiiv^

displeasure of the king, who had even timcrt hi-

bounty to sing happiness to him. ' I will toil you a

thing, but you' shall let it dwell darkly with you.

Lord. When you have spoken it, 'tis dead, and I

am the grave of it.

2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gL-utlow.mian

here in Florence, of "a most chaste renown ; .m-l tliis

night he fleshes his will in the spoil of Ikt hmvuir: ho

hath given her his manuineiital ring, and tlunks him-

If made in the unchaste compt'sition.



Scene 3. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.
1 I-ord. Now, God delay oiir rebellion : as we are

ourselves what things are we I

? Loni. Merely our own traitors. And as in the
common course of all treasons, we still see them reveal
themselves, till they attain to their abhorred ends, so
he that in this action contrives against his own
nobility, in his proper stream o'erflows himself.

1 l.Drd. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be
trumpeters of our unlawful intents! We shall not then
have his company to-night ? Hiis hour
2 Lord Not till after midnight ; for he is dieted to
I f.ora. That approaches ap.-.ce : I would gladly

have hiin see his company anatomized, that he might
take a measure of his own judgments, wherein so
curiously he had set this counterfeit.
2Lcyd. We will not meddle with him till he come ;

lor his presence must be the whip of the other.
1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear you of these

wars !

2 Lord. I hear there is an overture of peace.
1 Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded.
2 Lord. What willcount Rousillon do then? will he

travel higher, or return again into France?
1 Lord. I perceive, by this demand, you are not

altogether of his council.
2 Lord Let it be forbid, sir I so should I be a great

deal of his act.
^

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since, fled
Irom his house : her pretence is a pilgrimage to Saint
Jaques le grand

; which holy undertaking, with most
austere sanctimony, she accomplished; and, there
residing, the tenderness of her nature became as a
prey to her grief ;Jn fine, made a groan of her last
breath ; and now she sings in heaven.
2 Lord. How is this justified !
}Lord. The stronger part of it by her own letters :

which make her story true, even to the point of her
death : her death itself, which could not be her office
to say, IS come,—was faithfuUy confirmed by the
rector of the place.
2 Lord. H.aththe count all this intelligence?
I Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, point

from point, to the full arming of the verity.
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> _j T C '""°'"""« "' "1= verity. say
, J ,?•" "'^=»™'y sorfy 'hat he'll be glad of this, truth

her milk
: he hath confessed himself to Morgan,

(whom he supposes to be a friar,) from the time of his
remembrance, to this very instant disaster of his
setting i' the stocks : and what think you he hath con-

Ber. Nothing of me, has he? ffessed?
2 Lord. His confession is taken, and it shall be read

to his face: if your lordship be in 't, as 1 believe you
are, you must have the patience to hear it.

Re-enter Soldiers -witli ParoIIes.
Ber. A plague upon him ! muffled ! he can say

nothing of me: hush, hush !

I Lord. Iloodman comes I—Porto tartarossa.
I Sold. He calls for the tortures : what will you say
ithout 'em?
Pcir. I will confess what I know without constraint:

if ye pinch me like a pasty, I can say no more.
' Sold. Bosko chzmitrcho.
Lord. Bobtibindo chicjtrmitrco,

-Sold. You are a merciful general.—Our general
bids you answer to wliat I shall ask you out of a
note.
Par. And truly, as I hope to live.
I Sold. •• First, demand of him how many horse

the duke is strong." What say you to that ?
Par. Five or si.t thousand ; but very weak and un-

serviceable : the troops are all scattered, and the com-
manders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and
credit, and as I hope to hve.

I Sold. Shall I set down your answer so?
Par. Do: I'll take the sacrament on 't, how and

which way you will. rjg x\\\s \

Ber. AU 's one to him. What a past-saving slave
1 Lord. {Apart.\ You are deceived, my lord: this

.- monsieur ParoUes, the gallant militarist, (that was
his own phrase,) that had the whole theorick of war in
the knot of his scarf, and the practice in the chape of
Ins dagger.

2 Lord. I will never trust a man again for keeping
his siyord clean ; nor believe he can have every
thing m him by wearing his apparel neatly.

I Sold. Well, that 's set down.
Par. Five or six thousand horse, I said,—I will

say true,—or thereabouts, set down,— for I'll speak
triifh. "

_ Lord. He 's very near the truth in this.
Ber. But I con him no thanks for 't, in the naturea fieh""— •

1 1-ora. How mightily, sometimes, we make us
comforts of our losses! .

'

2 Lord. .\nd how mightily, some other times, we i ne delivers it

vIZ,T" wPi"'"'^''"' .The .srreat dignity, that his l^ar. Poor rogues, I nravvou savvalour hath here acquired for him, shaU at home be- 1 - •^-'^ i.rJ, 'l"-;'.^ P'^^ y°"' say
encountered with a shame as ample.

' 4"'"'';
•T''*

'^'"^^ °f °"'' hfe is of a mingled yamgood and lU together: our virtues would be proud, i

our fauhs whipped them not ; and our crimes woulc
despair, if they were not cherished by our virtues—[ /:«/<•»- 1? Servant.]—How now! where's your master'

.Sf/-:^ He met the duke in the street, sir, of whom
he hath taken a solemn leave : his lonlship will next
morning for France. The duke hath offered liim
letters of commendations to the king.
2 Lord. They shall be no more than needful there

if they were more than they can commend.
I Lord. They cannot be too sweet for the kin"'s

tartness. Here's his lordship naw.—{P.,ttcr Bertram 1How now, my lord ! is t not after midnight?
Ber. I have to-night despatched sixteen businesses

a months length a-niece, by an abstract of success :

I have cong<$d with the duke, done my adieu with
his nearest ; buried a wife, mourned for her ; writ tomy lady mother I .am returning; entertained mv
convoy

; and between these main parcels of despatch
ctfected many nicer needs : the last was the greatest
but th.it I have not ended yet.

--aicM,

2 Lord. If the business be of any diflSculty, and this
morning your departure hence, it requires haste of
your lordship.

Ber. 1 mean, the business is not ended, as fearine
to Yvcar of it hereafter. But shall we have this di.a.
logue between the fool and the soldier? Comebnng forth this counterfeit model : he has deceived
mc, like a double-meaning prophesier.

•2 Lord. Bring him forth : (/:><;«// Soldiers.] he has
»at I the stocks all night, poor gallant knave.
Btr. No matter; his heels li,-\ve deserved it in

usurpine his sijurs so long. How does he carry

I Lord. I have told your lordship already,—the i
stocks carry hiin But. t.. answer you as you wouhl rem es camp ?

'

be underwood
;
he weeps lik. a wench that" had shctl

J
Par. U^on my knowledge, he is, and lousy

. Sold. Well, 'that 's set down.'
Par. I humbly thank you, sir: a truth 's a truth,

the rogues are marvellous poor.
I Sold. •• Demand of him, of lulial strength theyare a-foot. What say you to that >.

a j
Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this pre-

sent hour, I will tell true. Let me see: Spurio, ahundred and fifty; Sebastian, so many; Corambus
so many

; Jaques, so many ; Guihian, Cosmo. Lodo-
wick, and Gratii, two hundred fifty each ; mine owncompany, Chitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred
hity each: so that the muster-file, rotten and soundupon niy life, .amounts not to fifteen thousand poll

;

half of the which dare not shake the snow from ofl
tlieir cassocks, lest they shake themselves to pieces.her [Apart.] What sliall he done to him?

ih-'in/fl^'^'T'l ^""''"- t^"' '" '""• havethanks.—Deniaml of him my condition, and what
credit I have with the duke.

-SWoT Well, that 's set down. • You shall de-:nd of htm, luhelher one captain Duvtain be ithe camp, a Frenchman ; witat his reputation isMtth the duke : what his valour, honesty, and ex.
Aftness mwars; or whether lu thinks it were not
possible. withjveU.weiahingsumso/Lrold, to corrupt

know of if
^^ ^°" '° "^ ^ ' '''"" ''° y°"

Par. I beseech you, let me answer to the particular
ul the interrogatories: <lemand them singly.

n , r" y°" '*"""' 'his captain Duiiiain?Par I know him : he was a botcher's 'prentice inPans from whence he was whipped for getting the.l.enrs fool with child, a dumb Iiinocent, tha could
•lot say him nay.

r. XT V ^^""'ain li/ts uf> his hand in anrer
ii.fr ^?5t''yyo"'''5av';,hohf your hands: thougif

Sold. Well, is this c.iiit.im in the duke of Flo



all's well that ends well. Act i^.

I l.Qrd. Nay, look :

of your lordship anon.
I SoM. AVhat Is his reputation with the duke ?

Par. The duke knows him for no other but a poor
officer of mine ; and writ to me this other day to turn
llim out o' the band ; I think I have his letter in my
pocket.

I Sold. Murrv, we'll search.
Par. In gfood sadness, I do not know ; either it is

there, or it is upon a file, with the duke's other letters,

in my tent.

I Sold. Here 'tis ; here 's a paper : shall I read it

to you?
Par. I do not know if it be it or no.
Ber. Our interpreter does it well.

I Lord. Excellently.
I Sold. " DiaH, the count 's a fool, and full of

gold"—
Par. That is not the duke's letter, sir ; that is an

advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, one
Diana, to take heed of the allurement of one count
Rousillon, a foolish idle boy, but for all that, very
ruttish; I pray you, sir, put it up agfain.

I Sold. Nay. I'll read it first, by your favour.
Par. My meaning in 't, I protest, was very honest

In the behalf of the maid; for I knew the young
count to be a dangerous and lascivious boy, who is

.1 whale to virginity, and devours up all the fry it

finds.

Ber. Damnable, both sides rogue

!

1 Sold. •' II 'hen he swears oaths, did him drop gold,

and take it

;

After he scores, he neverpays the score

:

Half-won isjnatch welhnude : match, audwellvtake
J{e ne'erpays after debts, take it before ; [it.

And say a soldier, Dian, told tJiee this.

Men are to mell luith, boys are not to kiss :

Far count ofthis, the count 's afool, I kno^v it,

IVhopays before, bitt not 7uhe7i lie does owe it.

Thine, as he vow'd to thee in thine ear,
PAROLLES.'

Her. He shall be whipped through the army, witli

this rhyme in 's forehead.
2 Lord. This is your devoted friend, sir, the mani-

fold linguist, and the armipotent soldier.

Ber. I could endure any thing before but a cat, and
now he's a cat to me.

I Sold. \ perceive, sir, by our general's looks, we
shall be fain to hang you.
Par. My life, sir, in any case ! not that I am afraid

to die ; but that, my offences being many, I would
repent out the remainder of nature : let me live, sir,

in a dungeon, i' the stocks, or any where, so I may
live.

T Sold. Well see what may be done, so you confess

freely ; therefore, once more to this captain Dumain :

you have answered to his reputation with the duke,
and to his valour : what is his honesty ?

Par. He will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister

:

for rapes and ravishments he parallels Nessus : he
professes not keeping of oaths ; in breaking them
he is stronger than Hercules : he will lie, sir, with
such volubility, that you would think truth were a fool

:

drunkenness is his best virtue ; for he will be swine-
drunk ; and in his sleep he does little harm, save to

his bed-clothes about him ; but they know his condi-

(ions, and lay him in straw. I have but httle more to

say, sir, of his honesty : he has every thing that an
honest man should not have ; what an honest man
should have, he has nothing.

r Lord. I begin to love him for this.

Ber. For this description of thine honesty? A pox
upon him for me, he is more and more a c.it

I Sold. What say you to his expertness in war?
Par. Faith, sir, he has led the drum before the Hn-

glish tragedians,—to belie him I will not,—and mure
iif his soldiership I know not ; except, in that country.

he had the honour to be the officer at a place there

c;il!ed Mile-end, to instruct for the doubling of files

:

I would do the man what honour I can, but of this I

liin not certain.
I Lord. He hath out-villained villainy so far, that

the rarity redeems hiin.

Ber. A pox on him, he "s a cat still.

1 Sold. His qu.alities being at this poor |)rice, I need
not ask you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt.

Par. .Sir, for a r/nart d'ecii he will sell the fee-simple

of his s<ilv.ation, thi: inheritance of it ; and cut the

o upon me: we sh.ill hear j entail from all remaindeis, and .» perpetual succession
for it perpetuallJ^

I Sold. What's his brother, the other captain Du-
1 Lord. Why does he ask him of me S [main V

I Sold. WhiJt'she?
Par, E'en a crow c' the same nest ; not altogether

so great as the first in goodness, but greater a great
deal in evil : he excels his brother for a cowarcC yet
his brother is reputed one of the best that is ; in a
retreat he out-runs any lackey ; marry, in coming on
he has the cramp.

I Sold. If your life be saved, will you undertake to
betray the Florentine? [sillon.

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, count Rou-
I Sold. I'll whisper with the general, and know his

pleasure.
Par. I'll no more drumming; a plague of all drums

!

Only to seem to deserve well, and to beguile the sup-
position of that lascivious young boy the count, have
1 run into this danger : yet, who would h.ive suspected
an ambush where I was taken ?

1 Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you must die:
the general says, you, that have so traitorously dis-

covered the secrets of your army, and made such
pestiferous reports of men very nobly held, can serve
the world for no honest use ; therefore you must die.

Come, headsman, off with his head.
Par. O Lord, sir, let me live, or let me see my death !

1 Sold. That shall you, and take your leave of all

your friends. [Unniuffiitig him.
.So, look about you : know you any here S

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain.
2 Lord. God bless you, captain Parolles.

1 Lord. God save you, noble captain.

2 Lerd. Captain, what greeting wUl you to my lord
Lafeu ! 1 am for France.

I Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy of
the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the count
Rousillon ? an I were not a very coward, I 'd compel
it of you : but fare you well.

{Exeunt Bertram, Lords, Src.

T Sold. You are undone, captain ; all but your scarf,

that has a knot on 't yet.
Par. Who cannot be crushed with a plot ?

1 Sold. If you could find out .1 country where but
women were, that had received so much shame, you
might begin an impudent nation. Fare you well, sir

;

1 am for France too : we shall speak of you there.
{Exit.

Par. Yet am I thankful : if my heart were great,

'Twould burst at this. Captain I'll be no more-
But I will eat, and drink, and sleep as soft

As captain shall : simply the thing I am
Shall make me live Who knows himself a braggart.
Let him fear this : for it will come to pass.
That every braggart shall be found an ass.

Rust, sword! cool, blushes! and Parolles, live

Safest in shame ! being fool'd. by foolery thrive I

There 's place and means for every man alive.

I'll after them. {Exit.

SCENE IV.—Florence. A Room in the Widow's
House.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana.

Hel. That you may well perceive I have not wrong'd
Cue of the gre.itest in the Christian world [you.

Shall be my surety ; 'fore whose throne, 'tis needful,

i;rc I can perfect mine intents, to kneel

:

Time was I did him a desired office.

Dear almost as his life ; which gratitude
Through flinty Tartar's bosom would peep forth.

And answer, thanks : I duly am inform 'd.

His grace is at Marseilles ; to which place
\V*c nave convenient convoy. You must know,
I am supposed dead : the army breaking.
My husband hies him home : where, hciven aiding,

.\nd by the leave of my good lord the king,

We'll be before our welcome.
IVid. Gentle mad.im.

You never had a servant to whose trust

\'our business was more welcome.
Hel. Nor you, mistress

Ever a friend, whose thoughts more truly labour
To recompense your love : doubt not, but heaven
Hath brought me up to be your daughter's dower.
As it hath fated her to be my motive
And hehier to a husband. But, O str.nnge men !



Scene 5.

rhat can such sweet use uiake of what they hate,
When saucy trusting of the cozen'd thouj;hts
Defiles the pitchy niglit ! so hist doth play
Witli w hat It loathes, for that which is away

:

But more of this hereafter.

—

\'o\\, Diana,
Tndcr my poor instructions, yet must sutfcr

bouiething in my behalf.

Dia. I-et death and honesty
(tO with your impositions, 1 am yours
Upon your will to suffer.

Hel. Yet, I pray you,

—

But, with the word, the time will brinjj on summer,
\\'hen briers shall have leaves as well as thorns,
,\nd be as sweet as sharp. We must away :

Our wasr^ou is prepar'd, and time revives us :

All "s well that ends well : still the fine 's the crown ;

wiiate'er the course, the end is the renown.
[Exeunt.

SCENE v.—Roiisillon. A Room in tite Countess's
Mansion.

Enter Countess, Lafeu, and Clown.

Laf. Xo, no, no, your son was misled with a snipt-

tatfeta fellow there, whose villainous saffron woiild

have made all the unbaked and doughy youth of a
nation in his colour: your daughter-in-law had been
alive at this hour, and your son here at home, more
advanced by the king, than-by that red-tailed humble-
bee I speak of.

Count. I would I had not known him 1 It was the
death of the most virtuous gentlewoman, that ever
nature had praise for creating : if she had partaken
of my flesh, and cost me th.e dearest groans of a
mother, I could not have owed her a more rooted
love.

Laf. 'Twas a good lady, 'twas a good lady ; we may
pick a thousand salads, ere we light on such anothei
herb.

Clo. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet-marjoram of the
salad, or. rather, the herb of grace.
Laf. They are not salad-herbs, you knave : they

are nose-herbs. [not much skill in grass.
Cto. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir ; I have
Laf. Whether dost thou profess thyself,—a knave,

or a fool?
Cto. A fool, sir, at a woman's ser\'ice, and a knave,
Laf. V'our distinction ? fat a man's.
Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do his

Service.

Laf. So you were a knave at his service, indeed.
Cto. And I would give his wife my bauble, sir, to do

her service.

Laf. I will subscribe for thee, thou art both knave
and fool.

Cto. At your service.
Laf. No, no, no.
Cto. Why, sir. if I cannot serve you, I can serve as

great a prince as you are.
Laf. Who 's that S a Frenchman ?

Clo. Faith, sir, a' luas an English name; but his
^hisnoniy is more hotter in France, than there.
Laf. What prmce is that J

Clo. The Black I'rince, sir; alias, the prince of
darkness ; attas, the devil.

Laf. Hold thee, there's my purse: I give thee not
this to suggest thee from thy master thou talkest of

;

serve him still.

Cto. I am a woodland fellow, sir. that always loved
a great fire ; and the master I speak of, ever keeps a
good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of the world

;

let his nobility remain in 's court. I am for the house
with the narrow gate, which 1 take to be too little fur
pomp to enter: some that humble themselves, may;
but the many will be too chill and lender, .and they "11

be for the flowery way tliat Lads to the broad gate
and the great fire.

Laf. Gu thy ways. I begin to be a-weary of thee

:

and I tell thee so before, because I would not fall out
with thee. Go thy ways: let my horses be well
lo<ikcd to, without any tricks.

Clo. If I put any tricks upon 'em, sir, they shall be
jade's trick^, which are their own right by the l.iw of
nature. [Exit.
Laf. A shrewd knave, and an unhappy.
Count. So he is. My lord, that's gone, made him-

self nmch sport out of him: by his authority he
tvinains here, which bu tliink:> u> a patent fur his
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sauciiiess ; and, indeed, he liai no pace, but runs
wlicre he will.

Laf. I hke him well; 'tis not amiss. And I was
about to tell you, since I heard of the good lady's

death, and that my lord, your son, was upon his

return home, I moved the king, my master, to speak
in the behalf of my daughter ; which, in the minority
of them both, his majesty, out of a self-gracious

remembrance, did first propose: his highness hath
promised me to do it ; and, to stop up the displeasure
he hath conceived against your son, there is no fitter

matter. How does your ladyship like it ?

Count. With very much content, my lord ; and I

wish it happily effected.

Laf. His highness comes post from Marseilles, of
as able body as when he numbered thirty : he will be
here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him that in such
intelligence hath seldom failed.

Count. It rejoices me, that I hope I shall see him
ere I die. I have letters that my son will be here
to-night : I shall beseech your lordship to remain
with me till they meet together.
Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners

I might safely be admitted. [privilege.

Count. 'V'ou need but plead your honourable
Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter

;

but, I thank my God, it holds yet.
Re-enter Clown.

Cto. O madam, yonder 's my lord your son with a
patch of velvet on 's face : whether there be a scar
under it, or no. the velvet knoivs; but 'tis a.goodly
patch of velvet : his left cheek is a cheek of two pile

and a half, but his right cheek is worn bare.
Laf. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good

livery of honour ; so belike is that.

Clo. But it is your carbonadoed face.

Laf. Let us go see your son, I pray you : I long
to talk with the "young noble soldier.

Clo. 'Faith, there s a dozen of *em, with delicate
fine hats, and most courteous feathers, which bow the
head, and nod at e\ery man. [Exeunt.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Marseilles. A Street.

Enter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two
Attendants.

Hel. But this exceeding posting, day and nigUf,
Must wear your spirits low ; we cannot help it

:

But, since you have made the days and nights as ouc.
To wear your gentle limbs in my affairs.

Be bold you do so grow in ray requital.

As nothing can unroot jot'.— In happy time ;

Enter a gentle Astringer.
This man may help me to his majesty's ear.
If he would spend his power.—God save you, sir.

Gent. And you.
}!el. Sir, I nave seen you in the court of France.
Cent. I liave been sometimes there.
llel. I do presume, sir, that you are not fall'n

From the report that goes upon your goodness

;

And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions,
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to
The vise of your own virtues, for the which
I shall continue thankful.
Cent. What's your will

!

Hel. That it will please you
To give this poor petition to the king ;

And aid me with that store of power you have
To come into his presence.

Cent. The king s not here.
llel. Not here, sir?
lient. Not, indecd

:

He hence remov'd last night, and with more liaste
Th.m is his use.

U'id. Lord, how we lose our pains 1

llel. All's well that ends well yet.
Tlii)U.;h time seems so adverse, and means tinfit.—
I do beseech you. whither is he gone?

i',i->il. Marry, as I take it, to KousiUon;
Whither I am going.

llel. I do beseech j ou. sir.

Since you .are like to sec the king before ine,
Coirmiend the paper to his gracious hand ;

Which, I presume, shall render you no blamu.
But rather make you thank your puius for it.
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I will come after you, with what good speed
Our means will make us means.
Gent. This I'll do for you.
f/el. And you shall find yourself to be well thank'd,

Whate'er falls more.—We must to horse again :

—

Go, go, provide. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Rousillon. The inner Court of the
Countess's Palace.

Enter Clown and Parolles.

Par. Good monsieur Lavatch, give my lord Lafeu
this letter : I have ere now, sir, been better known to
you, when I have held familiarity with fresher clothes ;

but 1 am now, sir, muddied in fortune's mood*
and smell somewhat strong of her strong displea-
sure.

Cio. Truly, fortune's displeasure is but sluttish, if it

smell so strongly as thou speakest of: I will hence-
forth eat no fish of fortune's buttering. Pr'ythee,
allow the wind.
Par. Nay, you need not to stop your nose, sir ; I

spake but by a metaphor.
Clo. Indeed, sir, if your metaphor stink, I will stop

my nose ; or against any man's metaphor. Pr'ythee,
get thee farther.
Par. Pray you, sir, deliver me this paper.
Clo. Foh 1 pr'ythee, stand away ; a paper from for-

tune's close-stool to give to a nobleman 1 Look, here
he comes himself.

Enter Lafeu.
Mere is a pur of fortune's, sir, or of fortune's cat, (but
not a musk-cat,) that has fallen into the unclean fish-

pond of her displeasure, and, as he says, is mud died
withal : pray you, sir, use the carp as you may

;

for he looks like a poor, decayed, ingenious, fooUsh,
rascally knave. I do pity his distress in my smiles
of comfort, and leave him to your lordship.

[Exit.
Par. My lord, I am a man whom fortune hath cruelly

S9ratched.
La/. And what would you have me to do : 'tis too

late to pare her nails now. Wherein have you played
the knave with fortune, that she should scratch you,
who of herself is a good lady, and would not have
knaves thrive long under her '; There'sa quart d'ecu
for you ; let the justicesmake you and fortune friends;

J am for other business. [word.
Par. I beseech your honour to hear me one single
Laf. You beg a single penny more : come, you shall

ha 't ; save your word.
Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles.
Laf. You beg more than one word, then.—Cox'

my passion 1 give me you> hand :—how does your
drum! (found me.
Par. O, my good lor'I I you were the first that
Laf. AVas I, in soothi and I was the first that lost

thee.
Par. It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in some

grace, for you did bring me out.

Laf. Out upon thee, knave I dost thou put upon me
at once botlt the office of God and the devil ? one
brings thee in grace, and the other brings thee out.
[Trii}}ipcts soiind.\ The king's coming;'! know by
his trumpets.—Sirrah, enquire further after me : I had
talk of you last night : though you are a fool and a
knave, you shall eat ; go to, follow.

Par. I praise God for you. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Rousillon. A Room in the Countess's
Palace,

Flourish, E)tter King, Countess, Lafeu, Lords,
Gentlemen, Guards, <&•<.

Kin^. We lost a jewel of her ; and our esteem
Was made much poorer by it ; but your son.
As mad in folly, lack'd the sense to know
Her estimation home.
Count. 'Tis past, my liege ;

And I beseech your majesty to make it

Natural rebeUion done i' tlie blaze of youth ;

When oil and fire, too strong for reason's force,

O'erbcars it, and burns on.
King. My honour'd lady,

I have forgiven and forgotten, all

;

Though my revenges were high bent upon him.
And watch'd the time to shoot.

Laf.

But first I beg my pardon,—the young lord
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady,
OlTence of mighty note ; but to himself
The greatest wrong of all : he lost a wife.
Whose beauty did astonish the survey
Of richest eyes ; whose words all ears took captive

;

Whose dear perfection, hearts that scorned to server
Humbly call'd mistress,
Kin<^. Praising what is lost

Makes tlie remembrance dear.—Well, call him
hither

;

AVe are reconcil'd, and the first view shall kill

All repetition :—let him not ask our pardon ;

The nature of his great offence is dead.
And deeper than oblivion we do bury
The incensing relics of it : let him approach,
A stranger, no offender : and inform nun.
So 'tis our will he should.

Gent. I shall, my Uege.
[Exit.

King. What says he to your daughter? have you
spoke ?

Laf. All that he is hath reference to your high-
ness, [sent me.

King. Then shall we have a match. I have letters

That set him high in fame.

Enter Bertram.

Laf. He looks well on 't.

King. I am not a day of season.
For thou mayst see a sunshine and a liail

In me at once : but to the brightest beams
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth.
The time is fair again.
Ber. My high repented blames.

Dear sovereign, pardon to me.
King. All is whole

;

Not one word more of the consumed time.
Let 's take the instant; by the fonvard top ;

For we are old, and on our quick'st decrees
Th' inaudible and noiseless foot of time
Steals ere we can effect them. You remember
The daughter of this lord ?

Ber. Admiringly, my liege : at first

I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue:
Where the impression of mine eye infixmg.
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me,
V/hich warp'd the line of every other favour;
Scorn'd a fair colour, or express'd it stol'n

;

Extended or contracted all proportions
To a most hideous object: thence it came.
That she whom all men prais'd, and wliom myself.
Since I have lost, have lov'd, was in mine eye
The dust that did offend it.

King. "Well excus'd

:

That thou didst love her, strikes some scores away
From tile great compt : but love that comes too late,

I.ike a remorseful pardon slowly carried.
To the great sender turns a sour offence.
Crying, That 's good that 's gone. Our rash faults
Make trivial price of serious things we have.
Not knowing them, until we know their grave

:

Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust.
Destroy our friends, and after weep their dust

;

Our own love, waking, cries to see what's done.
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon.
Be this sweet Helen's knell, and now forget her.
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin :

The main consents are had ; and here we'll stay
To see our widower's second marriage-day.
Count. Which better than the first, O dear heaven.

Or, ere they meet, in ine, O nature, cease 1 (bless

!

Laf. Come on. my son, in whom my house's name
Must be digested, give a favour from you,
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter.
That she may quickly come.

—

[MeT.'gnies Laf. a ring.')

. By my old beard.
And every hair tliat 's on 't, Helen, that 's dead.
Was a sweet creature : such a ring as this.

The last that e'er I took her leave at court,
I saw upon her finger.

Jier. Hers it was not.
King. Now, pray you, let me see it ; for mine eye,

While I was speaknig, oft was fasten'd to 't.

—

This ring was mine ; .Ind, when I gave it Helen,
I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood

Tliis I must say,— j Necessitied to help, that by this token
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I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her
Of what should stead her most ?

Ber. My gracious sovereitni
Hcuro'er it pleases you to take it so.

The ring was never hers.

CoHtU. Son, on my life,

I have seen her wear it ; and she reckon'd it

At her life's rale.

La/. I am sure I saw her wear it.

AVr, You arc deceiv'd. my lord ; she never saw it

:

In Florence was it from a casement thrown me,
AVrapp'd in a paper, which contaiu'd the name
Of her that threw it : noble she was, and thought
I stood ingag'd : but when I had subscrib'd
To.mine own fortune, and infonn'd her fully

I could not answer in that course of honour
As she had made the overture, she ceas'd,
la heavy satisfaction, and would never
Receive the ring again.
A'lw^. • Plutus himself.

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine.
Hath not in nature's mystery more science,
Tlian I have in this ring : 'twas mine, 'twas Helen's,
AVhoever gave it you. Then, if you know
That you are well acquainted with yourself.
Confess 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement
You got it from her : she call'd the saints to surety.
That she would never put it from her finger.
Unless she gave it to yourself in bed,
(Where you have never come,) or sent it us
Upon her great disaster.

£'^r. She never saw it.

King^. Thou speak'st it falsely, as I love mine honour
And mak'st conjectural fears to come into me,
"Which I would fain shut out. If it should prove
That thou art so inhuman,

—
'twill not prove so ;—

And yet 1 know not :—thou didst hate her deadly.
And she is dead ; which nothing, but to close
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe.
More than to see this ring.—Take him away —

[Guards seize Bertram.
My fore-past proofs, howe'er the matter fall.

Shall tax my fears of little vanity.
Having vainly fear'd too little.—Away with him ;

—

\'"'e'll sift this matter further.

£>er. If you shall prove
This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence,
Where yet she never was. [Exit guarded.
King. I am wrapp'd in dismal thinkings.

Enter the genUe Astringer.
Gent. Gracious sovereign.

Whether I have been to blame, or no, I know not

:

Here 's a petition from a Florentine,
Who hath, for four or five removes, come short
To tender it herself I undertook it,

Vanquish'd thereto by the fair grace and speech
Of the poor suppliant, who by tliis, I know.
Is here attending : her business looks in her
With an importing visage ; and she told me.
In a sweet verbal orief, it did concern
Your highness with herself.

f^'ng. [Reads.] " Upon his many protestations to
marry me ivhen his ivi/e was dead, I blush to say
it, he won me. No7u is titt count Rousillon a widoiuer :

his vmiis are /or/ciled to me, and my honour s paid
to him. He stolefront Eloretice, taking uo leave, and
Ifotloiu hitn to his countryforjustice : grant it me,

king I in you it best lies ; otiier-wise a seducer
flourislus, and a poor maid is undone.

UlANA CAPULET."
I.af. I will buy me a son-in-law, in a fair and toll

for this : I'll none of him.
Kt'tg. The heavens have thought well on thee,Lafeu,

To bring forth this discovery.—Seek these suitors:
Go speedily, and bring again the count.

[Exeunt tlu gentle Astringer, and sonic
Attendants.

1 am afeard the life of Helen, lady.
Was foully snatch'd.
Count. Now. justice on the doers I

Re.enter Bertram, guarded.
f^ing. I wonder, sir, since wives are monsters to you.

And that you fly them as you swear them lordship,
I'et you desire to many.

—

Re.enlerthe gentle Astringer. -u/ilh Widow ««rfDi.ina

What woman's that?

Dia. I am. my lord, a wretched Florentine,

Derived from the ancient Capulet

:

.My suit. ;i.s I do understand, you know.
And therefore know how far I may be pitied.

// 'id. 1 am her mother, sir, whose age and honour
Both suffer under this complaint we bring:
.Vnil both shall cease, without your remedy.
King. Come hither, count:do you know these women!
A'tV. My lord, I neither can nor will deny

But that 1 know them : do they charge nie farther?

Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your wife?

Fcif. She's none of mine, my lord.

Dia. If you shall marry,
Vou give away this hand, and that is mine ;

Vou give away heaven's vows, and those ."ire mine ;

Vou give away myself, which is known mine
;

For I by vow am so embodied yours.
That she which marries you must marry me.
Either both or none.
Laf. [To Bertram.] Your reputation comes too

short for my daughter
;
you are no husband for her.

Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate creature,

\\"hom sometime I have laugh'd with : let your highness
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour.
Than for to think that 1 would sink it here. (friend.

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to

Till your deeds .gain them : fairer prove your honour.
Than in my thought it lies.

Dia. Good my lord,

Ask him upon his oath, if he does think
He had not my virginity.

King. What say'st thou to her S

Ber. She's impudent, my lord

;

And was a common gamester to the camp.
Dia. He does me wrong, my lord ; if I were so.

He might have bought me at a common price

:

Do not believe him ; O, behold this ring.

Whose high respect and rich validity
Did lack a parallel ; yet, for all that.

He gave it to a commoner o' the camp.
If 1 De one.
Count. He blushes, and 'tis it

:

Of six preceding ancestors, that gem
Conferr'dby testament to the sequent issue.

Hath it been ow'd and w orn. This is his wife

;

That ring's a thousand proofs.
Ki?ig. Methought you said

Vou saw one here in court could witness it.

Dia. I did, my lord, but loth am to produce
So bad an instrument : his name's FaroUes.
Laf. I saw the man to-day. if man he be.
King. Find him, and bring him hither

'\Exit an Attend.ant.
Ber. What of him 1

He's quoted for a most perfidious slave.
With all the spots of the world tax'd and debosh'd;
^Vhose nature sickens but to speak a truth.
Am I or that, or this, for what he'll utter.
That will speak anything?
King. ' She h.ath that ring of yours.
Ber. I think she has : certain it is, I lik'd her.

And bo.ardcd her i' tlie wanton way of youth :

She knew her distance, and did angle for me,
M.adding my eagerness with her restraint.
As all impediments in fancy's course
.\re motives of more fancy; and, in fine.

Her infinite cunning, with her modern grace.
Subdued me to her rate : she got the ring;
And I had that, which any inferior might
At market-price have bought.
Dia. I must be patient

You. that have tum'd off a first so noble wife.
May justly diet me. I pr.iy you yet,
(Since you lack virtue, I will lose a husband,)
Send for your ring. I will return it home.
And give me mine .again.

J!rr. I have it not.
King. Wh,at ring was yours, I pray youf
Dia. Sir, much like

The s-ame upon your finger.
Kin.t.'-. Know you this ring? thi5 ring was his of late.
/^ia. And this was it 1 gave him. bemg a-bed.
King. The story then goes fiilse, you threw it him

Out of a casement.
Dia. I have spoke the truth.
Ber. My lord. I do confess, the ring was hers.
King, you boggle shrewdly, every feather starts

you.—
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F.ntff ParoUes.
Is this tlie man you speak of?

Dia. Ay, my lord.

King. Tell me, sirrah, but tell me true, I charge you.
Not fearing the displeasure of your master,
(Whicli, on your just proceeclinij, I'll keep off,)

By him, and by this woman here, what know you?
Par. So please your majesty, my master hath been

an honourable gentleman : tricks he hath had in him,
which gentlemen have.
King. Come, come, to the purpose : did he love

this woman?
Par. 'Faith, sir, he did love her j but how J

King. How, I pray you ?

Par. He did love her, sir, as a gentleman loves a
woman.
King. How is that ?

Par. He loved her, sir, and loved her not.

King. As thou art a knave, and no knave.^
What an equivocal companion is this !

Par. 1 am a poor man, and at your majesty's com-
mand.
La/. He is a good drum, my lord, but a 'naughty

orator.
Dia. Do you know he promised me marriage ?

Par. 'Faith, I know more than I'll speak.
King. But wilt thou not speak all thou knowest ?

Par. Yes. so please your majesty. I did go be-
tween them, as I said ; but more than that, he loved
her,—for, indeed, he was mad for her. and talked of
S.itan, and of limbo, and of furies, and I know not
what : yet I was in that credit with them at that time,
that I knew of their going to bed; and of other
motions, as promising her marriage, and things which
would derive me ill-will to speak of; therefore I will

not speak what I know. [canst
King, Thou hast spoken all already, unless tliou

Say they are married : but thou art too fine

In thy evidence ; therefore stand aside.

—

This ring, you say, was yours?
Dia. Ay, my good lord.

King. 'Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you?
Dia. It was not given me, nor I did not buy it.

King, Who lent it you ?

Dia. It was not lent me neither.
King, Where did you find it, then ?

Dia, I found it not.
King. If it were yours by none of all these ways.

How could you give it him?
J^ia. I never gave it him.
Laf. This woman's an easy glove, my lord ; she goes

off and on at pleasure.
King. This ring was mine ; I gave it his first wife.

Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for aught I know.
Kiitg. Take her away ; I do not like her now

;

To prison with her : and away with him.

—

Unless thou tell'st me where thou hadst this ring.
Thou diest within this hour.
Dia. I'll never tell you.
King, Take her away.
Dia, I'll put in bail, my liege.

King. I think thee now some common customer.
Did. By Jove, if ever I knew man, 'twas you.

Act 5.

King, Wherefore hast thou accusd him all this

while ?

Dia, Because he's guilty, and he is not guiltj' :^

He knows I asn no maid, and he'll swear to 't

;

I'll swear I am a maid, and he knows not.

dreat king, I am no strumpet, by my life 1

1 am citlier maid, or else this oki man's wife.
{Pointing to Lafeu.

King. She does abuse our ears : to prison with her.

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail.—[f.riV Widow.J
Stay, royal sir

;

The jeweller that owes the ring is sent for,

.\nd he shall surety me. But for this lord,

Wlio hath abus'd me, as he knows himself.

Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him :

He knows himself my bed he hath defil'd ;

.^nd at that time he got his wife with child :

Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick;
So there's my riddle. One that's dead is quick

:

And now behold the meaning.
Re-enter Widow, tvilh Helena.

King. Is there no exorcist

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes S

Is 't real that I see?
Hel, No, my good lord ;]

'Tis but the shadow of a wife you see.

The name, and not the thing.

Ber. Both, both I'O, pardon I

Hel. O my good lord, when I was like this maid,
I found you wondrous kind. There is your ring

;

And, look you, here's your letter ; this it says :

' ]l'henfro7n myfingeryou can get this ring.
And are by me with child, Src." This is done

:

VVill you be mine, now you are doubly won?
Her, Ifshe, my liege, can make meknowthiscle.arly.

I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly.

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue,
Deadly divorce step between me and you I

—

O my dear mother, do I see you living?

Laf. Mine eyes smell onions ; I shall weep anon.—
\ To ParoUes.] Good Tom Dnim, lend me a handker-
chief: so, I thank thee : wait on me home, I'll make
sport with thee : let thy courtesies alone, they ,ire

scurvy ones.
King. Let us from point to point this story know.

To make the even tnuh in pleasure flow.

—

\To Diana.] If thou be'st yet a fresh uncroppcd
flower.

Choose thou thy husband, and I'll pay thy dower

;

For I can guess, that by thy honest aid.

Thou kept'st a wife herself, thyself a maid.

—

Of that, and all the progress, more or less.

Resolvedly more leisure shall express

:

All yet seems well ; and if it end so meet,
The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet.

\Flourish,
The king's a beggar, nov theplay isn/one:

All is well ended', i/this suit be won,

'

Thatyou express content: which we willpay.
With strife to please you, day exceeding day

:

Ours be yoitrpatience the?!, andyours ourpart£ ;

Your gentle hands tend us, and take our hearts.

( £xcu)U.
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SCENE,—W City in lUyria ; attd tlte Sea-coast near it.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—An Apartment in the Duke's Palace.

Enter Duke, Curio, Lords ; Musicians attending.

Duke. If music be the food of love, play on

;

Give Hie excess of it, that, surfeiting^.

The appetite may sicken, and so die.

—

That strain again ;— it had a dying fall

;

(>, it came o'er my ear like the sweet south.

That breathes upon a bank of violets,

Stealing, and giving odour.—Enough ; no more :

'Tis not so sweet now, as it was before.

spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou 1

Tliat, notinthstanding thy capacity
Kcceiveth as the sea, naught enters there,

• )f what validity and pitch soe'er.

Hut falls into abatement and low price.

I'ven in a minute I so full of shapes is fancy,

rh.at it alone is high-fantastical.
I 'ur. Will you go hunt, my lord t

Ihike. What, Curio?
<.«r. The hart.

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have :

<~), when mine eyes did see Olivia first,

Methought she purg'd the air of pestilence :

riuat instant was 1 tum'd into a hart

;

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds,
l'''<T since pursue me.

—

Fut'^r Valentine.
How now i what news from her ?

I'al. So please my lord, I might not be admitted;
Ihil from her handmaid do rcttini this answer ;

'I lie element itself, till seven years' heat,
Sh.ill not behold her face at ample view ;

ilut, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk.
And water once a diiy her chamber round
With eye-offending brine : all this, to season
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fresh

And lasting in her s<a(l remembrance.
JHike. O, she that hath a heart of that fine frame.

To pay this debt of love but to a brother.
How will she love, when the rich golden shaft
Math kill'd the flock of all affections else

J'hat live in her I when liver, brain, and heart.
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied and fill'd

(Her sweet perfection) with one self-king I

—

A way before me to sweet beds of flowers

:

1 .uve-thoughts lie rich, when canopied with bowers.
[Exeu)tt.

SCENE l\.— T)te Sea-coast.

Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailors.

I'ij. What country, friends, is this?
Cap. This is Illyria, lady
t'lo. And what should I do in lUyria?

iMy brother he is in Elysium.
P'lrchance.heisnot drown'd :—what think you sailors?

Clip. It is perchanc« that you yourself were sav'd.
'''". O my poor brother ! and so perchance may he

be.
Cap. True, madanl : and, to comfort you with chance

Assure yourself, after our ship did split.
When you, and those poor number sav'd with you.

Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother,

Most provident in peril, bind himself

(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice)

To a strong mast, that liv'd upon the sea ;

Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back,
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves
So long as I could see.

Vio. For saying so, there's gold :

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope.

Whereto thy speech serves for authority.

The Uke of him. Know'st thou this country !

Cap. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and born
Not three hours' travel from this very place.

Vio. Who governs here ?

Cap. A noble duke, in nature as in name.
yio. What is his n.ime ?

Cap. Orsino.
Vio. Orsino I I have heard my father name him

:

fle was a bachelor then.
Cap. And so is now. or was so very late

;

For but a month ago I went from hence,
And then 'twas fresh in murmur (as, you know.
What great ones do, the less will prattle of)

That he did seek the love of fair Olivia.

yio. What's she?
Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count

That died some twelvemonth since ; then leaving her
In the protection of his son, her brother.
Who shortly also (lied : for whose dear love.

They say, she hath abjur'd the company
And sight of men.

fio.

'

O that I serv'd that lady
And might not be deliver'd to the world.
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow,
Wh.at my estate is

!

Cap. That were hard to compass

;

Because she will admit no kind of suit,

No, not the duke's.
Vio. There is .a fair beh.'iviour in thee, captain

;

And though that nature with a beauteous w.'ill

Doth oft dose in pollution, yet of thee
I will believe, thou hast .'i mind that suits
With this thy fair .and outward cliaracter.
I pr'ythee, (and I'll pay thee bounteously,)
Conceal me what I ,'iin ; and be my aid
For such disguise as haply shall become
The form ofmy intent. I'll serve this duke
Thou shalt present me as a eunuch to him :

It may be worth i\\y pains ; for I can sing.
And speak to him in many sorts of music.
That will allow me very worth his service.
What else may hap, to time I will commit;
Only, shape thou thy silence to my wit.

Cap. Be you his eunuch, .and your mute I'll be

:

When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see 1

yio. I thank thee : lead me on. | Fxcunt.

SCENE III.

—

A Room in 0\\v\a.'s House.

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria.

Sir To. Wh.at a plague means my niece, to tak«
the death of her brother thus? I am sure care ':> aii

enemy to Bfe.
Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you must come in
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y lady, takes great

Acfi.

earlier o' nights : your cousin,

exceptions to your ill hours.

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted.

Alar. Ay, but you must confine yourself within

the modest limits of order. „ ^ », ,

Sir To. Confine I I'll confine myself no finer than 1

am : these clothes are good enough to drink in ; and

so be these boots too ; an they be not, let them hang

tliemselves in their own straps.

Mar That quaffing and drinking will undo you:

I heard my lady talk of it yesterday ; and of a foo ish

knight, that you brought in one night here to be her

%vo6er.
. , o

Sir To. Who! Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ?

Mar. Ay, he.
, . ,„ .

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any s m Illyna.

Mar. What's that to the purpose ?

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a year.

Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all these

ducats : he's a very fool, and a prodigal.

Sir To. Fie, that you'll say so 1 he plays o the viol-

de-gamboys, and speaks three or four languages word

for word without book, and hath all the good gifts of

nature.
, , ^ i.

Mar. He hath, indeed,—almost natural : for, be-

sides that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller : and, but

that he hath the gift of a coward to allay the gust he

hath in quarrelling, 'tis thought among the prudent he

would quickly have the gift of a grave.

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels and sub-

stractors that say so of him. Who are they?

Mar. They that add, moreover, he s drunk nightly

in your company.
, ,, • ,.,1

Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece: 111

drink to her, as long as there is a passage in my throat,

and drink in lUyria. He's a coward, and a coystril,

that will hot drink to my niece, till his brains turn o

the toe like a parish top. What, wench 1 Castdiano

vulgo : tot here comes Sir Andrew Ague-face.

hiiter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek.

Sir And. SirToby Belch, how now. Sir Toby Belch?

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew.
Sir A7id. Bless you, fair shrew.

Mar. And you too, sir.

Sir To. Accost, Sir Andrew, accost.

Sir And. What's that?

Sir To. My niece's chambermaid. ,

Sir And. Good mistress Accost, I desire better ac-

quaintance.
Mar. My name is Mary, sir.

Sir And. Good mistress Mary Accost,—

Sir To. You mistake, knight : accost, is, front her,

board her, woo her. assail her. ...
SirA nd. By my troth, I would not undertake her in

this company. Is that the meaning of accost ?

Mar. H.ire you well, gentlemen.

Sir To. An thou let her part so. Sir Andrew, would

thou mightst never draw sword agam?
Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I would I might

never draw sword again. Fair lady, do you think you

have fools in hand ?
, , ,

Mar. Sir. I have not you by the hand.

Sir And. Marry, but you shall have; and here s

my hand. . , , .

Mar. Now, sir, thought IS free: I pray you, bring

your hand to the buttery-bar, and let it drink.
_

Sir And. Wherefore, sweet heart? what s your

metaphor?
Mar. It's dry. sir.

Sir And. Why, I think so : I am not such an ass,

but I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jest?

Mar. A dry jest. sir.

5!';'^«af. Are you full of them?
Mar. Ay, sir. I have them at my fingers ends:

marry, now I let go your hand, I am barren. \h.xit.

Sir To. O knis^ht 1 thou lackest a cup of canary

:

when did I see thee so put down?
Sir And. Never in your life, I think ; unless you see

canary put me down. Methinks sometimes 1 have

no more wit than a Christian, or an ordinary man has :

but 1 am a great eater of beef, and I believe that does

liarm to my wit.

Sir To. No question. .

Sir And. An I thought that, I'd forswear it. 1 II

ride home to-morrow. Sir Toby.
5;'r 7"». /'<>»>-,7ir!J!, my dear knight?

Sir And. What is pourquoi I do or not do? 1

would I had bestowed that time in the tongues, that I

have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting : O, had I

but followed the arts ! [hair.

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent head of

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair i

Sir To. Past question: for thou seest it will not

curl by nature. [not ?

Sir .And. But it becomes me well enough, does t

Sir To. Excellent; h hangs like llax on a dist.iti',

and I hope to see a iiousewile take thee between hei

legs, and spin it off.

Sir And. 'Faith, I'll home to-morrow. Sir Toby:
your niece wiU not be seen ; or if she be it's four to one
she'll none of me : the count himself, here hard by,

woos her.
Sir To. She'll none o' the count : she'll not match

above her degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit ; I

have heard her swear it. Tut, there's life in 't, man.
Sir And. I'll stay a month lonper. I am a fellow o'

the strangest mind i' the world ; I delight in masks
and revels sometimes altogether.

Sir To. Art thou good at these kickshaws, knight?

Sir And. As any man in lUyria. whatsoever he be,

under the degree of my betters ; and yet I will not

compare with an old man.
Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard.

Sir And. 'Faith, I can cut a caper. (knight

!

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to 't.

Sir And. And I think I have the back-trick,

simply as strong as any man in lUyria.

Sir To. ^\Tlerefore are these things hid? wherefore

have these gifts a curtain before them? are they like

to take dust, like mistress Mall's picture ? why dost

thou not go to church in a galliard, and come home
in a coranto ? My very walk should be a jig : I would
not so much as make water, but in a sink-a-pace.

What dost thou mean ? is it a world to hide virtues in ?

I did think, by the excellent constitution of thy leg,

it was formed under the star of a galliard.

Sir And. Ay, 'tis strong, and it does indifferent

well in a flame-coloured stock. Shall we set about

some revels?
Sir To. What shall we do else ? were we not born

under Taurus?
Sir And. Taurus: that's sides and hearts.

Sir To. No, sir ; it is legs and thighs. Let me see

thee caper : ha ! higher : ha, ha !—excellent

!

\Exfunt.

SCENE IV.—An Apartment in the Dul-es Palace.

Enter Valentine, attd Viola in man's attire.

Vat. If the duke continue these favours towards

you, Cesario, you are like to be much advanced : he

hath known you but three days, and already you are

no stranger.
Via. You either fear his humour, or my negligence,

that you call in question the continuance of his love :

is he inconstant, sir. in his favours?
Vat. No, believe me.
Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count.

Enter Duke, Curio, and Attendants.

Duke. Who saw Cesario ? ho !

Fio. On your attendance, my lord ; here.

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof.—Cesario,

Thou know'st no less but all ; I have unclasp d
To thee the book even of my secret soul

:

Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her :

Be not deni'ed access, stand at her doors,

And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow.

Till thou have audience.
no. Sure, my noble lord.

If she be so abandoned to her sorrow,

As it is spoke, she never will admit me.

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds.

Rather than make unprofited return. . . , „

no. Say I do speak with her, my lord, what then !

Duke. O. then unfold the passion of my love.

Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith :

It shall become thee well to act my- woes ;

She will attend it better in thy youth,

Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect.

Fio. I think not so, my lord.

j)„j;e. Dear lad, believe it ;

For they shall yet belie thy happy years,

Th.at say thou art a man: DiaiuVslip

Is not more smooth and rubious ; thy small pipe

Is as the maiden's organ, shrill and sound ;

And all is semblative a woman's part.
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I know thy constellation is right apt
For this affair :—some four or five attend him

;

AH, if you will ; for I myself am best,

\Vlien least in company :—prosper well in this.

And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord.

To call his fortunes thine.

I'io. rU do my best
To woo your lady : \. I side] yet, a barful strife 1

Whoe'er I woo, myself would be his wife.
[Exeitnt.

SCENE v.—A Room in OWvia-'s House.

EiUer Maria and Clown.

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, or

I will not open my lips so wide as a bristle may enter

in way of thy excuse : my lady will hang thee for thy
absence.
do. Let her hanjj me : he that is well hanged in

this world needs to fear no colours.
Mar. Make that good.
Clo. He shall see none to fear.

Mar. A good lenten answer : I can tell thee where
that saying was born, of, I fear no colours.

Clo. Where, good mistress Mary ?

Mar. In the wars ; and that may you be bold to say
l\ your foolery.
Clo. Well, God give them wisdom, that have it

;

and those that are fools, let them use their talents.

Mar. Yet you will be hanged for being so long
absent ; or, to be turned away : is not that as good as
a hanging to you ?

Clo'. Many a good hanging prevents a bad mar-
riage ; and, for turning away, let sunnner bear it out.

JAir, You are resolute, then?
CI'}. Not so, neither; but I am resolved on two

P'-ints.

Mar. That if one break, the other will hold; or, if

both break, your gaskins fall.

Clo. Apt, in good faith; very apt. Well, go thy
w.iy ; if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as
«itty a piece of Eve's flesh as any in Illyria.

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o' that. Here
comes my lady : make your excuse wisely, you were
best \_E.\it.

Enter Olivia and Malvolio.
Clo. Wit, an 't be thy will, put me into good fooling

!

Those wits, that think they have thee, do very oft

prove fools ; and I, that am sure I lack thee, may pass
for a wise man: for what says Quinapalus? Better a
witty fool than a foolish wit. God bless thee, lady.

Oli. Take the fool away.
Clo. Do you not hear, fellows? Take away the lady.
Oli. Go to. you're a dry fool : I'll no more of you :

besides, you grow dishonest.
Clo. Two faults, madonna, that drink and good

counsel will amend : for give the dry fool drink, then
is the fool not dry : bid the dishonest man mend him-
self; if he mend, he is no longer dishonest ; if he can-
not, let the botcher mend him : any thing that's

mended is but patched : virtue that transgresses is

but patched with sin : and sin that amends is but
patched with Wrtue ; if that this simple syllogism will

serve, so ; if it will not, what remedy ? As there is no
true cuckold but calamity, so beauty's a flower.—The
lady bade take away the fool : therefore, I say again,
take her away.

Oli. Sir, I bade them takeaway you.
Clo. Misprision in the highest degree !—Lady, cu-

cullus non/acit tnoiachitm ; that's as much to say,
as, I wear not motley in my brain. Good madonna,
give me leave to (jrove you a fool.

Oli. Can you do it ?

Clo. Dexterously, good madonna.
Oli. Make your jjroof.

Clo. 1 must catechise you fur it, madonna : good my
mouse of virtue, answer me.

Oli. Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I'll 'bitle

your proof
Clo. Good madonna, why mournest thou I

Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death.
Clo, I think his soul is in Ik:U, madonna.
Oli. I know his soul is in heaven, fool.

Clo. The more fool, madonna, to mourn for your
Irother's soul being in heaven.—Take away the fool,

gentlemen.
Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio? doth he

not mend?
Mai. Yes, and shall do, till the pangs of death shake

him ; infirmity, that decays the wise, dolh ever make
the better fool.

Clo. God send you, sir. a speedy infirmity, for the
better increasing your folly I Sir Toby will be sworn
that I am no fox ; but he will not pass his word for

twopence that you are no fool.

Oli. How say you to that, Malvolio?
Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in such a

barren rascal: I saw him put down the otner day with
an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a stone.
Look you now, he's out of his guard already ; unless
you laugh and minister occasion to him, he is gagged.
I protest, I take these wise men, that crow so at these
set kind of fools, no better than the fools' zanies.

Oli. O, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and taste
with a distempered appetite. To be generous, guilt-

less, and of free disposition, is to take those things
for bird-bolts, that you deem cannon-bullets : there is

no slander in an allowed fool, though he do nothing
but rail ; nor no railing in a known discreet man,
though he do nothing but reprove.

Clo. Now, Mercury endue thee with leasing, for
thou speakest well of fools

!

Re-enler Maria.
Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentle-

man much desires to speak with you.
Oli. From the count Orsino, is it?

Mar. I know not, madam : 'tis a fair young man,
and well attended.

Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay ?

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman.
Oli. Fetch him off", I pray you ; he speaks nothing

but madman : fie on him ! \Exit Maria. | Go you,
Malvolio : if it be a suit from the count, I am sick, or
not at home ; what you will, to dismiss it. {Exit Mal-
volio. ] Now you see, sir, how your fooling grows old,
and people dislike it.

Clo. Thou hast spoken for us, madonna, as if thy
eldest son should be a fool ; whose skull Jove cram
with brains I for here he comes, one of thy kin, has a
most weak pia }iiater.

Enter Sir Toby Belch.
Oli. By mine honour, half drunk.—What is he at the

gate, cousin ?

Sir To. A gentleman.
Oli. K gentleman 1 what gentleman?
Sir To. 'Tis a gentleman here—a plague o' those

pickle-herrings l^how now, sot I

Clo. Good Sir Toby,—
Oli. Cousin, cousin, how have you come so early by

this lethargy ?

Sir To. Lechery ! I defy lechery. There's one
at the gate.

Clo. 'Ay, marry, what is he

!

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he will, I care not

;

give me faith, say I. Well, it's all one. {Exit.
Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool ?

Clo. Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman :

one draught above heat makes him a fool ; the second
mads him ; and a third drowns him.

Oli. Go thou and seek the coroner, and let him sit

o' my coz ; for he's in the third degree of drink, he's
drowned : go, look after him.

Clo. He IS but mad yet, madonna ; and the fool
shall look to the madman. {Exit.

Re-enter Malvolio.
Mai. Madam, yoiid' young fellow swears he will
peak with you. I told him you were sick ; he takes
on hull to understand so much, and therefore comes,
to speak with you : I told him you were asleep ; he
seems to have a foreknowledge of that too, and
therefore comes to speak with you. What is to be
said to him, lady? he's fortified .igainst any denial.

Oli. Tell him, lie shall not speak with me.
Mat. He I1.1S l.eeu told so ; and he says, he'll stand

at your dour like a sheritl's post, and be the supporter
to a bench, but he'll speak with you.

Oli. What kind of man is he?
Mai. Why, of mankind,
Oli. What manner of man?
Mai. Of very ill manner; hc'U speak with you, will

you. or no.
Oli. Of what personage, and years is he?
Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young

enough for a boy ; as a squash is before 'lis a peas-
cod, or a codling, when 'tis almost an apple : 'tis with
him c'cn standing water, between boy and man. He
is very well-favoured, and he speaks very shrewishly

;
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one would think, hii mother's milk were scarce out of
him.

Oil. Let him approach : call in my gentlewoman.
Mai, Gentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit.

Re-enter Maria.

Oli. Give me my veil: come, throw it o'er my face.

We 'U once more hear Orsino's embassy.

Eftter "Viola.

Vio. The honourable lady of the house, which is

she? [will?

Oli. Speak to me ; I shall answer for her. Your
Via. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable

beauty,—I pray you tell me if this be the lady of the
house, for I never saw her : I would be loath to cast

away my speech; for, besides that it is excellently

well penned, I have taken great pains to con it. Good
beauties, let me sustain no scorn ; I am very comptible,
even to the least sinister usage.

Oli. Whence came you, sir?

Vio. I can say little more than I have studied, and
that question 's'out of my part. Good gentle one,

give me modest assurance if you be the lady of the
house, that I may proceed in my speech.

Oli. Are you a comedian?
Vio. No, my profound heart ; and yet, by the very

fangs of malice I swear, I am not that I play. Are
you the lady of the house ?

Oli. If I do not usurp myself, I am.
Vio. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp

yourself; for, what is yours to bestow, is not yours to
reserve. But this is from my commission : I will on
with my speech in your praise, and then show you the
heart of my message.

Oli. Come to what is important in't: I forgive you
the praise. [poetical.

Via. Alas, I took great pains to study it ; and 'tis

Oli. It is the more like to be feigned : I pray you,
keep it in. I heard you were saucy at my gates ; and
allowed your approach, rather to wonder at you than
to hear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if you
have reason, be brief : 'tis not that time of moon with
me to make one in so skipping a dialogue.
Mar. Will you hoist sail, sir? here lies your way.
Vio, No. good swabber ; I am to hull here a little

longer.—Some mollification for your giant, sweet lady.

Oli. Tell me your mind.
Vio. I am a messenger.
Oli. Sure, you have some hideous matter to deliver,

when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak your office.

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no over-

ture of war, no taxation of homage : I hold the olive

in my hand ; my words are as full of peace as matter.
Oli. Yet you "began rudely. What are you ? what

would you?
Vio, The rudeness that hath appear'd in me, have I

learn'd from my entertainment, \\hat I am, and what
I would, are as secret as maidenhead : to your ears,

divinity ; to any other's, profanation.
Oli. Give us the place alone : we will hear this di-

vinity. [Exit Maria.] Now, sir, what is your text?
Vio, Most sweet lady.

—

Oli, A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said
of it. Where lies your text t

Vio, In Orsino's bosom.
Oli, In his bosom 1 In what chapter of his bosom ?

Vio, To answer by the method, in the first of his

heart. [more to say?
OH. O, I have read it : it is heresy. Have you no
Vio, Good madam, let me see your face.

Oli, Have you any commission from your lord to

negotiate with my face? you are now out of your text

:

but we will draw the curtain, and show you the pic-

ture. [Unveilitt^.] Look you, sir, such a one I was as
this presents : is 't not well done?

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all.

OH. "Tis in grain, sir; 'twill endure wind and
weather.

Vio. 'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white
Nature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on :

Lady, ytiu .^re the cruell'st she .alive,

If you will lead these graces to the grave.
And leave the world no copy.

Oli. O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted ; I will

^ive out divers schedules of my beauty : it shall be
mventoried, .and every particle and utensil labelled

to my will : as. item, two lips, indifferent red ; item.

two grey eyes, with lids to them ; item, one neck.

one chin, and so forth. Were you sent hither tc

praise me ?

Vio. I see you w hat you are i you are too proud ;

But, if you were the devil, you are fair.

My lord and master loves you : O, such love
Could be but recompens'd, though you were croH n'd

The nonpareil of beaty !

Oli. How does he love me 1

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears.

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire.

Oli. Your lord does know my mind ; I cannot lov<.

him

;

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble,

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth

;

In voices well divulg'd. free, learn'd, and valiant

;

And, in dimension and the shape of nature,
A gracious person : but yet I cannot love him ;

He might have took his answer long ago.
Vio. If I did love you in my master's flame.

With such a suffering, such a deadly life,

In your denial I would find no sense ;

I would not understand it.

Oli. Why, what would } <jti ?

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate.
And call upon my soul within the house ;

Write loyal cantons of contemned love.

And sing them loud even in the dead of night

;

Holla your name to the reverberate hills.

And make the babbling gossip of the air

Cry out, Olivia I O, you should not rest

Between the elements of air and earth.

But you should pity me !

Oli. You might do nmch. What is your parentags J

Vio. Abovemy fortunes, yet my state is well

:

I am a gentleman.
Oli. Get you to your lord

;

I cannot love him : let him send no more ;

Unless, perchance, you come to me again,
"To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well

:

I thank you for your pains : spend this for me.
Vio. I am no fee'd post, lady ; keep your purse :

My master, not myself, lacks recompense.
Love make his heart of flint, that you shall love ;

And let your fervour, like my master's, be
Plac'd in contempt 1 Farewell, fair cruelty. \Exil.

Oli. " vVhat is your parentage ?"

** Above my/ortit}ics, yet iny state is well:
I ant a gentleman,"— \'\\ be sworn thou art

;

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit.

Do give thee five-fold blazon:—not too fast:—soft,

soft?
Unless the master were the man.—How now !

Even so quiclcly may one catch the plague J

Methinks I feel this youth's perfections.
With an invisible and subtle stealth.

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.

—

What ho, Malvoho 1—
Re-enter- Malvolio.

Atal. Here, madam, at your service.

Oli. Run after that same peevish messenger.
The county's man : he left this ring behind him.
Would I, or not : tell him I'll none of it.

Desire him not to flatter with his lord.

Nor hold him up with hopes ; I'm not for him

:

If that the youth will come this way to-morrow,
I'll give him reasons for 't. Hie thee, MalvoUo.

lital. Madam, I will. [Exit.

Oli. I do I know not what ; and fear to find

Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind.
Fate, show thy force ; ourselves we do not owe ;

What is decreed must be, and be this so 1 {Exit,

ACT II.

SCENE I.— The Sea-coast.

Enter Antonio and Sebastian.

Ant. Will you stay no longer? nor will you not that

I go with you ?

Seb. By your patience, no. My stars shine darkly

over me : the malignancy of my fate might, perhaps,

distemper yours ; therefore, I shall crave of you your

leave, that I may bear my evils alone : it were a bad
recompense for your love, to lay any of them on you.

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you are

bound.
Seb. No, 'sooth, sir : my determinate voyage is mere
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fxtr;ivag;ancy. But I perceive in you so excellent a
touch of modesty, that you will not extort from nie

«h.(t I am willingf to keep in; therefore, it charges
me ill manners the rather to express myself. You
must know ofme then. Antonio, my name is Sebastian,
ivliich I called Roderigo. My father was that Sebas-
tian of Messaline. whom I know you have heard of.

He left behind him myself and a sister, both born in

in hour: if the hea\en5 had been pleased, would we
Sad so ended ! but you, sir, altered that ; for some
hour before you took me from the breach of the sea
*^as my sister drowned.
^iit. Alas, the day

!

5<-*. A lady, sir, though it was said she much re-

sembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful

;

nut, though I could not, with such estimable wonder,
rverfar believe that, yet thus far I will boldly publish
her,—she bore a mind that en\'y could not but call

tair. She is drowned already, sir, with salt water,
tliough 1 seem to drown her remembrance again with
more.

^-Ift/. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment.
Scd. O good Antonio, forgive uic your trouble I

Aitf, If you will not murder nie fur my love, let me
be your servant.

Selr, If you will not undo what you have done, that
is, kill him whom you have recovered, desire it not.

Fare ye well at once : my bosom is full of kindness ;

and 1 am yet so near the manners of my mother, that,

upon the least occasion more, mine eyes will tell tales

of me. I am bound to the count Orsini's court : fare-

well. [Exit.

Aiit, The gentleness of all the gods go with
thee!

I have many enemies in Orsini's court.

Else would I very shortly see thee there

:

But. couie what may, I do adore thee so,

That danger shall seem sport, and I will go. [Exit,

SCENE II.—,4 Street.

Enter Viola ; MaXwoWofollow iiii,'.

Mai. Were not you even now with the countess
Olivia!

yio. Even now. sir ; on a moderate pace I have
since arrived but hither.

Afal. She returns this ring to you, sir: you might
have saved me my pains, to have taken it away your
Celf. She adds, moreover, that you should put youi
lord into a desperate assurance she will none of him
and one thing more,—that you be never so hardy to
come again in his affairs, unless it be to report your
lord's taking of this : receive it so.

yia. She took the ring of me ; I'll none of it.

Mai. Come, sir, you i)eevishly threw it to her ; and
her will is, it should be so returned : if it be worth
stooping for, there it lies in your eye ; if not, be it liis

that finds it. [Exit.
yio. I left no ring w ith her : what means this lady 1

Fortune forbid, my outside have not charm'd her 1

She made good view of me ; indeed, so much.
That sure methought her eyes had lost her tongue.
For she did speak in starts distractedly.
She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passion
Invites me in this churlish messenger.
None of my lord's ringl why, he sent her none.
1 am the man :—if it be so,—as 'tis,

—

Poor lady, she were better love a dream.
Disguise, I sec, thou art a wickedness,
Wherein the pregnant enemy does cmch.
How easy is it for tiie proper-false
In women's waxen hearts to set their forms!
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not wc 1

For, such as we are made, if such wc be.
How will this fadge ! My master loves her dearly

;

And I, poor monster, fond as much on him;
And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me.
What will become of this? As I am man.
My state is desperate for my master's love

;

Is I am wouiau.—now alas the day I

—

"Vhat thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe I

time, thou must unt.ingle this, not I

;

't is too hard a knot for mc t' untie. [Exit

SCENE III.—^ Room in Olivias House.

Fw/^r Sir Toby Betch (i«rf Sir Andrew Aguechcek,
Sir Tu. Approach, Sir Andrew: not to be abed 1 but I do it more natural

after midnight is to be up betiuies; and dilucult
re, thou knowest,

—

And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I

know, to be up late, is to be up late.

Sir To. A false conclusion : I hate it as an unfilled

can. To be up after midnight, and to go to bed then,

is early : so that, to go to bed after midnight, is to go
o bed betimes. Does not our life consist of the four
elements ?

l>id. "Faith, so they say; but, I think, it rather
consists of eating and drinking.
Sir To. Thou art a scholar ; let us therefore eat and

drink.—Marian, I say !—a stoop of wine 1

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i' faith.

Enter Clown.

Clo. How now, my hearts 1 Did you never sec the
picture of we three 1

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let's have a catch.
Sir And. By my trotli, the fool has an excellent

breast. I had rather than forty shillings I had such a
leg, and so sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has. In
sooth, thou wast in very gracious fooling last night,

when thou spokest of Pigrogroniitus, of the VainaiiH
passing the equinoctial of Queubus : 'twas very good,
i' faith. I sent thee sixpence for thy leman : hadst iti

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratility , for Malvolio s nose
is no whipstock : my lady has a white hand, and the
Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houses.
Sir And. Excellent ! Why, this is the best fooling,

"

when all is done. Now, a song.
Sir To. Come on; there is sixpence for you: lets

have a song.
Sir And. There's a testril of me too : if one knight

give a

—

Clo. Would you have a love-song, or a song ol
good life ?

Sir To. A love-song, a love song.
Sir And. Ay, ay ; I care not for good Ufe.

SONG.
Clo. O mistress mine, wlure areyou roaming?

O, stay and hear ; yotir true love's coming.
That can sing both high and low :

Trip nojartlier, pretty STveeting;
journeys end z« lovers jneeting.
Every luise 7nans son doth know.

Sir And. Excellent good, i" faith.

Sir To. Good.
Clo. What is love ? ^tis not hereafter ;

Present mirth hath present laughter ;
}yfiat's to come is still unsure :

In delay there lies 710plenty ;
Then come kiss me, sweet and twenty,
Youth's a stuffwill not endure.

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am true knight.
Sir To. A contagious breath.
Sir A>ui. Very sweet and contagious, i' faith.

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in conta-
gion. But shall we make the welkin dance indeed'^
Shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch, that will dra\>
three souls out of one weaver : shall we clo that V

Sir And. An you love ine, let 's do 't : I am dog at

a catch.
Clo. By 'r lady, sir, and some dogs will catch well.
SirAiui. Most certain. Let our catch be, "Thou

knave."
Clo. " Hold thy peace, thou knave," knishti 1 shall

be constrain'd in 't to call the knave, knight.
StrAnd. 'Tis not the first time I have constrain'd

one to call me knave. Begin, fool: it begins, " Hold
thy peace."

Clo. I shall never begin, if 1 hold my peace.
StrAnd. Good, i' faith. Come, begin.

( They sing a catch.
Enter Maria.

Mar. What a caterwauling do you keep herel If
my lady h.ive not called up her steward, Malvolio, and
bid him turn you out of doors, never trust me.
Sir To. My l.idy 's a Catalan, wc .are politicians

;

Malvolio s a Peg a-Ramsey, and "Three mcrr>' men
be we." Am not I consanguineous t .am I not of her
bluoil'/ Tilly-v.illcy, lady! (.Vi/ii'm^,) "There dwelt
a mail in Ilabylun, lady, lady !"

Clo. Beshrew mc, the knight 'sin admir.able fooling.
Sir And. Ay, he does wall enough, if he be dis-

riosed, and so do 1 too ; he dues it with a. butter grace,
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Sir To. [Suiirinjr.] "O, the twelfth day of De-
cember,"

—

Mar, For the love o' God, peace I

Enter Malvolio.
Mai. My masters, are you mad ? or what are you ?

Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty, but to gabble
like tinkers at this time of night ? Do ye make an ale-
house of my lady's house, that ye squeak out your
coziers' catches without any mitigation or remorse of
voice ? Is there no respect of place, persons, nor time,
in you ?

Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our catches.
Sneck-up I

Mai. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My
lady bade me tell you, that, though she harbours you
as her kinsman, she's nothing allied to your disorders.
If you can separate yourself and your misdemeanours,
you are welcome to the house ; if not, an it would
please you to take leave of her, she is very willing to
bid you farewell.
Sir To. "Farewell, dear heart, since I must needs

be^onej"
Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby.
Clo. *' His eyes do sho-w his days are almost done."
Mai. Is 't even so ?

Sir To. " But I will jteverdie."
Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie.

Alal. This is much credit to you.
Sir To. '• S/iall 1 bid hz7n ^0 r
Clo. "IVIiatant/youdoi"
Sir To. ^^ Shall I bid him go, and spare not

}"

Clo. " O I no, no, no, no, you dare not."
Sir To. Out o" time, sir? ye lie.—Art any more than

a steward ! Dost thou think, because thou art virtu-
ous, there shall be no more cakes and ale ?

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger shall be ho i'

the mouth too.
Sir To. Thou 'rt i' the right.—Go, sir, rub your

chain with crumbs.—A stoop of wine, Maria !

Mctl. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady's favour
at anything more than contempt, you would not give
means for this uncivil rule ; she shall know of it, by
this hand. [Exit.
Mar. Go shake your ears.
Sir And. 'Twere as good a deed as to drink when

a man's a-hungry, to challenge him to the field, and
then to break promise with him, and make a fool of him.
Sir To. Do 't, knight : I '11 write thee a challenge ;

or I'll deliver thy indignation to liim by word of mouth.
Mar. Sweet Sir Tooy, be patienf for to-night : since

the youth of the count's was to-day with my lady, she
is much out of quiet. For monsieur Malvolio, let me
alone with him : if I do not gull him into a nayword,
and make him a common recreation, do not think I

have wit enough to lie straight in my bed: I know, I

can do it.

'

[him.
Sir To. Possess us, possess us ; tell us something of
Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of puritan.
Sir And. O, if I thought that, I 'd beat him like a

dog 1 [reason, dear knight?
Sir To. What, for being a puritan ? thy exquisite
Sir A)id, I have no exquisite reason for 't, but I

have reason good enough.
Mar. The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing

constantly, biit a time-pleaser ; an affectionedass. that
cons state without book, and utters it by great swaths

:

the best persuaded of himself, so crammed, as he
thinks, with excellences, that it is his ground of faith,

that all that look on him love him; and on that vice
in him will my revenge find notable cause to work.
Sir To. What wilt thou do!
Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles

of love ; wherein, by the colour of his beard, the shape
of his leg, the manner of his gait, the expressure of
his eye, forehead, and complexion, he shall find him-
self most feelingly personated : I can write very like

my lady, your tiiece
_;
on a forgotten matter we can

hardly make distinction of our hands.
Sir To. Excellent I I smell a device.
Sir And. I have 't in my nose, too.

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that thou wilt

drop, that they come from my niece, and that she is

in love with him.
J/rtr. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that colour.
Sir And. And your horse, now, would make him
Mar. Ass. I doubt not. [an
Sir And. O, 'twill be admirable I

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you ; I know my physic

will work with hiin. I will plant you two, and let the
fool make a third, where he shall find the letter : ob-
serve his construction of it. For this night, to bed,
and dream on the event. FarewelL
Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. \Exit Maria.
Sir And. Before me, she 's a good wench.
Sir To. She 's a beagle, true-bred, and one that

adores me : what o' that ?

Sir And. I was adored once too.
Sir To. Let 's to bed, knight.—Thou hadst need

send for more money. [way out.
Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a foul
Sir To. Send for money, knight : if thou hast her

not i' the end, call me cut. [will.

Sir And. If I do not, never trust me, take it how you
Sir To. Come, come ; I '11 go burn some sack, 'tis

too late to go to bed now': come, knight; come
knight. \ExeuHt.

SCENE IV.

—

An Apartment in the Duke's Palace.

Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and olliers.

Diikc. Give me some music :—now, good morrow,
friends :

—

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song.
That old and antique song, we heard last night

;

Methought it did relieve my passion much ;

More than light airs, and recollected terms.
Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times

:

Come, but one verse.
Cur. He is not liere, so please your lordship, that
Duke. Who was it ? [should sing it.

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord; a fool, that "the
lady Olivia's father took much delight in : he is about
the house.
Duke. Seek him out :—and play the tune the while.

{Exit Curio. Music,
Come hither, boy : it ever thou shalt love,
In the sweet pangs of it, remember me ;

For such as I am, all true lovers are.

Unstaid and skittish in all motions else.

Save in the constant image of the creature
That is belov'd.—How dost thou like this tune!

I'io. It gives a very echo to the seat
Where love is thron'd.
Duke. Thou dost speak masterly

:

My life upon 't young though thou art. thine eye
Hath stay'd upon some favour that it loves

;

Hath it not, boy 'jj

Vio. A little, by your favour.
Duke. What kind of woman is 't

!

Vio. Of your complexion.
Duke. She is not worth thee, then. What years, i'

Vio. About your years, my lord. [faith?

Duke. Too old, by heaven : let still the woman take
An elder than herself ; so wears she to him,
So sways she level in her husband's heart

:

For, boy, however we do praise ourselves.
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm.
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and worn.
Than women's are.

Vio. I think it well, my lord.
Duke. Then, let thy love be younger than thyself.

Or thy atfection cannot hold the bent;
For women are as roses, whose fair flower
Being once display'd, doth fall that very hour.

Vto. And so they are : alas, that they are so.

To die, even when they to perfection grow I

Re-enter Curio ivith Clown.
Duke. O, fellow, come, the song we had last night.—

Mark it, Cesario ; it is old and plain :

The spinsters and the knitters in the sun,
.\nd the free maids that weave their thread with bones.
Do use to chaunt it : it is silly sooth.
And dallies with the innocence of love,
Like the old age.
Clo Are you re.idy. sir?
Duke. Ay ; pr'ythee, sing. [Music.

Clo.
SONG.

Come away, co>ne away, deaths
.Ind in sad cypress lei me be laid

;

Fly away.Jly away, breath ;

I am slain by afaircruel tnaiti.

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew,
O, prepare it

!

My part of death no one so true
Did share it.
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Kot ajlower^ v.ot a/forvfr siv^ef.

On ^ny black coffin Ut t)ure b^ stro7vn ;

Not afriend, notafriend^reet
My ff^or corse, 7v/u-re my bmus sftailbe throion

:

A tltousand thousand si^/ts to save^
Lay 7ne, t>, where

Sad trttr ityvcr nc^'crjlnd my ^rave^
To tveep there !

Duke. There's for thy paiits.

Clo. No pains, sir; 1 take pleasure in singling, sir.

Duke. I'll pay thy pleasure then.
Clo. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid, one time

or another.
Duke. Give me now leave to leave tliee.

Clo. Now, the melancholy g^od protect thee ; and
the tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffeta, for

thy mind is a very opal !— I would have men of such
ccmstancy put to sea, that their business might be every
thing, and their intent every where ; for that's it, that
always makes a good voyage of nothing.—Farewell.

Duke. Let all the rest give place.

—

[Exeunt Curio ajid Attendants.
Once more, Cesario,

Get thee to yond' same soverei^ cruelty:
Tell her, my love, more noble tlian the world.
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands ;

The parts that fortune hath bestowed upon her,

Tell her. I hold as giddily as fortune ;

But 'tis that miracle and queen of gems.
That nature pranks her in, attracts my soul.

t^'io. But, if she cannot love you, sir?

Duke. I cannot be so answer'd.
Vio, Sooth, but you must.

Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is,

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; I

You tell her so ; must she not, then, be answer'd ?

Duke. There is no woman's sides
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion
As love doth give my heart ; no woman's heart
So big, to hold so much : they lack retention.
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite,

—

No motion of the liver, but the palate,

—

That suffers surfeit, cloyment, and revolt ;

But mine is all as hungry as the sea.
And can digest as nmch : make no compare
Between that love a woman can bear me,
And that 1 owe Olivia.

yio. Ay. but I know,

—

Duke. ^Vhat dost thou know ?

P'io. Too well what love women to men may owe

:

In faith, they are as true of heart as we.
My father had a daughter loved a man.
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman,
I should your lordship.
Duke. And what's her history ?

I'l'o. A blank, my lord. She never told her love.

But let conceaUnent, like a worm i' the bud.
Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in thought

;

And. with a green and yellow melancholy.
She sat like patience on a monument,
Smiling at grief. Was not this love indeed?
W'e men may say more, swear more : but. indeed.
Our shows are more than will ; for still we prove
Much in our vows, but little in our love.

Duki, But died thy sister of her love, my boy?
P'io. I am all the cfaughters of my father's house.

And all the brothers too ;—and yet I know not.
Sir, shall I to this lady ?

Duke. Ay, that's the theme.
To her in haste ; give her this jewel ; say,
My love can give no place, bide no denay.

{Exeunt.

SCENE V.—0\\w\a:sGardrit.

Sir To. Come thy ways. Signior Fabian.
Fab. Nay, Ml come: if I lose a scruple of this

sport, let me be boiled to tleath witli melancholy.
Sir To. Wouldsi thou not be glad to have the

niggardly rascally sheep-bilcr come by some notal>r
*.hame?
Eab. I would exult, man : you know, he brought

mc out o* favour with my lady about a bear-baiimg
here.
Sir To. To anger him, well have the bear again ;

and we will fool hin\ black and buie;—shall we not,

Sir Andrew?
Sir And, An we clo not, it is pity of our lives.

Sir To. Here comes the little villain.

—

[Enter y\.ZLX\?^,\

How now, my nettle of India!
Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree: Malvolio's

comingf down this walk : he has been yonder i" the sun
practising behaviour to his own shadow this half-hour :

observe him, for the love of mockery; for 1 know this

letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. Close,
in the name of jesting ! {The men hide themselves.]
Lie thou tliere ; \Thro7vs do7un a letter, \ for here
comes the trout that must be caught with tickling.

\Hxie.
Enter Malvolio.

Mai. 'Tis but fortune ; all is fortune. Maria once
told me she did affect me : and I have heard herself
come thus near, that should she fancy, it should be one
of my complexion. Besides, she uses me with a more
exalted respect than any one else that follows her.

What should I think on 't ?

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue !

Fab, O, peace I Contemplation makes a rare
turkey-cock of him: how he jets under his advanced
plumes!
Sir And. 'Sliglit, I could so beat tlie rogue 1

Sir To. Peace I I say.

Mai. To be count Malvolio,—
Sir To. Ah, rogue !

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him.
Sir To. Peace, peace !

Mai. There is example for 't ; the lady ofthe Strachy
married the yeoman of the wardrobe.
Sir And. Fie on him. Jezebel

!

Fab. O, peace 1 now he's deeply in : look how ima-
gination blows him.
Mai. Having been three months married to her,

sitting in my state,

—

Str To. O. for a stone-bow. to hit him in the eye !

Mai. Calling my officers abnn_t me, in my branched
velvet gown ; having^ come from a day-bed, where I

have left Olivia sleeping,

—

Sir To. Fire and brimstone I

Fab. O, peace, peace !

Mai. And then to have the humour of state; and
fter a demure travel of regard,—telling them 1 know
my place, as I would they should do theirs,—to ask
lor my kinsman Toby,

—

Sir To. Bolts and shackles I

Fab. O, peace, peace, peace I now, now.
Mai. Seven of my people, with an obedient start,

make out for him : I frown the while ; and perchance
wind up my watch, or play with some rich jewel. Toby
approaches ; court'sies there to me,

—

Sir To. Shall this fellow live?

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us with
cars, yet peace I

.Mai. I extend my hand to him thus, quenching my
familiar smile with an austere regard of control,

—

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o' the
lips then?
Mai, Saying. "Cousin Toby, my fo7'iunes, havijt_^

cast you on 7ny niece, give me this prerogative of
Sir To. What, what? \speech:'—
Mai. " Von 7nuSt ainendyour dr7{7zkenfless."
Sir To. Out, scab ! [plot.

Fab. Nay, patience, or wc break the sinews of our
Mai. "Besides, you waste tlte treasure of your

time with afoolish kni/^ht,"—
Sir And. That 's me. I warrant you.
Mai. " One Sir AndrnvC—
Sir And, I knew 'twas I ; for many do call me fool.

Mai. \takes 7tp the letter.] What employment have
wc here?
Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin.
Sir To. O, peace ! and the spirit oi humours inti-

mate reading aloud to htm I

Mai. By my life, this is my lady's hand : these be
her very C's, her U's. and her T's ; and thus makes
she her great P's. It is, in contempt of question, her
hand.
Sir And. Her C's, her U's, and her T's : why that—
Mai. \Keads.] " To the ttuknown beloved, this and

iny good wishes :'* her very jjhrases !—By your leave,
wax.—Soft!—and the impressure her Lucrece, with
which she uses to seal: 'tis my lady. To whom should
this be ?

Fab. This win^ him, liver and all.
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Mai. [Jiends.] ' ycn'c knmvs I Imie

:

But ivho ?
Lips do 7iot moz'c ;
No 7nan vuist ^jto7v."

" No vmn musiknoiu.

"

—Wliat follows ? the number 's

altered !
—" No man must know :"—if this should be

thee, Malvolio 1

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock

!

Ma/. [Jieads.] " Imay com7na7td 7u7iere I adore ;
But silence, hie a Liicrece kni/e,

With bloodless strobe sny heart dothgore

:

M,0, A, J. doth s^uay my life."
Fab. A fustian riddle I

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I.

Mai. " M, 0, A, /, doth s^oay my life,"—'Hay, but
first, let me see,—let me see,—let me see.
Fab. What a dish of poison has she dressed him I

Sir To. And with what wing- the stannyel checks
at it!

Mai. " I may cotnmand 7vhere I adore." Why, she
may command me : I serve her ; she is my lady. Why,
this is evident to any formal capacity : there is no ob-
struction in this :—and the end,—what should that
alphabetical position portend? if I could make that
resemble something in me,—.Softly !—M, O, A, I,

—

Sir To. O, ay, make up that ;—he is now at a cold
scent.
Fab. Sowter will cry upon 't, for all this, though it

be as rank as a fox. [name.
ATal. M,— Malvolio ;—M, — why, that begins my
Fab. Did not I say he would work it out i the cur

is excellent at faults.

.Mai. M,—But then there is no consonancy in
the sequel; that suffers under probation: A should
follow, but O does.
Fab. And O shall end, I hope.
Sir To. Ay, or I'll cudgel him, and makehim cry, O 1

Mai. And then I comes behind.
Fab. Ay, an you had any eye behind you, you

might see more detraction at your heels, than for-
tunes before you.
Mai. M, O, A, I ;—this simulation is not as the

former:—and yet, to crush this a little, it would bow
to me, for every one of these letters are in my name.
Soft 1 here follows prose.—[A'twrfj-.J " Jf thisfall into
t/iy hand, revolve. In Tny stars Iam above thee ; but
be not afra id ofgreatness : some are born great, some
achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust
upon them.. Thy fates open their hands ; let thy
blood and spirit embrace them. And, to inure thy-
selfto whatthou art like to be, cast thy humbleslough,
ajidappearfresh. Be opposite with a kiiismnn, surly
7uith servants : let thy tongue tang arguments of
state ; put thyselfi7tto the trick of singitlarity : she
thus advises thee, tliat siglisforthee. Remember -who
commended thy yellow stockings, and wished to see
thee ever cross-gartered : I say, retnember. Go to,

thou art made, if thou desirest to be so ; if not, let

me see thee a stewardstill, thef,i[.m' ofservants, and
not worthy to touch Forf}<ur^s jhn^rj-s. Parewell.
She that woicld alter seniei iiiili tine.

The Fortunate Unhappy."
Daylight and champain discovers not more: this
is open. 1 will be proud, I will read politic authors,
I will baffle Sir Toby, I will wash off gross ac-
(iuaintance, I will be point-device the very man. I

do not now fool myself, to let imagination jade
me ; for every reason excites to this, that my lady
loves me. She did commend my yellow stockings of
late, she did praise my leg being cross-gartered ;

and in this she manifests herself to my love, and, with
a kind of injunction, drives me to these habits of
her liking. I thank my stars, 1 am happy. I will be
strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and cross-gar-
tered, even with the swiftness of putting on. Jove
and my stars be praised 1—Here is yet a postscript.
•

' Thou canst not choose but know laho I am. Ifthoit
entertainest my lo7je, let it appear in thy smiling:
thy smiles become tlteetuell; therefore in jny pre-
sence still smile, dear 7ny S7ueet, I pr'ythce."—Jove, I

thank ^hee.—I will smile ; I will do every thing that
thou wilt have me. '\nxit.
Fab. I will not give my part of this sport for a

pension of thousands to be paid from the Sophy.
Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device,

—

Sir And. So could I too.
Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her, but such

another jest.

Ac/ 3.

Enter Maria.
.?!> And. Nor I neither.
Fab. Here comes my noble guU-catcher,
Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o' my neck?
Sir And. Or o' mine either?
Sir To. Shall 1 play my freedom at tray-trip, and

become thy bond-slave ?

Sir And. I' faith, or I either?
Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream,

that when the image of it leaves him, he must run
mad.
Mar. Nay, but say true ; does it work upon him?
Sir To. Like aqua-vitae with a midwife.
Mar. If you will, then, see the fruits of the sport,
ark his tirst approach before my lady : he will come

to her in yellow stockings, and 'tis a colour she abhors,
and cross-gartered, a fashion she detests; and he
will smile upon her, which will now be so unsuitable to
her disposition, being addicted to a melancholy as she
is, that it cannot but turn him into a not.ible contempt.
If you will see it, follow me.
Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most e.^cellen»

devil of wit I

Sir And. I'll make one too. {^F.xeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Olivia's Garden.

Enter Viola, and Clo\vn with a tabor.

Vio. Save thee, friend, and thy music : dost thou
live by thy tabor?

Cto. No. sir, 1 live by the church.
Vio. Art thou a churchman ?

Clo. No such matter, sir: I do live by the church

;

for I do live at my house, and my house doth stand by
the church.

Vio. So thou mayst sAy, the king lies by a beggar,
if a beggar dwell near him ; or, the church stands by
thy tabor, if thy tabor stand by the church.

Clo. You have said, sir.—To see this age !—

A

sentence is but a cheveril glove to a good wit : how
quickly the wrong side may be turned outward 1

/ 'io. Nay, that's certain ; they that dally nicely with
words, may quickly make them wanton.

Clo. I would, therefore, my sister had had no
name, sir.

Vio. Why, man ?

Clo. Why, sir, her name's a word ; and to dally with
that word, might make my sisterwanton. But, indeed,
words are very rascals, since bonds disgraced them.

Vio. Thy reason, man ?

Clo. Troth, sir, I can yield you none without words

;

and words are grown so false, I am loth to prove
reason with them.

Vio. I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and carcst
for nothing,

Clo. Not so, sir, I do care for something ; but in my
conscience, sir, I do not care for you : if that be to
care for nothing, sir, I would it would make you
invisible.

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia's fool!
Clo. No, indeeil, sir ; the lady Olivia has no folly

:

she will keep no fool, sir, till .she be married : and
fools are as like husbands, as pilchards are to her-
rings,—the husband's the bigger : I am, indeed, not
her fool, but her corrupter of words.

Vio. I saw thee late at the count Orsino's.
Clo. Foolery, sir, does walk about the orb; like the

sun, it shines everywhere. I would be sorry, sir, but
the fool should be as oft \vith your master, as with my
mistress ; I think I saw your wisdom there.

Vio. Nay, an thou pass upon me, I'll no more with
thee. Hold, there's expenses for thee.

\Gives a piece ofmoney.
Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send

thee a beard I

P'io. By my troth. I'll tell thee,—I am almost sick
for one : though I would not have it grow on my chin.
Is thy lady within?

Clo. [Pointing to the coin.] Would not a p.iir of
these have bred, sir?

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to use.
Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir, t.j

bring a Cressida to this Troilus.
Vio. I understand you, sir ; 'tis well begg'd.
Clo. The matter, I hope, is not .great, sir, begging
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but 3 beggar ; Cressida wa<; a beggar. My lady !;

nithin, sir. I will construe to them whence you
come i who you are, and what you would, are out of
my welkin,—I might say element, but the word is

overworn. [Hxit.

I'io. This fellow's wise enoufrh to play the fool

;

And to do that well craves a kind of wit

:

He must observe their mood on whom he jests,

The quality of persons, and the time ;

Not, like the haggard, check at every feather

That comes before his eye. This is a practice
.\s full of labour as a wise man's art

:

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit

;

But wise men folly-fallen, quite taint their wit.

Hitter Sir Toby Belch and Sir .\ndrew Aguecheek.
Sir To. Save you, gentleman.
Vio. And you, sir.

Sir And. Dieu -voiu garde, monsieur

.

I'io. Et "vmis aussi ; I'otrc senjiteitr.

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are : and I am yours.
Sir To. Will you encounter the house? my niece is

desirous you should enter, if your trade be to her.

l^io. 1 am bound to your niece, sir : I me.an, she is

the ILst of »iy voyage.
Sir To. Taste your legs, sir ; put them to motion.
I'io. My kgs do better understand me, sir, than I

understand what you mean by bidding me taste my
Sir To. I mean, to go, sir, to enter. [legs.

I'io. I will answer jou with gait and entrance :—but
wc are prevented.

Enter Olivia and Maria.
Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain
odours on you !

Sir And. That youth's a rare courtier: "Rain
odours .'" well.

I'io. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your
own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear.

.'iir And. '• Odours," ••preirnant." and "vouch-
safed :"— I'll get 'em all three all ready.

Oli. Let the garden door be shut, and leave me to

my hearing.
[Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and

Maria.
Give me your hand, sir.

I'ia. My duty, madam, and most humble service.
Oli. What is your name !

I'io. Cesario is your servant's name, fair princess,
Oli. My servant, sir ! 'Twas never merry world,

Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment

:

You 're servant to the count Orsino, youth.
I'io. And he is yours, and his must needs be yours

:

Your servant's servant is your servant, madam.
on. For hirti, I think not on him : for his tlioughts,

W ould they were blanks, rather than fiU'd with me !

yio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts
On his behalf:—
Oli. O, by your leave, I pray j'ou ;

I bade you never speak .again of him :

But, would you undertake another suit,

I had rather hear you to solicit that,

Vhan music from the spheres.
i^io. Dear lady,—
Oli. Give me leave, 'beseech you. I did send,

.\fter the last enchantment you did here,
A ring in chase of you : so did I abuse
.Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you :

1 'nder your hard con.struction must 1 sit.

To force that on you. in a shameful cunning.
Which you knew none of yours: what might you

think?
I lave you not set mine honour .at the stake.
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts
rhat tyrannous he.art can think t To one of your

receiving,

Hnough is shown : a cypress, not a bosom.
Hides my poor heart. So, let me hear yo\i speak.

l^io. I pity you.
on. That 's a degree to love.

yio. No, not a grise ; for 'tis a vulgar proof,
That very oft we pity enemies.

Oli. AVTiy, then, methinks, 'tis time to smile again.
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud !

If one should be a prey, how much the better
To (all before the lion, than the wolf I

\C.lock sirik-rs.

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time.

—

Be not afrata, good youth, I will not have you

:

And yet, when «it and youth is come to harvest,

Your wife is like to reap a proper man

:

"There lies your n'ay, due west.

Vio. Then westward ho

!

Grace and good disposition 'tend your ladyship !

You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me

!

Oli. Stay:
1 pr'ythee. tell me what thou lliink'st of me.

Vio. That you do think you are not what you are.

Oli. If I think so, I think the same of you.
Vio. Then think you right : I am not what I am.
Oli. I would you were as I would have you be 1

Vio. Would it be better, madam, than I am,
I wish it might ; for now I am your fool.

Oli. O, what a deal of scorn looks beautiful

In the contempt and anger of his lip 1

A murderous guilt shows not itself more soon
Than love that would seem hid : love's night is noon.
Cesario, by the roses of the spring,

By maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing,

I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride.

Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide.

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause.

For that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause ;

But, rather, reason thus with reason fetter,

—

l-ove sought is good, but given unsought is better.

Vio. By innocence I swear, and by my youth,
I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth,

And that no woman has ; nor never none
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone.

And so, adieu, good madam : never more
Will I my master's tears to you deplore.

Oli. Yet come again ; for thou perhaps mayst move
That heart, which' now abhors, to like his love.

{Exeunt.

SCENE U.—A Room in Olivia's House.

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Aguecheek, and
Fabian.

Sir And No, faith, I'll not stay a jot longer.
Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy reason.
Fab. You must needs yield your reason. Sir An-

drew.
Sir And. Marry, I saw your niece do more favour'i

to the count's serving-man, than ever she bestowed
upon me ; I saw't i' the orchard.
Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy ? tell

me that.
Sir And. As plain as I see you now.
Fab. This was a great argument of love in her to-

ward you.
Sir And. 'Slight, will you make an ass o' meS
Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths

ofjudgment and reason.
Sir To. And they have been grand-jurymen since

before Noah was a sailor.

Fab. She did show favour to the youth in your sight
only to exasperate you, to awake your dormouse
courage, to put fire in your heart, and brimstone in

your liver. You should then have accosted her; and
with some excellent jests, fire-new from the mint, you
should have banged the youth into dumbness. This
was looked for at your hand, and this was baulked :

the double gilt of this opportunity you let time wash
off, and you are now sailed into the north of my lady's
opinion ; where you will hang like an icicle on a
Dutchman's beard, unless you do redeem it by some
laudable attempt, either of valour, or policy.

Sir And. An t be any way, it must be with valour

;

for policy I hate : I had as lief be a Brownist as .a

politician.

Sir To. Why, then, build me thy fortunes upon the
basis of valour. Challenge me the count's youth to

fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places : my niece
shall take note of it ; and assure thyself, there is no
love-broker in the world can more prevail in in.an's

commendation with wom.an, than report of valour.
J'ab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew.
Sir And. Will cither of you bear me a ch.allenge W

Inm?
Sir To. Go, write it in a marti.al hand ; be curst and

brief; it is no matter how witty, so it be eloquent, and
full of invention: taunt him with the licence of ink: i{

thou "thou'st" him some thrice, it shall not be amiss ;

and as many lies as will lie in thy sheet of paper,
although the sheet were big enough for the bed of
Ware in England, set 'em down: go, about it. Let
there be gall enough in thy ink ; though th'Mi writ*
with a goose-pen, no matter : about it.
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SCENE IV.—Olivia's Garden.

Enter Olivia and Maria.
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fill ! And when she wont away now, " Let this/clloiu
be looked to ;" fellow ! not MalvoUo, nor after n»y
doj^ce, but fellow. Why, everything adheres toi^^ether,

that no dram of a scruple, no scruple of a scruple, no
obstacle, no incredulous or unsafe circumstance

—

What can be said? Nothing', that can be, can come
between me and the full prospect of my hopes. Well,
Jove, not I, is the doer of this, and he is to be
thanked.

Re-enter Maria, with Sir Toby Belch and Fabian.

Sir To, Which way is he, in the name of sanctity?
If all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Leg"ion
himself possessed him, yet I'll speak to him.
Fab. Here he is, here he is.—How is t wit-h you,

sir ? how is *t with you, man ?

Mai, Go off; I discard you : let me enjoy my pri-

vate : go off.

Mar. Lo. how hollow the fiend speaks within him I

did not I tell you?—Sir Toby, my lady prays you to
have care of him.
Mai. Ah, ha ! does she so ?

Sir To. Go to, g^o to ; peace, peace ! we must deal
gently with him : let me alone.—How do you, Malvo-
lio ? how is 't with you ? What, man ? defy the devil

:

consider, he's an enemy to mankind.
Afal. Do you know what you say?
Mar. La you 1 an you speak ill of the devil, how he

takes it at heart ! Pray God, he be not bewitched 1

FaO. Carry his water to the wise woman.
Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to-morrow morn-

ing,' if I live. My lady would not lose him for more
tlian I '11 say.

Mai. How now, mistress?
Mar. O lord I

Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace ; this is not the
way: do you not see you move him? let me alone
with him.
Fab. No way but gentleness ; gently, gently : the

fiend is rough, and will not be roughly used.
Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcockl how dost

thou, chuck?
Mai. Sirl
Sir To. Ay, Biddy come with me. What, man !

'tis not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan.
hang him. foul collier 1

Mar. Get him to say his prayers ; good Sir Toby,
get him to pray.

Afal. My prayers, minx 1

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of
godliness.
Mai. Go, hang yourselves all I you are idle shallow

things : I am not of your element : you shall know
more liereafter. [Exit.
Sir To. Is "t possible ?

Fab. If this were played upon a stage now, I could
condemn it as an improbable fiction.

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection
of the device, man.
Mar, Nay, pursue him now, lest the device take

air, and taint.

Fab. Why, we shall make him mad indeed.
Mar. Tlie house wilt be the <iuieter.

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room,
and bound. My niece is already in the belief that
he 's mad : we may carry it thus ; for our pleasure an<l
his penance, till our very pastime, tired out of breath.
prompt us to have mercy on liim ; at which time, we
will bring the device lo the bar, and crown thee for a
finder of madmen.—But sec, but see.

Filter Sir Andrew Aguecheek.
Fab. More matter for a May morning.
Sir And. Here's the cliallenge, read it: I warrant

there's vinegar and pepper in 't.

Fab. Is 't so saucy V

Sir And. Ay, is 'I, I warrant him: do but read.
Sir To. (iive me. [Keads.\ " Youths whatsoever

thou art, thou art but a scurvy/elltrw."
Fab. Good, and valiant.
Sir To. '* IVonder not, nor admire not in thy

mind, -why I do call t/iee so, /or I will show thee no
reason /or 't."

Fab. A good note : that keeps you from the blow of
the law.
Sir To. " Thou comest to tJie lady Olivia, and in

my sii'JU she uses thee kindly : but thou liest in thy
throat ; that is not the matter I challenge tltee for.

'^

Fab, Very brief, and exceeding good sense-less.

Sir To. *' I will way-lay Ihce going home ; where,
i/it be thy chance to kill me,'*—
Fab. Good.
Sir To. " Thoic killest me like a rogue and a

villain."
Fab. Still you keep o' the windy side of the law

:

good.
Sir To. ** Fare thee well ; and God have mercy upon

one.o/our souls I He fnay have >?iercy upon viinc ;

but viy hope is better, and so look to thysel/ . Thy
/riend, as thou usest hint, and thy sworn enemy—
Andrew Aguecheek." If this letter move huu
not, his legs cannot : I'll give 't him.
Mar. May you have very fit occasion for 't: he is

now in some commerce with my lady, and will by and
by depart.
Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew ; scout me for him at the

corner of the orchard like a bumbailie : so soon as
ever thou seest him, draw; and. as thou drawest,
swear horrible ; for it comes to pass oft, that a terrible

oath, with a swaggering accent sharply twanged off.

g^ives manhood more approbation than ever proof
Itself would have earned him. Away 1

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for swearing. [H.\'it.

Sir To. Now, will not I deliver his letter : for the
behaviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be
of good capacity and breeding : his employment be-
tween his lord and my niece confirms no less : there-
fore this letter, being so excellently ignorant, %vill

breed no terror in the youth,—he will find it comes
from a clodpole. But. sir, I will deliver his challenge
by word of mouth; set upon Aguecheek a notable
report of valour ; and drive the gentleman (as I know
his youth will aptly receive it) into a most hideous
opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and impetuosity. This
will so frighten'them both, that they will kill one
another by the look, like cockatrices

\Exeiint Sir Toby, Fabian, a)td Maria.
Fab. Here 'he comes with your niece: give them

way, till he take leave, and presently after him.
Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some horrid

message for a challenge.
Enter Olivia, with Viola.

Oli. I have said too much unto a heart of stone,
And laid mine honour too unchary on't

:

There's something in me that reproves my fault;
But such a headstrong potent fault it is,

That it but mocks reproof.
l 'lo. With the same 'haviour that your passion bears,

Go on my master's griefs.

Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me ; tis my picture ;

Refuse it not ; it hath no tongue to vex you :

And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow.
What sliall you ask of me that I'll deny,
That honour, sav'd, may upon asking give?

Vio. Nothing but this,—your true love for my
master.

Oli. How with mine honour may I give him that
Which I have given to you ?

Vio. I win acquit you.
Oli. Well, come again to-morrow : fare thee well

:

A fiend like thee might bear my soul to hell. \_Exit.

Re-enter S\t Toby Belch and Fabian.
Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee,
yio. And you, sir.

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee to 't

:

of what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him, I

know not ; but thy intercepter, full of despight, bloody
as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard end : dis-

mount thy tuck, be yare in thy preparation; for thy
assailant is quick, skilful, and deadly.

yio. You mistake, sir, I am sure ; no man hath any
cjuarrel to me : my remembrance is very free and clear
from Any image of offence done to any man.
Sir To. You'll find it otherwise, I assure you: there-

fore, if you hold yuur life at .my price, betake you to
your guard ; for your opposite halh in him wh.it
youth, strength, skill, and wrath, can furnish withal.

yio. I pray you, sir, what is he ?

Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unhatch'd rapier,
and on carpet consideration; but he is a devil in pri«
vate brawl : souls and bodies hath he divorced three ;

and his incciisement at this mojncnt is so implacable,
that satisfaction can be none but by pangs of death
and sepulchre : hob, nob, is his worrf : giv't or tak't.

yio. I will return .igain into the house, and desire
some conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I have
heard of some kind of men, that put quarrels pur*
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posely oil others, to taste their valour : belike this is a
man of that quirk.
Sir To. Sir, no ; his indication derives itself out of

a very competent injury : therefore ^et you on, and
sjive him his desire. Back you shall not to the house,
unless you undertake that with me, which with
much safety you might answer him : therefore, on, or
strip your sword stark naked : for meddle you must
that's certain, or forswear to wear iron about you.

ytt^ This is as uncivil, as strange. I beseech you,
do me this courteous office, as to know of the knight
w hat ray otfence to him is : it is something of my
negligence, nothing of my purpose.
Sir To. 1 will do so.—Signior Fabian, stay you by

this gendeman till my return. [J-.x-it.

Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of this matter?
Fab. I know the knight is incensed against you, even

lo a mortal arbitrement ; but nothing of the '

stance more.
yio. I beseech you, what manner of man is he ?

Fai. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read
liim by his form, as you are like to find him in the
proof of his valour. He is, indeed, sir, the most skil-
ful, bloody, and fatal opposite that you could possibly
lidve found in any part of lUyria. Will you walk
towards him S I will make your peace with him, if I

can.
yio. I shall be nmch bound to you for 't : I am one

that would rather go with sir priest, than sir knight ?

1 care not who knows so much of my mettle.
[Exewtt.

Reenter Sir Toby, itiith Sir Andrew.

Sir To. Why, man, he 's a very devil ; I have not
Seen such a firago. I had a pass with him, rapier,
scabbard, and aB, and he gives me the stuck in, with
such a mortal motion, that it is inevitable ; and on the
answer, he pays you as surely as your feet hit the
ground they step on : they say, he has been fencer to
the Sophy.
Sir And. Pox on't, I'll not meddle with him.
Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified

;

Fabian can scarce hold him yonder.
Sir Atid. Plague on 't ! an I thought he had been

valiant, and so cunning in fence, I 'd have seen him
danmed ere Id have challenged him. Let him let

the matter slip, and I'll give him my horse, grey
Capilet.
Sir To. I'll make the motion : stand here, make a

Sood show on 't : this shall end without the perdition
of souls.

—

{Aside.\ Marrj', I'll ride your horse as well
as I ride you.

Re-enter Fabian atid Viola.

(r<7Fab.] I have his horse to take up the quarrel;
I have persuaded him the youth 's a devil.
Fab. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and pants,

and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels.
Sir To. There's no remedy, sir; he will fight mth

you for his oath's sake : marry,he hath better bethought
him of his quarrel, and he finds that now scarce" to
be worth talking of: therefore draw, for the sup-
portance of his vow ; he protests he will not hurt you.

Vio.\Aside.\ Pray God defend me! A little thing
would make me tell them how much I lack of a man.
Fab. Give ground, if you see him furious.
Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy ; tlie

gentleman will, for his honour's sake, have one bout
with you ; he cannot by the duello avoid it : but he
has promised me, as he is a gentleman and a soldier,

he will not hurt you. Come on ; to 't.

Sir And. Pray God, he keep his oath J {Draivs.

Enter Antonio.

Vio. I do zissure you, 'tis against my will.

{Dra
Ant. Put up your .sword.—If this young gentleman

Have done offence, I take the fault on nie

:

If you offend him, I for him defy you. [Dra-win^.
Sir To. You, sir ! why, what are you ?

Ant. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more
Than you have heard him brag to you he will.

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for
you. [Draivs.
Fab. O, good Sir Toby, holdt here come the

officers.

Enter OtVicers.

Sir To. [To Ant.] I'll be with you anon.

Ad 3.

Vio. [To Sir And.] Pray, sir, put your sword up, if

you please.
Sir And. Marry, will I. sir;—and, for that I pro-

mised you, I '11 be as good as my word : he will bear
you easily, and reins well.

1 OJ^: This is the man ; do thy office.

2 Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit

Of Count Orsino.
Ant. You do mistake me, sir.

1 Off. No, sir, no jot ; I know yourfevour well,

Though now you have no sea-cap on your head.
Take him away : he knows I know him well.

Ant. I must obey.

—

[To Viola.] This comes with
seeking you

:

But there 's no remedy ; I shall answer it.

What will you do? Now my necessity
Makes me to ask you for my purse ? It grieves nie
Much more for what I cannot do for you.
Than what befalls myself. You stand amaz'd ;
But be of comfort.
E Off. Come, sir, away.
Ant. I must entreat of you some of that monej'.
yiu. What money, sir?

For the fair kindness you have s'now'd me here,
And, part, being prompted by your present trouble,
Out of my lean and low ability
I'll lend you something: my having is not much ;

I'll make division of my present with you :

Hold, there 's half my coffer,

.Int. Will you deny me now

!

Is 't possible that my deserts to you
Can lack persuasion ? Do not tempt my misery,
Lest that it make me so unsound a man.
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses
That I have done for you.

yio. I know of none ;

Nor k.now I you by voice, or any feature

:

I hate ingratitude more in a man
Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness.
Or any taint of vice whose strong corruption
Inhabits our frail blood.
Ant.

_

O heavens themselves 1

2 Off. Come, sir, I pray you, go.
Ant. Let me speak a little. This youth that yuu

see here
I snatch'd one-half out of the jaws of death

;

Reliev'd him with such sanctity of love,

—

And to his image, which methought did promise
Most venerable worth, did I devotion.
1 Off. What 's that to us ? The time goes by : away ,'

Ant. But O how vile an idol proves this god !—
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame,—
In nature there 's no blemish' but the mind ;

None can be call'd deform 'd but the unkind

;

Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous evil

Are empty trunks, o'erftourish'd by the devil.

Off. The man grows mad ; away with him 1

Come, come, sir.

Ant. Lead me on.

IExeunt Officers !oit/i Antonio.
yio. Methinks his words do from such passion fly,

That he beUeves himself: so do not I.

Prove tnie, imagination, O, prove true,
Tliat I, dear brother, be now ta'en for you I

Sir To. Come hither, knight : come hither, Fabian

:

we'll whisper o'er a couplet or two of most sags
saws.

yio. He nam'd Sebastian : I my brother know
Yet living in my glass ; even such, and so,
In favour was my brotlicr; and he went
Still in this fashion, colour, ornament,

—

For hini I imitate :—O, if it prove.
Tempests are kind, and salt waves fresh in love

!

[E.X.!/.

.Sir To. A vcrj' dishonest paltry boy, and more a
coward than a hare : his dishonesty appears in leav-
ing his friend here in necessity, and denying him ;

and for his cowardship, ask Fabian.
Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, religious in

it.

Sir And. 'Slid, I'll after him again, and beat him.
Sir To. Do; culf him soundly, but never draw thy

sword.
Sir And. An I do not,

—

[Exit
Fab. Come, let 's see the «vent.
Sir To. I dare lay any money 'twill be nothing yel

[ExettHi
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SCENE I.— 'J'Jt<' S/reet adjoining 0\ma.'^ Housf.

Enter Sebastian and Clown.

Clo. Will you make me believe that I am not sent
fiT yout
Scb. Go to, go to, thou art a foolish fellow :

Let me be clear of thee.
do. Well lield out, i' f.iith I No, I do not know

you ; nor I am not sent to you by mj^lady, to bid you
tome speak with her : nor your name is not master
Ccsario ; nor this is not my nose neither.—Nothing
iliat is so, is so.

Seb. I pr'ythee. vent thy foUy somewhere else

:

Thou know'st not me.
Clo. Vent my folly! He has heard that word of

some ffreat man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent
my foUy I I am afraid tliis great lubber, the world,
will prove a cockney.— I pr'j-thee now, ungird thy
straneeness, and tell me what I shall vent to my lady :

shall I vent to her that thou art coming?
Sib. I pr'ythee, foolish Greek, depart from me ;

There *s money for thee : if you tarry longer,
1 shall give worse payment.

CIc. By my troth, thou hast an open hand.—These
wise men, that give fools money, get themselves a
^ood report after fourteen years' purchase.

Enter Sir Andrew Aguecheek, Sir Toby Belch, a7id
Fabian.

Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again? there's
for you. [Slrikit'ig^ Sebastian.

Seb. Why, there 's for thee, and there, and there.

—

[Beatifig^ Sir Andrew.) Are all the people mad?
Sir To. Hold, sir, or I'll throw your dagger o'er

the house.
Cto. This will I tell my lady straight : 1 would not

be in some of your coats for twopence. {Exit.
Sir To. (//o/rfi'x^ Sebastian. ] Come on. sir; hold I

Sir And. Nay, let him alone : I'll go another way
to work with him : I'll have an action of battery
against liim, if there be any law in lUyria : though I

struck liim first, yet it 's no matter for that.
.S"^*. Let go thy hand.
Sir To. Come, sir, I will not let you go. Come, my

young soldier, put up your iron : you are well fleshed
come on.
Seb. I will be free from thee. {Disengasing himself. '\

What wouldst tliou now?
If thou dar'st tempt me farther, draw thy sword.
Sir To. What, what ! Nay then, 1 must have an

ounce or two of this malapert blood from you.
Enter 0\\\\a. \Drmvs

Oli. Hold, Toby 1 on thy life, I charge thee, hold i

Sir To. Madam

—

Oli. Will it be ever thus? Ungracious wretch 1

Fit for the mountains and the b.arbarous caves,
Where manners ne'er were preach 'd. Out of my

sight 1—
Be not offended, dear Cesario.

—

Kudesby, be gone I— I pr'j'thee, gentle friend,
[Exeunt Sir Toby, 3ir Andrew, and Fabian.

Let thy tair wisilom, not tny passion, sway
In this uncivil and unjust extent
'.gainst thy peace. Go with me to my house

;

\wx hear thou there how m.any fruitless pranks
'Ihis ruffian hath botch'd up. that thou thereby
.May'st smile at this : thou slualt not choose but go

:

I Jo not <leny. Beshrcw his soul for me.
He started one poor heart of mine in thee.
Seb. What relish is in this ? how runs the Stream V

Or I am mad, or else this is a dream :

—

Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep

;

If it be tluis to dream, still let me sleep I

Oli. Nay. come, I pr'ythee. 'Would thou 'dst be
rul'd by me

!

Seb. Madam, 1 will.

Oli. f ), say so and so be I

\Exeunt.
SCHNE \\.—A Room in Olivia's iroiise.

Enter Maria a»<f Clown ; Malvolio in a dark chatnher

Mar. Nay, I pr'ythee, put on this gown, and this
beard ; make him believe thou art Sir Topas, the
cur.ite: do it quickly ; I'll call Sir Toby the whilst.

Cto. Well, 111 put it on, and I will dissemble niy-

selfin't; and I would I wen tlie first that ever dis.
sembled in such a gown. 1 am not tall enough to
become the function well ; nor lean emnigh to be
thought a good student : but to be said an honest man
and a good housekeeper, goes as fairly as to say a
careful man and a great scholar. The competitors
enter.

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Maria.
Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson.
Clo. Bonos dies. Sir Toby : for, as the old hermit ol

Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily said
to a niece of king Gorboduc, " That, that is, is ;" so I,

being master parson, am master parson ; for, what is

that, but th.it? and is. but is?

Sir To. To him. Sir Topas.
Clo. {At thedoor of l.\A\o\v!i%room.\ What ho I I

say,—peace in this prison 1

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well : a good knave.
Mai. {inthin.] Who calls there?
Clo. Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to visit Mal-

volio the lunatic.

Afal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go to
my lady.

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend I how vexest thou this
man 1 Talkest thou nothing but of ladies ?

Sir To. Well said, master parson.
Mai. {IVithin.] Sir Topas, never was man thus

wronged : good Sir Topas, do not think I am mad ;

they have laid me here in hideous darkness.
Clo. Fie, thou dishonest Satan I I call thee by the

most modest terms ; for I am one of those gentle ones,
that will use the devil himself with courtesy ; say'st
thou that house is dark?
Mai. As hell. Sir Topas.
Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows transparent as

barricadoes, and the clear stories toward the south-
north are as lustrous as ebony ; and yet complainest
thou of obstruction?
Mai. I ,-im not mad. Sir Topas: I say to you, this

house is dark.
Clo. Madman, thou errest : I say, there is no dark-

ness but ignorance ; in which thou art more puzzled
than the Egyptians in their fog.
Mai. I say, this house is as dark as ignorance,

though ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I say,
there was never man thus abused. I am no more
mad than you are: make the trial of it in any
constant question.

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning
wUd-fowl ?

Mat. That the soul of our grandam might happily
inhabit a bird.

Clo. What thinkest thou of his opinion?
Mai. I think nobly of the soul, and no way ap-

prove his opinion.
Clo. Fare thee well. Remain thou still in dark-

ness : thou shall hold the opinion of Pythagoras, ere
I will allow of thy wits ; and fear to kill a woodcock,
lest thou dispossess the soul of thy grandam. Fare
thee well.

A/nl. Sir Topas I Sir Topas I—
-S';'*- To. My most exquisite Sir Topas I

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters.
Mar. Thou might'st have done this without tliy

beard and gown : he sees thee not.
Sir To. '1 o him in thine own voice, and bring me

word how thou findest him : I would we were well rid
of this knavery. If he may be conveniently delivered,
I would he were ; for 1 am now so far in ofl^ence witli
my niece, that I cannot pursue with any safety this
sport to the upshot. Come by and by to my chamber.

[Exeunt Sir Toby and Maria.
Clo. [Singing.] " /ley Robin, jolly Robin,

Tell me iiow my lady does."
Mai. Fool,

—

Clo. [Singing.] " My lady is unkind, perdy."
Mai. Fool,

—

Clo. [Singing.] " Alas, ivhy is sJu so }"

Mai. Fool, I say,

—

Clo. [Singing.] "She loves another"—Who calls,
ha?

Mai. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve wi II

.It my hand, help me to a c.mdle, and pen, ink.
anil iKipcr: .as I am a gentlem.an, I will live t« be' ankful to thee for 't.

Clo. Master Malvolio?
Mai. Ay, gotjd fool
Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you beside your five witsf
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Mai. Fool, there was never man so notoriously
abused : I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art.

Clo. But as well ? then you are mad indeed, if you
be no better in your wits than a fool.

Mill. They have here propertied me ; keep me
in darkness, send ministers to me,—asses I—and do
all they can to face me out of my wUs.

Clo. Advise you what you say : tlie minister is here,
—Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens restore
endeavour tliyself to sleep, and leave thy vain bibble
Mai. SirTopas,— [babble
Clo. Maintain no words with him, ^ood fellow.

—

Who, I, sir? not I, sir. God l^' wi* you, good Sir
Topas.—Marry, amen.— I will, sir, I will.

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I say,—
Clo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir? I

am shent for speaking to you.
Mai. Good fool, lielp me to some light, and some

paper : I tell thee, I am as well in my wits as any
man in lUyria.

Clo. Well-a-day, that you were, sir I

Mai, By this hand, I am. Good fool, some ink,
paper, and li.ght ; and convey what 1 will set down
to my lady : it shall advantage thee more than ever
the bearing of letter did.

Clo, I will help you to 't. But tell me true, are you
not mad indeed? or do you but counterfeit?

Alal. Believe me. I am not ; I tell thee true.
Clo, Nay, I'll ne'er believe a madman till I see his

brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink.
Mai. Fool, I'll requite it in the highest degree

:

1 pr'ythee, be gone.
Cio. [Sui^'ii^.]

I a7n g^one, sir.

And a7ion, sly,

ril be with you again
In a trice.

Like to tJie old Vice,

your need to sustain ;

Who, with dagger of lath.

In his rage a7id his wrath.
Cries, Ah, ha I to the devil:

hike a tnad lad.
Pare thy 7iails, dad ;

Adieu, goodman drivel. [Exit.

SCENE III.—Olivia's Garden.

Enter Sebastian.

Seb. This is the air ; that is the glorious sun ;

This pearl she gave me, I do feel t and see 't

:

And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus,

Yet 'tis not madness. Where 's Antonio, then!
I could not find him at the Elephant

:

Yet there he was ; and there I found this credit.

That he did range the town to seek me out.

His counsel now" might do me golden service :

For though my soul disputes well with my sense.
That this may be some error, but no madness.
Vet doth this accident and flood of fortune
So far exceed all instance, all discourse.

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes,

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me
To any other trust but that I am mad ;

Or else the lady's mad ; yet, if 'twere so,

She could not sway her house, command her followers,

Take and give back affairs, and their despatcli,
Wkh such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearin,g.

As I perceive she does : there 's something in 't

That is deceivable. But here the lady conies.

Enter Olivia and a Priest.

Oli. Blame not this liaste of mine. If you mean
well,

Now go with me and with this holy man,
Into the chantry by : there, before him.
And underneath that consecrated roof.

Plight me the full assurance of your faith ;

Tliat my most jealous and too douljtful soul

lilay live at peace : he shall conceal it.

Whiles you are willing it shall come to note.

What time we will our celebration keep.
According to my birth.—What do you say?
Seh. I'll follow this good man, and go with you ;

And, having sworn truth, ever will be true.

Oli. Then lead the way, good father ;—and
heavens so shine.

That they may fairly note this act of mine 1 [Exeunt,

ACT V.

SCENE I.— The Street before Olivia's Hous-:.

Enter Clown and Fabian.

Fab, Now, as thou lovest me. let me see his letter.
Clo, Good Master Fabian, grant me another re.
Fab. Anything. [quest.
Clo. Do not desire to see this letter.

Fab, This is, to give a dog, and, in recompense,
desire my dog again.

E)iter Duke. Viola, and Attendants.
Duke, Belong you to the Lady Olivia, friends?
Clo. Ay, sir; we are some of her trappings.
Duke. I know thee well : how dost thoii, my good

fellow ? [for my friends.
Clo. Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and the worse
Duke. Just the contrary ; the better for thy friends.
Clo. No. sir ; the worse.
Duke. How can that be ?

Clo. Marry, sir, they praise me, and make an ass of
me ; now my foes tell me plainly I am an ass ; so that
by my foes, sir. I profit in the knowledge of myself

;

and by ray friends I am abused : so that, conclusions
to be as kisses, if your four negatives make your two
aflirmatives. why then, the worse for my friends, antl
the better for my foes.

Duke. Why, this is excellent.
Clo. By my troth, sir, no ; though it please you to be

one of my friends. [.gold.

Duke. Thou shalt not be the worse for me : there's
Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, sir, I would

you could make it another.
Duke. O, you give me ill counsel.
Clo. Put your grace in your pocket, sir, for this once,

and let your flesh and blood obey it.

Duke. Well, 1 will be so much a sinner to be a
double-dealer: there's another.

Clo. Privto, secundo, tertio, is a good play ; and the
old saying is, The third pays for .all : the triplex, sir, is

a good tripping measure ; or the bells of St. Bennet,
sir, may put you in mind,—One, two, three.
Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at

this throw: if you will let your lady know I am here to
speak with her, and bring her along with you, it may
awake my bounty further.

Clo. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty, till I come
again. I go, sir ; but I would not have you to think
that my desire of having is the sin of covetousness :

but, as you say, sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will

awake it anon. [Exit.
Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me.

Enter Antonio and Oflicers.

Duke. That face of his I do remember well

;

Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmear'd

As black as Vulcan in the smoke of war

:

k bawbling vessel was he captain of,

For shallow draught and hulk unprizable ;

With which such scathful grapple did lie make
With the most noble bottom of our fleet,

That very envy, and the tongue of loss
Cried fame and honour on him.—What's the matter ?

I Off. Orsino, this is that Antonio
That took the Phcenix and her fraught from Candy ;

And this is he that did the Tiger board,
When your young nephew Titus lost his leg

:

Here in the streets, desperate ofshame and state.

In private brabble did we apprehend him.
Vio. He did me kindness, sir ; drew on my side

;

But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me,
I know not what 'twas, but distraction.
Duke. Notable pirate I thou salt-water thief 1

What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies.
Whom thou, in terms so bloody and so dear,
Hast made thine enemies?
Ant. Orsino, noble sir,

Be pleas'd that I shake off these names you give me

:

Antonio never yet was thief or pirate.
Though, I confess, on base and ground enough,
Orsino's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither

;

That most ingrateful boy there, by your side.
From the rude sea's enraged and foamy mouth
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was ;

His life I gave him, and did thereto add
My love, without retention or restraint,

All his in dedication ; for his sake
Did I expose myself, pure for his love,

Into the danger of this adverse town

;
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Drew to defend him when he was beset

:

Where being appi'eliended, his false cunning
(Not nieaninij to partake witli me in danger)
Taui;ht him to face nie out of his acquaintance,
And grew a twenty-years-removed thing,
While one would wink ; denied me mine own purse,
Which I had reconnnended to his use
Not half an hour before.

yio. llowcan this be?
Duke. When came he to this town t

Attt. To-day, my lord ; and for three months before.
(No interim, not a minute's vacancy.)
Both day and night did we keep company.
Duke. Here comes the countess : now heaven walks

on earth.

—

Enter Olivia and Attendants.
But for thee, fellow,—fellow, thy words are madness :

Three months this youth hath tended upon me

;

But more of that anon.—Take him aside.
Uli. Wh.at would my lord, but that he may not

Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable V

—

[have,
Cesiirio. you do not keep promise with me.

Vio. Madam 1

Duke. Gracious Olivia,

—

Oil. What do you saj', Ccsario?—Good my lord,

—

Vio. My lord would sj)eak ; my duty hushes me.
Oli. If it be aught to the old tune, ray lord,

It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear.
As howling after music.
Duke. Still so cruel S

Oli. Still so constant, lord.
Duke. What, to perverseness ? you uncivil lady,

To whose ingrate and unauspicious altars
My soul the faithfull'st offerings hath breath'd out.
That e'er devotion tender'd ! What shall I do'i
Oli Even what it please my lord, that shall become

him.
Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it.

Like to the Egj'ptian thief at point of death.
Kill what I love? a savage jealousy.
That sometimes savours nobly.—But hear me this

:

Since you to non-regardance cast my faith.
And that I partly know the instrument
That screws me from my true place in your favour.
Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still

;

But this your minion, whom I know you love.
And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly.
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye.
Where he sits crowned in his master's spite.
Come, boy, with me ; ray thoughts are ripe in mischief

:

I'll sacrifice the lamb that 1 do love.
To spite a raven's heart within a dove. \Goin£:.

yio. And I, most jocund, apt. and willingly.
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die.

[Following.
Oli. Where goes Cesario ?
yio. After him I love

More than I love these eyes, more than my life.

More, by all mores, than e'er I shall love wife.
If I do feign, you witnesses above
Punish my life for tainting of my love

!

Oli. All me. detested I now am I begiiil'd 1

yio. \\\\(i does beguile you ? who does do you wrong ?

Oli. Hast thou forgot thyself V Is it so long?

—

Call forth the holy father. [J-xit an Attendant.
Duke. I7'(jViola.

] Come away.
Oli. Wnither, my lord ?—Cesario, husband, stay.
Duke. Husband?
Oli. Ay, husband ; can he that deny ?
Duke. Her husband, sirrah!
yio. No, my lord, not I.

Oli. Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear
That makes thee strangle thy propriety :

l-'car not, Cesario ; take thy fortunes up
;

Be that thou know'st thou .irt, and then thou art
As great as that thou fear'st.

—

Re-eittet Attendant wilh Priest.
O, welcome, father!

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence.
Here to unfolcT(though lately we intended
Tn keep in cLirkncss, wli.it occasion now
Keveals before 'tis ripe) what thou dost know
H.ith newly |i.isscd between this youth and me.

I'riesl. A contract of eternal bond of love,
Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands,
Atteste<l by the holy close of lips,

Strengtlien'd by intcreh.'ingcment of your rings;
And all the ceremony of this compdct

Seal'd in my function, by my testimony:
Since when, my watch hath told rae, toward my grave
I have travell'd but two hours.
Duke. O, thou dissembling cub 1 what wilt thou be

When time hath sow'd a grizzle on thy case?
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow.
That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow 1

Farewell, and take her ; but direct thy feet
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet.

yii). My lord, I do protest,

—

Oli. O, do not swear 1

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear.

Enter Sir Andrew Aguecheek,7i'/^/i his head broken.

Sir And. For the love of God, a surgeon ! send one
presently to Sir Toby.

Oli. What's the matter.
Sir And. He has broke ray head across, and has

given Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love of
God, your help I I had rather than forty pound I were
at home.

Oli. Who has done this. Sir Andrew ?

Sir And. The count's gentleman, one Cesario : we
took hira for a coward, but he's the very devil incar-
dinate.
Duke. My gentleman, Cesario?
Sir And. Od's Ufelings, here he is I

—^You broke my
head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was set on to
do 't by Sir Toby.

yio. Why do you speak to me f I never hurt you :

You drew your sword upon me, without cause ;

But 1 bespake you fair, and hurt you not.
Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have

hurt me : I think you set nothing by a bloody cox-
comb.—Here comes Sir Toby hahm^,—[Enter Sir
Toby Belch, drunk, led by the Clown.]—you shall
liear more : but if he had not been in drink, he would
have tickled you othergates than he did.
Duke. How now, gentleman 1 how is 't with you ?

Sir To. That's all one : he has hurt me, and there's
the end on't.—Sot, didst see Dick surgeon, sot?

Clo. 0, he's drunk. Sir Toby, an hour agone ; his
eyes were set at eight i' the morning.
Sir To. Then he's a rogue, and a passy-measures

pavin : I hate a drunken ro^ue.
Oli. Away with him ! Who hath made this havoc

with them ?

Sir And. I'll help you. Sir Toby, because we'll be
dressed together.
Sir To. Will you help an ass-head and a cox-

comb, and a knave? a thin-faced knave, a gull

!

Oli. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look'd to.

[Exeunt Clown, Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew.

Enter Sebastian.

Sed. I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your kmsman ;

But. had it been the brother of my blood,
I must have done no less with wit and safety.
You throw a strange regard upon me, and by that
I do perceive it hath offended you

:

Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows
We made each other but so Lite ago. [persons

;

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two
.\ natural perspective, that is, and is not

!

Seb. Antonio I O my dear Antonio I

How have the hours rack'd and tortur'd me.
Since I have lost thee I

Ant. Sebastian are you ?

Seb. Fear'st thou that, Antonio?
Ant. How have you made division of yourself?

—

An ap|>le, cleft in two, is not more twin
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian?

Oli. Most wonderful I

Seb. Do I stand there 1 I never had a brother

;

Nor c.-m there be that deity in my n.iture,
(_)f here .and every where. I had a sister.
Whom the blind waves and surges have dcvour'd.—
[
To Viola. J Of ch.arity, what kin are you to me ?
What countryman ? what n.aiiie ? what jiarentage ?

yio. Of Messiiline : Sebastian was my father

;

Such a Sebastian was my brother too,
So went he suited to his wat'ry tomb

:

If spirits can assume but form and suit,
You come to fright us.

Seb. A spirit I ain indeed

;

But am in th.at dimeusioii i;rossly clad.
Which from the womb I ilid p.irticipate.
Were you a woman, as the rest goes even,
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! should my ttars let fall upon your chcc-k

^^,f^?r''r'"'^'=
welcome, drowned Viola I

Ja' ry/^'lf lad a inole upon his brow,-
-^el). And so had mine.
yw. And died that day, when Viola from her birthHad number'd thirteen years
Seb. O that record is lively in my soul I

"f fi"'^''='i- 'ndeed, his mortal act

^, , tJ'i M '"^?^ ""y ^'='" 'hirteen years.Vto. If nothmsr lets to make us happy bothBut tins my masculine usurped attireDo not embrace me till each circumstance

?L'j'f^'
"x"?^;

''"'""<^' do cohere and jump,^.hat I am Viola
: which to confirm, ' ^

I II bnng you to a captain in this town,Where Re my maiden weeds ; by whose ecntle heloI was preserv'd, to serve thisnoble cou^t^ '^
'"'P

hL^L""Vf?""^^ "^^ '"y '°""">e since

5S fr^'^nr"?^"? ''i'"
'^dy ="'d this lord.

i>ei. [To 01iy.a.J So comes it, lady, you havebeen mistook: ' '
But nature to her bias drew in that.You would have been contracted to a maid •Now are you, therein, by my life, dece v'd

If this hi.
.„""'

'"T,l'^ ' ,"ffht noble is his blood—
ll:!» h ' 1^ y''- the glass seems true,
/./'a".have share in this most happy wreck.-

tfmls
^^"'°" "^^'^ said'^?o^ne a thousand

Anrt tlWh ^" "'°'"? ^''^'"^^ ^"" I over-swear
;

As doth rhnf
=7'?«,"".?s.keep as true in soul,

'

As doth tnat orbed continent the fire

And le^me see thee in thy woma^^Te^L'"'" '

11 \th ,„v m«'-3P"""' "'^' tl'd bring me first on shore,1 1. th my maid s garments : he, upon some actionIs now in durance, at Malvolio's suitA gentleman, and follower of my lady's.

A^h'vI^" f'^' ™''";^^ '"'" =-^'='<^h Malvolio hither :-And yet, alas, now I remember me
1 hey say, poor genUeman, he's much distract

Ke-enter Clown, 7(ii/h a letterA most e.vtracting frenzy of mine ownirom my remembrance clearly banish'd his.-IIow does he, sirrah?

sta7^'= Zh"'^'
'"^dam, he holds Belzebub at thestave s end, as well as n man in his case may do he

vou to d.r^' ^ ''^"" 1° >'°"
=

J should have ghen it to

?^„i.^ """?'"?;,*"" »s a madman's epistles arc

o1?'5lnl'„'>
" skills not much when they are de'OU. Open It, and read it.

"^

PyeredUo. Look then to be weU edified, when the fool

~,
How now! art thou mad?

1. i,7i,-
•i7\?da"i.. I do but read madness: an your

0/f^r'vt'he/'r^'H'^?/^ "".'^'l'
'°.be, you must allow

ri,; ^A /^' '^'*/ ' t''y,"Kht wits. [vox.
.

C/c. bo I do, madonna ; but to read his rieht wits is

.give ear
"= ""'"'°'' P^P^"^, my ^rTess, aiid

S'''i. ^^ Fabian.] Read it yon, sirrah.
Fab. [Reads.] "By the Lord, madam, you luroiie
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put me tno darkness, and given your drunk?,,,oj^„i ^,le <^er me, yet have J th?benefit"/ „y
tSZuV'i' "i^"'"' I'^dyshif. I haveyour ownletter that tnfcced me to the semblance Iput oh 7vit,

^,r,^"Vf''"^' '""J"" '" «'" »'ys^(/-"'Wri^ht,J-you muchshanie. Think of me as you tlease IIca^emydutyalittleunthoughtof, and speak o,\t ,y

'"^^•'filirhe write t.S'r""''-^-"«'^'^^^'^^-°"°-"
Clo. Ay. madam.
^J,'.''%

Tlus savours not much of distraction.
Oh. See him deliver'd, Fabian : bring him hither.

To . , nl-',^
'"•"'^'; ^"' ""'=*'' """K^ <«'"•• thought

I o think me as well a sister as a wife, fSn

l'.'r„ Y -''''''>" "''"'" *?'' •''"'^"" o" 't- so please ym"'Here at my house, and at my proper cost (offer -
rr^vtoia'Tv^"'' ' ^'" '"°-^' ^P' ' -'"brace your[/V- Viola.] \our master quits you; and, for your

service done him, "

So niuch against the mettle of your se.x
5o far beneath your soft and tender breeding

I

I

And since you ciU'd me master for so Ion-',
Here is my hand : you shaU from this timi be

[

Your master s mistress.
'''''•

u , _ ..A sister ?-yon are she.
r. t ,

He-enter Fabian, -with Mcdvolio
^«*^. Is this the madman?

How now, Malvolio

!

^^' "^ '°'''' ""* ^"'•^•

Not'^o^us wrong.
^^'^' *'°" ''^^'^ '^""'^ '"<^ ^"""-

?f"/ T J
,HaveI, Malvolio? no.^lat. Lady, you have. Pray you, peruse that letter •

You must not iipw deny it is your hand, ,

Write from it, if you can, in hand, or j.hrase

!

Or say tis not your seal, nor your invention:You can say none of this: weU, grant it then.And tell me, in the modesty of honour,

R-.ri^'^"
''"^ ^'"^n me such clear lights of favour.

?o ?, ^f. '^°T
^^^'ing.and cross-garter'd to you,

I n?Jf q?V,"°" stockings, and to frownL pon Sir 1 oby and the %hter people ;And, acting this in an obedient hope,« hy have you sufl^-er'd me to be imprisonj.Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest.And made the most notorious geek and miUThat e er invention play'd on? teU me wfiy.
at!. Alas, Malvoho, this is not my writing

I hough, I confess, much like the character'-But out of question, 'tis Maria's handAnd now I do bethink me, it was she

Anfi'i'n°''^
me thou wast mad

; then cam'st in smiling.And in such forms which here were presuppos'd
i-'&™ l'^'^?'"

'he letter. Pr'ythee, be con??nt

:

Rn, „0„f ''^i
'''"' T^' shrewdly pass'd upon thee

;

T 1 "uT ^"°'u 't^ SP-ounds and authors of it.Thou Shalt be both the plamtiffand tlie judgeut thine own cause.

\^ji'\ .
Good madam, hear me speak :And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come,

''"""•

wk" u r";
condition of this present hour.Which I have wonder'd at. In hope it shaU iiol

.

Most freely I confess, myself and toby
bet this device against Malvolio here,

llF"^ ^J""^
stubborn and uncourteous parts

Tlf.V^
conceiy'd agamst hun : Maria writThe letter at Sir Toby's great importance

in recompense whereof, he hath married herHow with a sportful malice it was follow'd, '

u7, ?r^^' P^"'^^ ^" laughter than revenge:U that the injuries be justly weigh'd.
1 hat have on both sides past

r/f w2^' ^°?' ''°°'' ^°^ ""^^'e they baffled thee IClo -VVhy, yome are born great, some achie:^

fhZ'"i'
'""^ ^o,ne have greltness throw",,^c::them. I was one, sir, in this interlude,—one SirTopas sir

; but that's all one.-" By the LordLllam not 7nad:"-hiit do you remember? ".v;;,^,,,-7u/,y laugh you at such a barren rascalial, wu
bringVKr^feCfet"""'''''"^'''^-'^^
Mai. I'll be reveng'd on the whole pack of you.

OU. He hath been most notoriously abus'd.
^^'*'*

H?Wh ^"/t"f>™' ?"d entreat him to a peace :-He hath not told us of tlie captam yet :
^

When that is known, and golden time coiiveul.A solemn romli;,,-..-:^^ .-i.^^i i ,
^^"iivciu^,

.. i.e.. mat is Known, and golden tim*A solemn combination shall be madeOf our dear souls -Meantime, sweet sister.We will not part from hence.-Cesario, come •

Hor so you s1.all be while you are a ni^u,
'"''

'

But when m other habits you are seenOrsmo s mistress, and his fancy's queen.
lExeuiUallaaXl <.io«iL

Clo. SONG.
t^^''f>tth<U I ',vas a„da little tlnv boy.

Jt ,' '?'•*; '''"' ""-""'nd and therain,
Jljoolish thing was but a toy,
For tlu rain it raineth everyday.

But-wlun Icame to man's estate.

_
IVtlh >uy, ho, the 7vindandthe rai;

^i'''S'„^'"'''^f^V'""'"'"menshi,t their rate,t or the rauiit raineth every day.
But when I came, alas I to -wive.

II- ah hey. ho, tite 7ui,id atui llu rain
hyjwaggering could I never thrive,
For tht rain it raineth every day.
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But -ulun J came unto my bed,
It't/h luy, ho, the wind and tlve rain,

II 'ith toss-fiols still /tad drunken head.
For the rain it rai>uih every day.

209

. 1 great whiie a,i;i> tlu luorld begun,
IVith hey, ho, tlie wind and the rain :

But tfiat's all one, our play is done.
And we'll strive to pleaseyou every day.

The Winter's Tale

Leontes, A'wii" ^Sidlia.
M.iiiiilliiis, his Son.
(,'aniillo,

"J

Dion. )
Officers of a Court of Judicature.
ISicilian Gentlemen.
Uogero, a Sicilian Oeutletnan.
Pobxenes, AV«^ <j/" Bohemia.
Florizel. his Son.
Archidamus, a BoJieniian Lord.
A Mariner.
l.aolcr.

DRAMATIS PERSONyJI.

An old Shepherd, reputed Father o/VtrdWi..
Clown, his Son.
Servant to the old Shepherd.
Autolycus, a Roffue.
Time, as Chorus.
Hermione, Queen to Leontes.
Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hermione.
Paulina, IVi/e to Antigoniis.

DoTcS,}-^'-^''-^'—
Sicilian Lords and Ladies. Attendants, Guards

Satyrs. Shepherds, Shepherdesses, &t.

:,

—

Sometimes in Sicilia, sometimes in Bohemia.

4)1 Antechamber in Leontes
Palace.

Enter Camillo and Archidamus.

ACT I.
SCENE II.—Sicilia. A Room ofState in DiePau

<;rv\l- 1 —Sirilia A„ Inlerhamber in Leontes •£«';' Leontes, Polixenes, Hermione, MamilliusSCENE l.—SiciUa. An AnttutamOer m 1-eonies
CamiUo, a/irf Attendants.

Pol. Nine changes of the wat'ry star have been
\ The shepherd's note, since we have left our throne

Arch. I f you shall chance, Camillo, to visit Bohemia.
| Without a burden: time as long again

I'll the like occasion whereon my services are now on
I 'Would be fiU'd up, my brother, with our thanks

:

foot, you shall see, as I have said, great difference be- ,\nd yet we should, for perpetuity,
t» ixt our Bohemia and your Sicilia.

;
Go hence in debt : and therefore, like a cipher,

Cam. I think, thLs coming summer, the king of 1 Yet standing in rich place, I multiply
Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation which he I With one we-thank-you many thousands more
justly owes him. That go before it.

Arch. Wherein our entertainment shall sh,^mc us, , Leon. Stay your thanks awhile,
we will be justified in our loves; for, indeed,

—

^

And pay them when you part.
Cam. Beseech you,

—

Arch. Verily, I speak it in the freedom of my know-
ledge : vve cannot with such magnificence—in so rare
— I know not what to say.—We will give you sleepy
drinks, th.it your senses, unintelligent of our insum-
cience, may, though they cannot praise us, as little

accuse us. [given freely.

Cant. 'Vou pay a great deal too dear for what's
Arch. Believe nie, 1 speak as my understanding in-

structs me, and as mine honcstj' puts it to utterance.
Cam. Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind to Bo-

hemia. They were trained together in their child-

hoods ; and there rooted betwixt them then such an
affection, which cannot choose but br.inch now. Since
their more mature dignities and royal necessities made
separation of their society, their encounters, though 1 So soon as youFs could win me : so it shoulil
not personal, have been royally attonieyed, with m- ! Were there necessity in your re<iuest, although
tcrchange of gifts, letters, loving embassies ; that they

1 'Twcre needful I denied it. My affairs
have seemed to be together, though absent ; sho.>k Do even dr.ig me homeward : which to hinder,
hands, .as over a vast ; and embraced, as it were, from Were in your love a whip to me ; my stay
the ends of opposed winds. The heavens continue To you .a charge and trouble : to save both,
tlieir loves I Farewell, our brother.
Arch. 1 think there is not in the world cither malice Leon. Tongue-tied our queen ? speak you.

'•r matter lo alter it. You have an unsiieakable com- 1 Her. I had thought, sir, to liave held my peace nmii
fort of your j-oung prince .Mjunillius: it is a gentleman 1 You luul drawn oailhs from him not to stay. You, sir.

P»L
'

Sir, that's to-niorr...i

I am question'd by my fears, of what may chance.
Or breed upon our absence, that may blow
No sneaping winds at home, to make us say,
" This is put/orth too truly." Besides, I have sl.iv (',

To tire your royalty.
I^eon. AVe arc tougher, brother.

That you can put us to 't.

Pol. No longer stay.
LeoK. One seven-night longer.
Pol. Very sooth, to-morrow.
Leon. We'll part the time between 's then : and in

I'll no gain-saying. |th.it

Pol. Press ine not, beseech you. so.

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i" tlie world.

.

of the greatest promise that ever came into my note,
Cajn, I very well agree with you in the hopes of

him: it is a gallant chiUl ; one that, indeed, physics
the subject, makes old he.'irts fresh ; they that went
f'U crutches ere he was bom, desire yet their life to
sec him a man.
Arch. Would they else be content lo die?
Cam. Vls; if there were no other excuse why they

mIiouM desire to live.

Arch. If the king liSd nu son, tliey would desire to
live on crutches till he had one,

Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are sure
All in Bohciiiia's well ; this s-atisfaction
The by-gone day proclaim'd : say this to him,
He's beat from his best ward.
I-eon. Well said, Hermione.
Her, To tell, he longs to see his son, were strong :

But let liiin say so then, and let him go ;

But let hiin swear so, and he sli.ill not slay.
We'll thwack him hence wiili dist.iffs.—

desire to | 7'o I'olixeiies.
1

\Fxeunt. \ The borrow of
1 Yet of your royal presence I'll adveii-
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You take my ford, I'll give him my commission,
To let him there a month behind the gest
Prefix*d for his partine :—yet, good deed, Leontes,
I love thee not a jar o llie clock behind
What lady she her lord. You'll stay X

PoL No, madam.
Her. Nay, but you will 2

Pot. I may not, verily.
Her. Verily I

you put me off with limber vows ; but I,

Though you would seek t' unsphere the stars with
Should yet say, " 5;V, «o ^oM/.i'.

' Verily, (oaths,
You shall not go : a lady's verily is

As potent as a lord's. Will you go yet ?

Force me to keep you as a prisoner.
Not like a guest ; so you shall pay your fees [you ?

When you depart, and save your thanks. How say
My prisoner, or my guest? by your dread verily.
One of them you shall be.

Pot. Your guest, then, madam :

To be your prisoner should import offending

;

Which is for me less easy to commit.
Than you to punish.
Her. Not your gaoler, then.

But your kind hostess, Come, I II question you
Of my lord's tricks and yours when you were boys ;

You were pretty lordlings then.
Pot. We were, fair queen,

Two lads that thought there was no more behind,
But such a day to-morrow as to-day.
And to be boy eternal.
Hey. Was not my lord the verier wag o' the two ?

Pot. We v/ere as twinn'd lambs that' did frisk i' the
sun.

And bleat the one at th' other : what we chang'd.
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not
The doctrine of ill-doing, nor dream'd
That any did. Had we pursu'd that life.

And our weak spirits ne'e: been higher rear'd
With stronger blood, we should have answer'd heaven
Boldly, " Notguitty ;" the imposition clear'd.
Hereditary ours.
Her. By this we gather.

You have tripp'd since.
Pot. O, my most sacred lady,

Temptations have since then been bornTto us ; for

In those unfledg'd days was my wife a girl

;

Your precious self had then not cross'd the eyes
Of my young playfellow.
Her. Grace to boot

!

Of this make no conclusion, lest you say
Your queen and I are devils : yet, go on ;

Th' offences we have made you do, we'll answer

;

If you first sinn'd with us, and that with us
You did continue fault, and that you slipp'd not
With any, but with us.

Leon. Is he won yet t

Her. He'll stay, my lord.

Lean. At my request he would not.

Hermione, my dearest, thou never spok'st
To better purpose.
Her. Never

!

Leoit. Never but once.
Her. What ! have I twice said well ? when was "t

before ?

I pr'ythee tell me ; cram us with praise, and make us
As fat as tame things : one good deed, dying tongue-
Slaughters a thousand waiting upon that. (less,

Our "praises are our wages : you may ride us
With one soft kiss a thousand furlongs, ere
With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal :

—

My last good deed was to entreat his stay:
What was my first ? it has an elder sister.

Or I mistake you : O, would her name were Grace I

But once before I spoke to the purpose : when?
N.'iy, let me hav't ; I long.
Leon. Wliy, th.at was when

Three crabbid months had soured themselves to

death.
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand.
And clap thyselfmy love : then didst thou utter,
" I am yours for ever."
Her. It is Grace indeed.

—

Why, lo you now, I have spoke to the purpose twice :

The one for ever earn'd a royal husbiuid

;

Th' other for some while -a friend.

{Giving her hand to Polixenes.
i^on. \Aside.\ Too hot, too hot

!

To mingle friendship far, is niingUng bloods.

I have tremor cordis on me,—my heart dances

;

But not for joy,—not joy.—This entertainment
May a free face put on ; derive a liberty
From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom.
And well become the agent ; it may, I grant

:

But to be paddling palms and pinching fingers,'

As now they are ; and making practis'd smiles,
As in a looking-glass ; and then to sigh, as 'twere
The mort o' the deer ; O. that is entertainment
My bosom likes not, nor my brows.—Mamillius,
Art thou my boy ?

Mam. Ay, my good lord.
Leon. r fecks?

Why, that's my bawcock. What, hast smutch'd thy
nose ?

—

They say, it is a copy out of mine. Come, captain,
We nmst be neat ;—not neat, but cleanly, captain :

And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf,

.\re all call'd neat.

—

{Observing Vo\. and \i^t.\ Still

virginalling

Upon his palm?—How now, you wanton calf I

Art thou my calf?
Mam. Yes, if you will, my lord.

Lecn. Thou want'st a rough pash, and the shoots
that I have.

To be full like me :—yet tliey say we are
Almost as like as eggs ; women say so.

That will say anything : but were they false
As o'er-dyed blacks, as wind, as waters,—false
As dice are to be wish'd by one that fixes
No bourn 'twixt his and mine,—yet were it true
To say this boy were like me.—Come, sir page.
Look on ]ne with your welkin eye : sweet villain !

Most dear'st \ my collop 1—Can thy dam ?—may 't be ?—
Affection, thy intention stabs the centre ;

Thou dost make possible, things not so held,
Communicat'st with dreams ;—(how can this be ?)

—

With what's unreal thou coactive art

,

.\nd fellow'st nothing: then, 'tis very credent.
Thou mayst co-join with something ; and thou dost

;

(And that beyond commission ; and I find it,)

And that-to the infection of my brains,
.Viid hardening ofmy brows.
Pot. What means Sicilia ?

Her. He something seems unsettled.
Pot. How, my lord?

What cheer ? how is 't with you, best brother ?

Her. You look
As if you held a brow of much distraction

:

Are you mov'd, my lord?
Leon. No, in good earnest.

—

{yfside.] How sometimes nature will betray its folly.

Its tenderness, and make itself .a pastime
To harder bosoms !

—

[To tier.] Looking on the fines

Of my boy's face, methought I did recoil
Twenty-three years, and saw myself imbrecch'd.
In my green velvet coat ; my dagger muzzled.
Lest it should bite its master, and so prove.
As ornaments oft do, too dangerous

:

How like, methought, I then was to this kernel.
This squash, this gentleman.—Mine honest friend,
Will you take eggs for money ?

Mam. No, my lord, I'll fight.

Leon. You will ? why, happy man be his dole !—
My brother.

Are you so fond of your young prince, as we
Do seem to be of ours ?

Pot. If at home, sir,

He's all my exercise, my mirth, my matter

:

Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy ;

My parasite, my soldier, statesman, .all

:

He makes .a July's day short as December ;

And with his varying childness cures in me
Thoughts that would thick my blood.
Leon. So stands this squire

Ufiic'd with me : we too will walk, my lord.

And leave you to your graver steps.—Hermione,
How thou lov'st us. show in our brother's welcome

;

Let what is dear in Sicily, be cheap

:

Next to thyself and my young rover, he's
Apparent to my heart.

//cr. If you would seek us.

We are yours i' the garden : shall 's attend you there !

Leon. To your own bents dispose you : you'll be
found.

Be you beneath the f.ky.^.-lside.] I am angling now,
Though you perceive nie not how I give line.
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1

Go to, go to ! [Oisfrvi'i^ Polixenes nwrf Hcrmione.
How she holds up the neb, the bill to him

;

And arms her with the boldness of a wife
To her allowing husband I Gone already

!

L/:>^««^ Polixenes, Hermione, a;frt Attendants.
Inch-thick, knee-deep, o'er head and ears a fork'd

one!

—

Go play, boy, play :—thy mother plays, and I

riay too ; but so disjfrac'd a part, whose issue
Will liiss me to my grave : contempt and clamour
Will be my knell.—Go play, boy, play.—There have
Or 1 am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now; [been.
And many a man there is even at this present.
Now while I speak this, holds his wife oy til' arm.
That little thinks she has been sluic'd in's absence,
.\nd his pond fish'd by his next neiijhbour, by
-Sir Sraiie, his neijjhbour : nay, there's comfort in 't.

Whiles other men have gates, and those gates open'd,
-\s mine, against their will : should all despair,
Th.at have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind
Would hang themselves. Physic for 't, there is none ;

J t is a bawdy pHnet, that will strike
Where 'tis predominant ; and 'tis powerful, think it.

From east, west, north, and south : be it concluded.
No barricado for a belly ; know it

;

It will let in and out the enemy.
With bag and baggage : many a thousand of us
Have the disease, and feel't not.—How now, boy I

Mam. I am like you, they say.
Leon. Why, that's some comfort.

What, Camillo there?
Cam. Ay, my good lord.

Leon. Go play, Mamillius ; thou 'rt an honest man.

—

[ E.vit Mamillius.
Camillo, this great Sir will yet stay longer.
Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold

:

When you cast out, it still came home.
Leon. Didst note it?

Cam. He would not stay at your petitions ; made
His business more material.
Leon. Didst perceive it?

—

\ylsti/e.] They're here with me already; whispering,
"5/'ri'/:Vi t's a so-forth : lis far gone, [rounding,
When I shall gust it last.—How came 't, Camillo,
That he did stay t

Cam. At the good queen's entreaty.
Leoti. At the queen's, be 't : good should be perti-

But so it is, it is not. Was this taken [nent

;

By any understanding pate but thine?
For thy conceit is soakmg, will draw in

More than the common blocks:—not noted, is't,

But of the finer natures? by some severals
Of head-piece extraordinary? lower messes,
Perchance, are to this business purblind ? say.
Cam. Business, my lord 1 1 thmk, most understand

Bohemia stays here longer.
jOok. Ha ?

Cant. Stays here longer.
Leon. Ay, but why ?

Cam. To satisfy your highness, and the entreaties
Of our most gracious mistress.

Leon. Satisfy

The entreaties of your mistress !—satisfy !

—

Let that suffice. I have trusted thee, Camillo,
With all the things nearest to my heart, as well

My chamber-councils : wherein, priest-like, thou
Hast cleans'd my bosom ; I from thee departed
Thy penitent reform'd : but we have been
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd
In that which seems so.

Cam. Be it forbid, my lord I

Leon^ To bide upon 't ; thou art not honest ; or.

If thnu inclin'st that way. thou art a coward.
Which hoxcs honesty behind, restraining

From course requir'd ; or else thou must be counted
A servant grafted in my serious trust.

And therein negligent ; or else a fool,

"That seest a game play'd home, the rich stake drawn,
And tak'st it all for jest.

Cam. My gracious lord,

I may lie negligent, foolish, and fearful

;

In every one of these no man is free.

But th.1t his negligence, his folly, fe.ar.

Among the infinite doings of the world.
Sometime puts forth : in your affairs, my lord,
If ever I were wilful-negligent,
It was my folly ; if industriously
I play'd the fool, it was my negligence.

Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful

To do a thing, where I the issue doubted,
Whereof the execution did cry out
Ag.-'inst the non-performancei 'twas a fear

W'hich oft infects the wisest : these, my lord,

Are such allow'd infirmities, that honesty
Is never free of. But, beseech your grace.
Be plainer with me ; let me know my trespass
By Its own visage : if I then deny it,

'Tis none of mine.
Leon. H.ave not you seen, Camillo,

(But that's past doubt ; you have ; or your eye-glass
Is thicker than a cuckhold's horn,) or heard,
(For, to a vision so apparent, rumour
Cannot be mute,) or thought, (for cogitation
Resides not in that man that does not think,)

My wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess,
(Or else be impudently negative.
To have nor eyes, nor ears, nor thought), then say
My wife's a hobbj^horse ; deserves a name
As rank as any flax-wench that puts to
Before her troth-plight : say it, and justify it.

Cayn. I would not be a stander-by. to hear
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without
My present vengeance taken ; 'shrew my heart,

Vou never spoke what did become you less

Than this ; which to reiterate, were sin
As deep as that, though true.
Leon. Is whispering nothing i

Is leaning cheek to cheek? is meeting noses?
Kissing with inside lip ? stopping the career
Of laughter with a sigh? (a note infallible

Of breaking honesty) horsing foot on foot ?

Skulking in corners? wishing clocks more swift?
Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and all eyes blind
AVith the pin and web, but theirs, theirs only.
That would unseen be wicked? is this nothing?
Why, then the world, and all that's in 't is nothing;
The covering sky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing

:

My wife is nothing ; nor nothing have these nothings,
If this be nothing.
Cam. ' Good my lord, be cut'd

Of this diseas'd opinion, and betimes; ,

For 'tis most dangerous.
J,eon. Say it be, 'tis true.
Cam. No, no, my lord,

Leon. It is ; you lie, you lie

:

I say thou liest. Camillo, and I hate thee ;

Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave

;

Or else a hovering temporizer, that
Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil.

Inclining to them both : were my wife s liver

Infected as her life, she would not live

The running of one glass.

Cn7n Who does infect her ?

Leon. Why, he that wears her like her medal, hang-
About his neck, Bohemia : who — if I [ing

Had servants true about nic that bare eyes
To see alike mine honour as their profits.

Their own particular thrifts,—they would do that

Which should undo more doing ; ay, and thou.
His cup-bearer,—whom I from meaner form
Have bench'd and rear'd to worship ; v.ho mayst see
Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees heaven.
How I am galled.—mightst bespice a cup,
To give mine enemy alasting wiiik ;

Winch draught to me were cordial.

Cam. Sir. my lord,

I could do this, and that with no rash notion.

But with a lingering dram, that should not work
Maliciously, like poison : but I cannot
iJdic^c this crack to be in my dread mistress.

.So sovereignly being honourable.
I have lov d thee,—
Leon. Make that thy question, and go rot I

Dost think I am so muddy, so unsettled.
To appoint myself in this vexation ; sully
The purity .and whiteness of my sheets,
\Vliich to preserve is sleep, which being spotted.
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps?
Give scandal to the l)lood o'the prince, my son,
Who, I do think is mine, and love as mine,
Without ripe moving to 't?—Would I do this?
Could man so blench?
Cam. I must believe you, sir

:

I <lo
I
and will fetch off Bohemia for 't

;

Provided, that when he's rcinov'd. your highness
Will take again your queen, as yours at first,
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liven fur your son's sake ; and, thereby, for scaling
The injury of tonsjiies, in court"; and kingdoms
Known and allied to yours.

Leon, Thou dost advise me.
Even so as I mine own course have set down

:

I'll ^ive no blemish to her honour, none.
dam. My lord.

Go then ; and with a countenance as clear
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohemia,
And with your queen. I am his cupbearer

:

If from me he have wholesome beverage.
Account me not your servant.
Leon. This is all

:

Do 't, and thou hast the one half of my heart

;

Do 't not, thou split'st thine own.
Cam I'll do't, my lord.

Leon. I will seem friendly, as thou hast advis'd me.
{Exit.

Cam. O miserable lady !—But, for me,
"What case stand I in ? 1 must be the poisoner
Of good Polixenes : and my ground to do 't

Is the obedience to a master ; one.
Who, in rebellion with himself, will have
All that are his, so too.—To do this deed.
Promotion follows : if I could find example
Of thousands that had struck anointed kings.

And flourished after, I'd not do 't ; but since
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not one,
I -el villainy itself forswear 't. I nuist

lorsake the court : to do 't, or no, is certain
To me a break-neck. Happy star, reign now I

Here comes Bohemia.
Enter Polixenes.

Pol. This is strange : methinks
My favour here begins to warp. Not speak ?

—

r,ood-day, Camillo.
Cam. Hail, most royal sir 1

Pol. "What is the news i' the court ?

Cam. None rare, my lord.

Pol. The king halh on him such a countenance,
As he had lost "some province, and a region
I-ov'd as he loves himself: even now I met him
With customary compliment ; when he,

V/afting his eyes to the contrary, and falling

A lip of nmch contempt, speeds from me ; and
.So leaves me to consider what is breeding
That changes thus his manners.
Cam. I dare not know, my lord.

Pol. Howl dare not? do not. Do you know, and
dare not

Be intelligent to me ? 'Tis thereabouts

;

For, to yourself, what you do know, you must,

And cannot say, you dare not. Good Camillo,

"Vour chang'd complexions are to me a mirror

Which shows me mine chang'd too ; for, 1 must be
A party to this alteration, finding

Myself thus alter'd with 't.

Cam. There is a sickness

Which puts some of us in distemper; but
1 cannot name the disease ; and it is caught
(Jf you, that yet are well.

Pol. How 1 caught of me I

Make me not sighted like the basilisk :

I have look'd on thousands, who have sped the better

P,y my regard, but killd none so. Camillo,

—

.\s you are certainly a gentleman ; thereto

(;ierk-like, experienc'd, which no less adorns
I >ur gentry than our parents' noble names,
In whose success we are gentle,—I beseech you,

If you know aug'nt which does behove my knowledge
Thereof to be inform'd. imprison it not
In ignorant concealment.
Cam. I may not answer.
Pol. A sickness caught of me, and yet I well

!

I must be answer'd.—Dost thou hear, Camillo,

I cinjure thee, by all the parts of man
Which honour does acknowledge,—whereof the least

Is not this suit of mine.—that thou declare

What incidency thou dost guess of harm
Is creeping toward me ; how far off, how near

;

Which way to be prevented, if to be ;

If not, how best to bear it.

Cam. Sir, I will tell you ;

Since I am charg'd in honour, aud liy him
rhat I think honourable: therefore mark my counsel,

"Which must be even as swiftly follow'd, as

I mean to utter it. or both yourself and nic

Cry, " lost," and so good-night.

Act 2.

Pol. On, good Camillo.
Cam. I am appointed him to murder you.
Pol. By whom, Camillo?
Cajn. By the king.
Pol. For what!
Ca7n. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he swears

As he had seen 't, or been an instrument
To vice you to't, that you have touch'dhis queen
Forbiddenly.

Pol. O, then my best blood turn
To an infected jelly, and my name
Be yok'd with his that did betray the Best I

Turn then my freshest reputation to
.V savour, that may strike the dullest nostril

Where I arrive ; and my approach be shunn'd.
Nay, hated too, worse than the great'st infection

That e'er was heard, or read 1

Cam. Swear his thought ove
By each particular star in heaven, and
By all their influences, you may as well
Forbid the sea for to obey the moon,
As, or by oath, remove, or counsel, shake
The fabric of his folly, whose foundation
Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue
The standing of his body.

Pol. How should this grow!
Cam. I know not : but I am sure 'tis safer to

.\void what's grown, than question how 'tis born.
If tlierefore you dare trust my honesty,

—

That lies enclosed in this tnuik, which you
Sliall bear along impawn'd,—away to-night.

Your followers I will whisper to the business ;

.\nd will, by twos and threes, at several posterns.

Clear them o" the city : for myself, I'll put
My fortunes to your service, which are here
By this discovery lost. Be not uncertain

;

For, by the honour ofmy parents, I

Have utter'd truth ; which, if you seek to prove,
I dare not stand by ; nor shall you be safer

Than one condemned by the kmg's own mouth.
Thereon his execution sworn.

Pol. I do believe thee.

I saw his heart in his face. Give me thy hand :

Be pilot to me, and thy places shall

Still neighbour mine. My ships are ready, and
My people did expect my hence departure
Two days ago.

—
"This jealousy

Is for a precious creature : as she's rare.

Must it be great ; and, as his person's mighty,
Must it be violent ; and, as he does conceive
He is dishonoured by a man which ever
Profess'd to him, why, his revenges must
In that be made more bitter. Fear o'ershades me
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothin.L'

Of his ill-ta'en suspicion ! Come, Camillo ;

I will respect thee as a father, if

Thou bear'st my life off hence : let us avoid.

Cam. It is in mine authority to command
The keys of all the posterns : please your highness
To take the urgent Iiour: come, sir, away !

\_ExcuHt

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Sic'dia. /t Room in the Palace.

Enter Herraione, Mamillius, and Ladies.

Her. Take the-l)oy to you : he so troubles me,
'Tis past enduring.

I Lady. Come, my gracious lord.

Shall I be your playfellow?
Mom. No. I'll none of you.

1 Lady. AVhy, my bweet lord?
Mam. "i'ou'll kiss me hard ; and speak to me as if

I were a baby still.— I love you better.

2 Lady. And why so, my lord J

Mam. Not for because
Your brows are blacker ; yet black brows, they say.

Become some women best, so that there be not

Too much hair there, but in a semi-circle.

Or a half-moon made with a pen.
2 Lady. Who taught you this

;

Mam. I leam'd it out of women's faces.—Pray
now.

What colour are your eyebrows !

1 J.ady. Blue, my lord.
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Tharhast'^A m'u^rt°?J:t=her'^Vb"^^^^ f™^!!
I" "?' ^•-'" -\^'^^'«« "fthy place,

"i^,j<0'.
*^ °'- w^rt- ,.„.' ^I'SH'''''?^"''!"' '"'''''"S: '"« *e precedentiiark } e ,-. should a like lanijniage use to all degrees,The queen, your mother, rounds apace : we'siiail

Present our services to a fine new prince.
One of these days

; and then you'd wanton with us.
If we \voula have you.
iLady She is spread of late

Into a ffopdly bulk : good time encounter her I

Her. what wisdom stirs amongst you " ~
I am for you again : pray you, sit by us.
And tell s a tale.

'Vnd mannerly distinguishiiient leave out
Betwixt the prince and beggar !-I have said
J
he s an adult ress ; I have said with whom :More, she s a traitor ; and Caiiiillo isA federary with her; and one that knows

- - -
, >* nat she should shame 10 know herself,come, sir. But with her most vile principal, that she's(now A b«d-swerver. even as bad as those

:?^Ur",'B?,?;!:^^?.'^"' ''''«; ^y- andpWvy
I

To this their Tate escape.
il/iiwi. Merry, or sad, shall 't be!
//^r. As merry as you will. • ir „- -

Ill^oneofspritesand^^f^^^-''^'--'- ^^^^^^^^^ "o^^^i^S^;. you.
ff"-- Let -s Invp ^ha^ ,,«„^ .- v i

you shall come to clearer knowledge, that

Her. Come on 'hpn wi i, ,,
^,^ top -Away with her to prison.

And give -t me in mine ear.
^ °"' '''^"'

n,f,\wf^" ^P^^'' ^°' ''^'^- '^ ^f^' oir|uilty,

i:-«/.^Leontes,Antigonus, Lords, ««rf Guards
P'^^Jhat he speaks.

[.««. W,is he niff t>;pr.»» h.-c »„:., o ,-._:?,- ,.f I.
'"'-. There s some ill planet reigns

:

Leon. Was he met there? his train
him?

I Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them ; nevesaw I men scour so on their way : I ey'd them
Even to their ships.
Leon. How bless'd ain I

in my just censure, in my true opinion !—
Alack, for lesser knowledge 1 How accurs'd
In being so blest :—There may be in the cupA spider steep'd, and one may drink, depart.
And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge
Is not infected: but if one present
The abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make knownHow he hath drunk, he cracks his gor<re his sides
With violent hefts :-I have drunk, and seen the spidCamiUo was his help in this, his pander :—
There is a plot against my life, my crown

;
All 's true that is mistrusted :—that false villainWhom I employ 'd, was pre-employ'd by hiin :

'

He has discover'd my design, and I

Remain a pinch'd thii^; yea, a very trick
For them to play ut will,—How came the posternsbo easily open V

,,,' I-"''''- By his great authority

;

" Inch often hath no less prevail'd than so,On your command.
Leon. I know 't too well,—

[ To Hermione.
] Give ine the boy : I am glad you did

not nurse him

:

Though he does bear some signs of me, yet youHave too much blood in him.
•''''' „ L , .

What is this? sport?
Leon. Bear the boy hence ; he shall not come about

her;
Away with \mn'.-{Exit Mamillius, attended 1 and let

her sport herself
With that she's big with ; for 'tis Polixenes
Has made thee swell thus.

. "C:- .
,
But I'd say he had notAnd 1 11 be sworn you would believe my saying

Howcer you lean to the luipvard.

T '"'i""' 1 , . ..
Y°"' "ly lords,Look on her, mark her well ; be but aboutTo say, "she is .i goodly lady" and

The justice of^our hearts will thereto add,
" Tis pity site s not honest, honourable "

Praise her but for this her without-door form.
OV hu^.on my faith.deicrveshigh speech.) andstraiglitThe shrug, the hum. or ha. these petty brands
That calumny doth use.—O, I am out,—
That mercy does ; for calumny will sear
Virtue itself—these shrugs, these hums and lia'sWhen you have .said " she's goodly, ' come between
tre you can say " she's honest :" but be 't known
I;rom him that has most cause to grieve it should bebhe s an adult ress.

-.f^"'- Should a villain say so, .

The most rcplenish'd villain in the world.
He were as much mofe vill.iin : you, my lordDo but mistake.

o'v""' t ,
You have mistook, my Ia(f)',

Pohxenes for Leontes
: o thou thiiiK.l

f-V^r-ii -.< r
'"'- mere s some ill

Lamillo witl I must be patient tiU the heavens look
JV ith an aspect more favourable.—Good my lordslam not prone to weeping, as our se.\:
Commonly are ; the wantof which vain dew
1 erchance, shall dry your pities ; but I have
Uiat honourable grief lodg'd here, which burnsworse than tears drown : beseech you all, my lords,

il ,1
'"ouglits so qualified as your charities

bhall best instruct you. measure me :—and so.The king s will be perform'd 1

u'-J.T" '''•' Guards.

)

Shall I be heard ?Her. Who IS t that goes with me ?-Beseech your
highness.

My wonien may be with me ; for, you see.My plight requires it.—Do not weep, good fools •

mere is no cause : when you shall know your mis-Has desen- d prison, then abound in tears ftressAs I come out : this action I now go on
s for my better grace.—Adieu, my lord :

1 never wish d to see you sorry; now.
1 trust, I shaU—My women, come

; you have leave.Leon. Go, do our bidding ; hence !

T J t£>^««/ Queen and Ladies with Guards
/;? n ^^^"f'^y

youtliighness, call the queen againAnt. Be certain what you do, sir, lest your justice

Vn'?,'rt 'if°'^""= '" ""^ '"'''='• ""^'^ greatones suflfer,-
i ourself, your queen, your son.

I Lord.
Pqj. ]^ lord.—dare my life lay down, and will do 't, sir -

lease you to accept it,-that the queen is spotlesstheeyesofheaven, andtoyou; Imean,
"^

In this which you accuse her.

ci^"'' V . If it provebhe s otherwise. I '11 keep mv stables where
I odge my wife ; I 'II go in couples with her

;

X Hen. when I \ff\ .Tnri c^« iio.. .— f.._t .„.'-ri.^.r
"

"u"' V;^ * .' " fi'^ '" ' '-'i'l-"cs Willi ner ;
I hen, when I feel ancTsee her, no farther trust her •

l;or every inch of woman in the world.
Ay, every dram of woman's flesh, is false.
If she be.
Leon. Hold your peaces I

'/Tf. , Good, my lord,-
Ant. It IS for you we speak, not for ourselves

:

Voii are abus d, and by some putter-on,

I vo^.iH 1, 1 ;"""'l-'°'''' k *":''' ' "^"e" "'e villain,
»oiildland-d.-imnhim. Be she honour-flaw'd

—

I li.ive three daughters; the eldest is eleven •

Trie second and the third, nine and some five

II geld them all ; fourteen they shall not see,
o bring false generations : they are co-heirs ;And I had rather glib myself, than they

.Should not produce fair issue.

V ' „ u. . .
Cease; no more

^ oil smell this business with a sense as coldAs IS a dead man's nose : but I do see 't and feel 't,
.\s you feel doing thus ; and see withal
I he instruments that feel.

,,.-'"' Ifitbeso,
u e need no grave to bury honesty:
I licre 's not a grain of it the face to sweeten

I '1 the whole dungy earth.
^""'' What! lack I credit?
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1 Loyii, I had rather you did lack than I, my lord
Upon this ground ; and more it would content nic
To have her honour true than your suspicion.
Be blam'd for 't how you might.
Leon. Why, what need we

Commune \vith you of this, but rather foliow
Our forceful instigation ? Our prerogative
Calls not your counsels ; but our natural goodness
Imparts this ; which, if you (or btujjified

Or scLining so in skill) caniiol or will not
Relish a truth like us, iufuna -j uuvs-^Wcs,
We need no more of your advice : the matter.
The loss, the gain, the ordering out, is all

Properly ours.
W;/^. And I wish, my liege.

You had orjy in your silent judgmeut tried it.

Without more overture.
Lean. How could that be J

Either tliou art most ignorant by ;i<je.

Or thou wert born a fool. Camillo s flight.

Added to their familiarity,

(Which was as gross as ever touch'd conjecture,
That lack'd sight only, naught for approbation
But only seeing, all other circumstances
Made up to the deed.) doth push on tins proceeding :

Yet, for a greater contirmation,
(For in an act of this importance 'twere
Most piteous to be wild,) I have despatch'd in post
To sacred Delphos, to Apollo's temple,
Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know
Of stuff'd sufficiency : now, from the oracle
They will bring all ; whose spiritual counsel had,
Shall stop or spur me. Have I done well 2

I Lord. Well done, my lord.
Leon. Though I am satisfied, and need no more

Than what I know, yet shall the oracle
Give rest to the minds of others ; such as he.
Whose ignorant credulity will not
Come up to the truth. So have we thought it good,
From our free person she should be confin'd.
Lest that the treachery of the two fled hence
Be left her to perform. Come, follow us

;

We are to speak in public ; for this business
Will raise us all.

Ant. {Aside.'\ To laughter, as I take it.

If the good truth were known. \llxeuiit.

SCENE 11.—Sicilia. The outer Rootn ofa Prison.

Enter Paulina a^id Attendants.

Paul. The keeper of the prison,—call to him ;

Let him have knowledge who I am.

—

\Exit an At-
tendant.] Good lady !

No court in Europe is too good for thee.
What dost thou, then, in prison ?

—

Re-enler Attendant luHh tlie Keeper.
Now, good sir,

You know me, do you not?
Keep. For a worthy lady,

And one whom much I honour.
Paul. Pray you, then,

Conduct me to the queen.
Keep. I may not, madam : to the contrary

I have express commandment.
Paul. Here's ado.

To lock up honesty and honour from
Th' access of gentle visitors !—Is 't lawful, pray you.
To see her women? any of them? Emilia?
Keep. .So please you, madam,

To put apart these your attendants, I

Shall brmg Emilia forth.

Paul. I pray now, call her.

Withdraw yourselves. {Exeunt Attendants.
Keep. And, madam,

I must be present at your conference.
Paul. Well, be 't so, pr'ythee. \^Exit Keeper.

Here's such ado to make no stain a stain.

As passes colouring.
Re-enter Keeper, lutth Emilia.

Dear gentlewoman,
How fares our gracious lady?
Enn'l, As well as one so great and so forlorn

May hold together: on her frights and griefs,

(Which nuver tender lady hath borne grc.iter,)

She is. something before her time, dehver'd.
Paul. A boy ?

Etnil. A daughter ; .and a goodly babe.
Lusty, and like to live : the queen receives

Much comfort in 't ; says, '• alypoorprisoner,
I avi innocent as you.^^

Paul. I dare be sworn :—
These dangerous unsafe lunes i* the king, beshrew
He must be told on 't, and he shall : the office [them I

Becomes a woman best ; I'll take 't upon me :

If I prove honey-mouth'd, let my tongue blister.

And never to my red-look'd anger be
The trumpet any more.—Pray you. Emilia,
Commend my best obedience to the queen :

If she dares trust me with her little babe,
I'll show it the king, and undertake to be
Her advocate to the loudest. We do not know
How he may soften at the sight of the child ;

The silence often of pure innocence
Persuades, when speaking fails.

P-mil. Most worthy madam.
Your honour, and your goodness, is so evident.
That your free undertaking cannot miss
A thriving issue : there is no lady living
So meet Tot this great errand. Please your ladyship
To visit the next room, I'll presently
Acquaint the queen of your most noble offer

;

Who, but to-day, hannner'd of this design.
But durst not tempt a minister of honour.
Lest she should be denied.
Paul. Tell her, Emilia,

I'll use that tongue I have : if wit flow from it

As boldness from my bosom, let it not be doubted ;

I shall do good.
Emit. Now, be you blest for it I

I'll to the queen : please you, come something nearer.
Keep. Madam, if 't please the queen to send the

I know not what I shall incur to pass it, [babe.
Having no warrant.
Paul. You need not fear it, sir :

The child was prisoner to the womb, and is,

By law and process of great nature, thence
Freed and enfranchis'd ; not a party to
The anger of the king, nor guilty of.

If any be, the trespass of the queen.
Keep. I do believe it.

Paul. Do not you fear : upon mine honour, I

Will stand betwixt you and danger. {Exeunt

SCENE III.— Sicilia. A Rvoin in the Palace.

Enter Leontes, Antigours, Lords, and Attendants.

Leon. Nor night, nor day, no rest ; it is but weakness
To bear the matter thus,—mere weakness If

The cause were not in being,— part o' the cause.
She the adultress ; for the harlot king
Is quite beyond mine arm, out of the blank
And level of my brain, plot-proof; but she
I can hook to me : say, that she were gone.
Given to the fire, a moiety of my rest

Might come to me again.—Who's there?
I Atteit. {Advancing.'] My lord?

Leon. How does the boy !

I Atten. He took good rest to-nieht

;

'Tis hoped his sickness is discharg'd.
Leon. To see his nobleness

Conceiving the dishonour of his mother.
He straight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply,
Fasten'd and fix'd the shame on 't in himself,

Threw off his spirit, his appetite, his sleep.

And downright languish'd.—Leave me solely :—go.
See how he'fares. {Exit .attendant.]—Fie, fie 1 no

thought of him ;

The very thouglit of my revenges that way
Recoil upon me : in himself too mighty.
And in liis parties, his alliance,—let him be.

Until a time may serve : for present vengeance.
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixenes
Laugh at me, make their pastime at my sorrow

:

They should not laugh, if I could reach them ; nor
Shall she, within my power.

Enter Paulina, tuith a child.

1 Lord. You nuist not enter.

Paul. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to me

:

Fear you his tyrannous passion more, alas.

Than the queen's life? a gracious innocent soul,

IVIore free than he is jealous.
Ant. That's enough.
2 Atten. Madam, he hath not slept to-night ; com-

None .sh.ould come at him. (manded
Patil. Not so hot. good sir ;

1 conio "- ' -ing him sleep. 'Tis such as you.

—



Scene 3.

That creep like shado\vs by hiin, and do sigh

At each his needless heavmsjs.—such as you
Nourish the cause of his awaking : I

Do come wi-.li words as med'cinal as true,

Honest as either, to puree him of that humour
That presses him from sleep.

Leon. What noise there, ho ?

Paul, No noise, my lord ; but needful conference
About some gossips for your higlmess.

Leon. How

!

Away with that audacious lady I—Amigonus,
I charg'd thee that she should not come about me :

I knew she would.
.4>it. I told her so, my lord,

On your displeasure's peril, and on mine.
She should not visit you.

Lfoii. What ! canst not rule her ?

Paul. From all dishonesty he can : in this,

(Unless he take the course that you have done.
Commit me for committing honour,) trust it.

He shall not rule me.
Attt. Lo, you now ! you hear:

When she will take the rein, I let her run

;

But she'll not stumble.
Paul. Good my liege, I come,

—

And, I beseech you, hear me, who profess
Myself your loyal ser\'ant, your physician,
Vour most obedient counsellor ; yet that dares
Less appear so, in comforting your e\'ils,

Than such as most seem yours :—I say, I come
From your good queen,
Leon. Good queen !

Paul. Good queen, my lord, good queen ; I say,

good queen

;

And would by combat make her good, so were I

A man, the worst about you.
Leon. Force her hence.
Paul. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes

First hand me ; on mine own accord I'll off;

But first 111 do my errand.—The good queen.
For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter ;

Here 'tis ; commends it to your blessing.
[Laying kown tlu child.

Leon. Out I

A mankind witch I Hence with her, out o' door

:

A most intelligencing bawd

!

Paul. Not so

;

I am as ignorant in that, as you
In so entitling me ; and no less honest
Than you are mad ; which is enough, I'll warrant.
As this world goes, to pass for honest.
Leon. Traitors I

Will you not push her out ? Give her the bastard :

—

{To Antigonus.] Thou dotard, thou art woman-tir'd,
unroosted

By thy dame Partlet here :—take up the bastard
;

Take 't up, I say ;
give t to thy crone.

Paul. For ever
Vnvenerable be thy hands, if thou
Tak'st up the princess by that forced baseness
Which he has put upon 1

1

Leon. He dreads his wife.
Pattl. So 1 would you did ; then, 'twere past all doubt,

You 'd call your children yours.
Leon. A nest of traitors 1

jint. I am none, by this good light.

Paul. Nor I : nor any.
But one, that 's here, and that's himself ; for he
The sacred honour of himself, his queen's,
His hopeful son's, his babe's, betrays to slander.
Whose sting is sharper than the sword's ; and will not
5For, as the case now stands, it is a curse
le cannot be compell'd to 't) once remove
The root of his opmion, which is rotten
As ever oak, or stone, was sound.
/.««. A callat

Of boundless tongue, who Lite hath beat her husband.
And now baits me 1—This brat is none of mine

;

I

It is the issue of Polixenes

:

!

Hence with it : and, together with the dam,
Coniniit them to the fire 1

Pant. It is yours

;

;

Anil, might we lay the old proverb to your charge, •

So like you, 'tis the worsv.—Behold, my lords, I

Although the print be little, the whole matter
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The very mould and frame of hand, nail, finger :—
And thou, good goddess N.ilure, which hast made it

So like to liim that got it. if thou hast.

The ordering of the mind too, 'mongst all colours

No yellow in 't, lest she suspect, as he does.
Her children not her husband's.
Leon. A gross hag !

—

And, lozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd.
That wilt not stay her tongue.
Ant. Hang all the husbands

That cannot do that feat, you '11 leave yourself

Hardly one subject.
Leon. Once more, take her hence.
Paul. A most unworthy cmd unnatural lord

Can do no more.
Leon. I'll have thee burn'd.

Paul. I care not:

It is a heretic that makes the fire.

Not she which burns in 't. I'll not call you tyrant

;

But this most cruel usage of your queen
(Not able to produce more accusation
Than your own weak-hing'd fancy) something savours
Of tyranny, and will ignoble make you,
Yea, scandalous to the world.
Leon. On your allegiance.

Out of the chamber with her. Were I a tyrant,

^Vhere were her life? she durst not call me so,

If she did know me one. Away OTth her.J

Paul. I pray you, do not push me : I'll be gone.
Look to your babe, my lord ; 'tis yours : Jove send her
A better guiding spirit 1—What need these hands ?—
You, that are tlius so tender o'er his follies,

Will never do him good, not one of you.

So. so :—farewell ; we are gone [Exit.

Leon. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to this.

—

My child t away with 't !—even thou, that hast
A heart so tender o'er it, take it hence,
.\nd see it instantly consuni'd with fire ;

Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up straight

:

Within this hour bring me word 'tis done,
(.\nd by good testimony,) or I'll seize thy life.

With what tliou else call'st thine. If thou refuse,

And wilt encounter with my wrath, say so

;

The bastard brains with these my proper hands
Shall I dash out. Go, take it to the fire

;

For thou sett'st on thy wife.

Ant. I did not, sir:

These lords, my noble fellows, if they please,

Can clear me in 't.

I Lord. We can. my royal liege.

He is not guilty of her coming hither.

Leon. You are liars all.

I Lord. Beseech your highness, giveus better credit:

We have always truly serv'd you ; and beseech
So to esteem of us : and on our knees we beg
(As recompense of our dear services.
Past, and to come) that you do change this purpose.
Which being so horrible, so bloody, must
Lead on to some foul issue : we all kneel.
Leon. I am a feather for each wind that blows :

—

Sh.ill I live on. to see this bastard kneel
And call me father? Better burn it now.
Than curse it then. But, be it ; let it live :

It shall not neither.—[TV Antigonus.) You, sir, come
you hither

;

You, that have been so tenderly officious

With lady Margery, your midwife, there.
To save this bastard's life,—for 'tis a b,istard.

So sure as thy beard's grey,—what will you adventura
To save this brat's life?

.Int. Any thing, my lord,
That my ability may undergo.
And nobleness impose : at least, thus much,

—

m p.iwn the little blood which 1 have left.

To siive the innocent :—any thing possible.
Leon. It shall be possible. Swear by this sword.

Thou wilt perform my bidding.
Ant. I will, my lord.

Leon. Mark, and perform it,—(seest thou ?) for tlio fail

Of .my point in 't shall not only be
De.ilh to thvsclf. but to thy lew.ltnngu'd wife.
Whom for tliis tune we pardon, We enjoin thee,
.\s thou art liegcin.in to us, tint Ihou carry
This female bast.ird hence ; .iiul tint thou bear it

To some remote and desert place, quite out
Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it.And copy of the father ; eye, nose, lip, ,,.__. „ „ _. . „,

The trick of his frown, his forehead : nay, the valley, I Without more mercy, to its own protection,
The pretty dnnplcs of his chin and cficck; his smiles;] And favour of the cllmato. Ai by strange fortune
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!t came to us. I do in iustice cliar^je tliee,

On thy soul 'i peril and tliy body's torture,
That thou commend it strangely to some place,
Where chance may nurse, or end it. Take it up.
A»t. I swear to do this, though a present death

Had been more merciful.—Come on, poor babe

:

Some powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens
To be thy nurses ! Wolves and bears, they say.
Casting their savageness aside, have done
Like otlices of pity.—Sir, be prosperous
In more than this deed doth require !—And blessing,
Against this cruelty, fight on thy side.

Poor thing, condemn'cfto loss 1 [Exit ivith tlie child.
' Leon. No, I'll not rear
Another's issue.

2 Atten. Please your highness, posts.
From those you sent to the oracle, are come
An hour since : Cleomenes and Dion,
Being well arriv'd from Delphos, are both landed.
Hasting to the court.

1 Lord. So please you, sir, their speed
Hath been beyond account.
Leon. Twenty-three days

They have been absent : 'tis good speed ; foretells

The great Apollo suddenly will have
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords ;

Summon a session, that we may arraign
Our most disloyal lady ; for, as she hath
Been publicly accus'd, so shall she have
A just and open trial. While she lives.

My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me

;

And think upon my bidding. \_E.\c:tnt.

ACT III.

SCENE 1.—Sicilia. A Street in some Tomn.

Enter Cleomenes and Dion,

Cleo. The climate's delicate ; the air most sweet

;

Fertile the isle ; the temple much surpassing
The common praise it bears.
Dion. I shall report,

For most it caught me, the celestial habits
(Methinks I so should term them) and the reverence
Of the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice I

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly
It was i' the offering

!

Cleo. But, of all, the burst
And the car-deafening voice o' the oracle.

Kin to Jove's thunder, so surpris'd my sense.
That I was nothing.
Dion. If th' event o' the journey

Prove as successful to the queen,—O, be 't so 1

—

As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy,
The time is worth the use on 't.

Cleo. Great Apo'ilo

Turn all to the best ! These proclamations.
So forcing faults upon Hermione,
I little like.

Dion. The violent carriage of it

Will clear, or end, the business : when the oracle

(Thus by Apollo's great divine seal'd up)
Shall the contents discover, something rare.

Even then, will rush to knowledge.— Go, —fresh
horses;

—

And gracious be the issue

!

[E.vennt.

SCENE II.—Sicilia. A Court of yttsticc.

Leontes, Lords, and Officers, properly seated.

Leon. Tins sessions (to our great grief, wepronounce)
Even pushes 'gainst our heart ;—the party tried.

The daughter of a king, our wife, and one.

Of us tod much belov'fl. Let us be clear'd

Of being tyrannous, since we so openly
Proceed in justice ; which shall have due course.

Even to the guilt, or the purg.-ition.

Produce the prisoner.

Offi. It is his highness' pleasure that the queen
Appear in person hero in court.—Silence 1

Hermione is brought in, guarded ; Paulin.i and
Ladies attending.

Leon. Read the indictment.

Offi. \Reads.'\ " Hermione, queen to the worthy
Leontes, king of Sicilia, tltoii art lure accused and
arraisHcd of hi^li treason, in committitig aduUcry

with Polixenes, king of Bolumia, and cotispiring
ivith CaniiUo to take away the life of our sovereign
lord tlie king, thy royal husband: the pretence
uliereof being by ciratnistances partly laid open,
thou, Hertnione, contrary to thefaith and allegiance
of a trite subject, didst counsel and aid tJiem, for
their better safety, tofly away by night."
Her. Since what 1 am to say, must be but that

^Vllich contradicts my accusation, and
The testimony on my part no other
But what comes from myself, it shall scarce boot me
To say " Not Guilty :" mine integrity
Being counted falsehood, shall, as I express it,

Be so received. But thus,—if powers divine
Behold our human actions, as they do,
I doubt not, then, but innocence shall make
False accusation blush, and tyranny
Tremble at patience.—You, my lord, best know
(Who least will seem to do so) my past life

Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true.

As 1 am now unhappy : -which is more
Than history can pattern, though devis'd
.•\nd play'd to take spectators ; for, behold lue,—
.\ fellow of the royal bed, which owe
A moiety of the throne, a great king's daughter.
The mother to a hopeful prince,—here standing
To prate and talk of life and honour, 'fore

Who please to come and hear. For life, I prize it

As I weigh grief, which I would spare : for honour,
'Tis a derivative from me to mine,
.\nd only that I stand for. I appeal
To your own conscience, sir. before Poli.venes

Came to your court, how I was in your grace.
How merited to be so ; since he came,
With what encounter so uncurrent I

Have strain'd, to appear thus : if one jot beyond
The bound of honour, or in act or will

Tliat way inclining, harden'd be tlie hearts
Of all that hear me, and my near'st of kill

Cry, Fie, upon my gravel
Leon. I ne'er heard yet,

That any of these bolder vices wanted
Less hnpudence to gainsay what they did.
Than to perform it first.

Her. That's true enough

;

Though 'tis a saying, sir, not due to me.
Lean. You will not own it.

Her. More than mistress of,

Which comes to me in name of fault, I must not
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes,
(With whom I am accus'd.) I do confess
I lov'd him, as in honour he requir'd

;

With such a kind of love as might become
.\ lady like me ; with a love, even such.
So and no other, as yourselfcommanded

:

Which not to have done, I think had been in me
Both disobedience and ingratitude [spoke.
To you, and toward your friend ; whose love had
Even since it could speak, from an infant, freely,

That it was yours. Now, for conspiracy,
1 know not how it tastes ; though it be dish'd
For me to try how ; all I know of it

Is that Camillo was an honest man ;

And why he left your court, the gods themselves,
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant.
^Leon. You knew of his departure, as you know
What you have underta'en to do in his absence.
Her. Sir,

You speak a language that I understand not

:

My life stands in the level of your dreams.
Which I'll lay down.
Leon. Your actions are my dreams

;

You had a ba-stard by Polixenes,
.Vnd I but dream'd it :—as you were past all shame,
I Those of your fact are so,) so past all truth :

^V'luch to deny concerns more tnan avails ; for as
riiy brat hath been cast out, like to itself,

No' father owning it, (which is, indeed,
More criminal in thee than it,) so thou
Shalt feel our justice ; in whose easiest passage
Look for no less than death.
Her. Sir, spare your threats ;

The bug which you would fright me witli, 1 seek.
To me can life be no commodity :

The crown and comfort of my life, your favour,

I tlo give lost ; for I do feel it gone.
But know not how it went : my second joy.

And first-fruits of my body, from his presence
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I am barr'd, like one infectious : my third comfort,
Starr'd most unluckily, is from my breast,
The innocent milk in its most imioceut mouth,
Hal'd out to murder : myself on every post
Proclaim'd a strumpet ; \vith immodest hatred.
The cliild-bed privilege denied, which 'longs
To women of all fashion ; lastly, hurried
Here to this place, i' the open air, before
I have got strength of limit. Now, my liege,

Tell me what blessings I have here alive,

That I should feju: to die t Therefore, proceed.
But yet hear this ; mistake me not ; no life,

—

I prize it not a straw :—but for mine honour,
(which I would free,) if I shall be condemn'd
Upon surmises,—all proofs sleeping else
But what your jealousies awake ; 1 tell you,
*Tis rigour, and not law.—Your honours all,

I do refer me to the oracle :

Apollo be my judge.
I Lord. This your request

Is altogether just : therefore, bring forth,

And in Apollo's name, his oracle.
[Hxdint certain Oflicers.

Her. The emperor of Russia was my father

;

that he were alive, and here beholding
His daughter's trial ! that he did but see
The flatness of my misery ; yet with eyes
Of pity, not revenge

!

Re-oiUr Oflicers, 7vith Cleomenes and Dion.

Offi. You here shall swear upon this sword ofJustice,
That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have
Been both at Delphos ; and from thence have brought
This seal'd-up oracle, by the hand deliver'd
Of great ApoUo's priest ; and that, since then,
You have not dar'd to break the holy seal.

Nor read the secrets in 't.

Clco. Dio)i. All this we swear.
I^en. Break up the seals, and read. .

Offi. \Reads.\ " Nernlioiie is chaste: Polixaies
blariutess ; Camilla a Inie sitbjuct ; Leoiites aJealous
tyrant; his ijiitccent babe truly bei^otten ; and the
king shall live wit/tout an heir, if that which is lost

be notfound."
Lords. Now, blessed be the great Apollo

!

Her. Praised I

Leon. Hast thou read truth ?

Offi. Ay, my lord j even so
As it is here set down.
Leon. There is no truth at all i' the oracle :

The sessions shall proceed : this is mere falsehood,

Enter a Servant, hastily,

Scr. My lord the king, the king

!

Leon. What is the business?
Ser. O sir, I shall be hated to report it 1

The prince your son. with mere conceit and fear
Of the queen's speed, is gone.
f^on. How I gone !

Ser. Is dead.
Leon. Apollo's angry ; and the heavens themselves

Do strike at my injustice. [Hennione/ainis.] How
now, there 1

Paul. This news is mortal to the queen :—look
down.

And see what death is doing.
Leim. Take her hence

:

Her heart is but n'ercharg'd ; shri will recover :

—

1 have too much believ'd mine own suspicion :

—

Beseech you, tcnderlv apply to her
Some remedies for life.—Apollo, pardon

[/ixeunt I'auUna aiui Indies, -wil/t Hcrm.
My gre.it profanemtss 'gainst thine oracle

!

rU reconcile me to Polixcncs ;

New woo my queen ; recall the good Camillo,
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy

:

I-or. being transported by my jealousies
To blootly thoughts and to revenge, 1 cliose
Camillo for the minL'itcr to noison
My friend Polixcncs : wliicn Ivid been done,
Butth^it the good mind of C;unillo tardicd
My swift coranwind. though 1 with de.ith and with
Reward ilid threaten .md encourage him.
Not doing it, mid being doiu: : he. most humane.
And fiU'dwith hunoyr, to my kingly guest
Unclasp'd my practice ; quit his fortunes here.
^Vhich ynu khew great ; and to the certain hazard
Of all incertaintics himself comiuended.
No richer than his honour.—-How be glisters

Thorough my rust 1 and how his piety
Does my deeds make the blacker

!

Re-enter Paulina,
Paul. Woe the while I

O, cut my lace, lest my heart, crackuig it.

Break too I

I Lard. What fit is this, good lady?
Paul. What studied torments, tyrant, hast for me ?

What wheels ? racks 1 fires ? What flaying 't boiling
In leads, or oils? what old, or newer torture
Must I receive, whose every word deserves
To taste of thy most worst ? Thy tyranny,
Together working with thy jealousies,

—

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle

l-'or girls of nine !—O, think what they have done,
.\nd then run mad indeed,—stark mad ! for all

Thy bygone fooleries were but spices of it.

That thou betray'dst Polixenes, 'twas nothing,—
That did but show thee of a fool, inconstant,
And damnable ungrateful ; nor was 't much,
Thou wouldst have poison'd good Camillo's honour,
To have him kill a king ;—poor trespasses.
More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon
The casting forth to crows' thy baby daughter.
To be or none, or little ; though a devil
Would have shed water out of fire, ere done 't

;

Nor is 't directly laid to thee, the death
Of the young prince, whose lionourable thoughts
(Thoughts high for one so tender) cleft the heart
That could conceive a gross and foolish sire

Blemish'd his gracious 'dam : this is not, no,
Laid to thy answer : but the last,—O lords.

When I have said, cry, woe !—the queen, the queen.
The sweetest, dearest creature's dead ; and vengeance
Not dropp'd down yet, [for 't

I Lord. The higher powers forbid!
Paul. I say she's dead ; I'll swear 't : if word nor

Prevail not, go and see : if you can bring [oath
Tincture, or lustre, in her lip, her eye.
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll serve you
As I would do the gods.—But, O thou tyrant

!

Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake thee
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting.

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods
To look that way thou wert.
Leon. Go on, go on!

Thou canst not speak too much ; I have deserv'd
All tongues to talk their bitterest.

I Lord. Say no mote

:

Howe'er the business goes, you have made fault

r the boldness of your speech.
Paul. I am sorry for 't i

AU faults I make, when I shall come to know them,
I do repent. Alas, I have show'd too much
The rashness of a woman : hcistouch'd [help.

To the noble heart.—What 's gone, and what 's past
Should be past grief: do not receive aflliction

At my petition ; I beseech you, rather
Let me be punish'd, that have minded you
Of what you should forget. Now, good my liege,

Sir, royal sir, forgive afoolish woman :

The love I bore your queen,—lo, fool again I

—

I'll speak of her no more, nor of your cliildreii ;

I'll not remember you of my own lord.

Who is lost too : lake your patience to you.
And I'll say nothing.
Leon. Thou didst speak but well.

When most the truth ; which I receive much bettor,
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr'ythee, bring m6
To the dead bodies of my queen antl st>u :

One grave shall be fur both; upon tlium shall
The causes of their death appear, unto
Our shame perpetual. Once a day I'll visit

The chapel where they lie ; and tears shed there
.Shall be my recreation : so long as nature
Will bear up with this exercise, so long
I daily vow to use it. Come, aad lead me
To tlicse sorrows. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Bohemia. A desert Country near tM
Sea,

Pnter Antigomis, 7uith the child; and a Mariner.
Int. Thoii art perfect, tjicn, our ship hath touch'd"' '" '"" [upi^The deserts of Bohemia?

Ay, uiy lord ; and fear
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We have landed in ill time : the skies look grimly,

And threaten present blusters. In my conscience,

The heavens with that we have in hand are angry.
And frown upon us.

.-lilt. Their sacred wills be done !—Go, get aboard
Look to thy bark : 111 not be long before
I call upon thee.
Mar. Make your best haste ; and ,?o not

Too far i' the land : 'tis like to be loud weather

;

Besides, this place is famous for the creatures
Of prey that keep upon 't.

Anl. Go thou away:
I'll follow instantly.

Mar. I am glad at heart
To be so rid ofthe business. [Exit.

Ant. Come, poor babe :—
I have heard, (but not beUev'd,)the spirits o'the dead
May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother
Appear'd to me last night ; for ne'er was dream
So tike a waking. Tome comes a creature.

Sometimes her head on one side, some another ;

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow.
So fill'd, and so becoming : in pure white robes.

Like very sanctity, she did approach
My cabin where I lay; thrice bow'd before me ;

And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes
Became two'spouts : the fury spent, anon
Did this break from her : " Good AtitisotMs,
" Since/ate, against thy better disposition,
" Hath made thyperson/or the thro^t-er-ont
" Oftnypoor babe, according to thine oath,
'* Places retnote enottgh are in Bohemia,
*' There weep, and leave it crying ; and, for the babe
** Is counted lostJbr ever, Perdita,
" Ipr'ytliee, call't; For this ungentle bitsiness,
" Put on tliee by my lord, thou ne'er shall see
" Thy luife Paulina more .-"—and so, with shrieks

She melted into air. Affrighted much,
I did in time collect myself; and thought
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys

:

yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously,

I will be squar'd by this. I do believe

Wermione hath sutfer'd death ; and that

Apollo would, this being indeed the issue

€)f king Polixenes, it should here be laid.

Either for life or death, upon the earth
Of its right father.—Blossom, speed thee well

!

{Laying down the babe.

There lie ; and there thy character : there these

;

[Laying down a bundle.

Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee,

prettj',

And still rest thine.—The storm begins.—Poor wretch,

That, for thy mother's fault, art thus expos'd

To loss and what may follow !—Weep I cannot,

Uut my heart bleeds ; and most accurs'd am I,

To be by oath enjoin'd to this.—Farewell

!

'Jhe day frowns more and more :—thou art like to

% lullaby too rough : I never saw (have

The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour !—
fVell may I get aboard !—This is the chase ;

am gone for ever. [Exit, pursued by a bear.

Enter an old Shepherd.
Sliep. I would there were no age between ten and

;hree-and-twenty, or that youth would sleep out the

rest ; for there is nothing in the between but getting

wenches with child, wronging the ancientry, stealing,

fighting.—Hark you now !—Would any but these

ioiled Drains of nineteen and two-and-twenty hunt this

weather J They have scared away two of my best

;iheep; which I fear the wolf will sooner find than the

(iiaster : if aimvhere I have them, 'tis by the sea-side.

Jbrowsing the ivy. Good luck, an 't be thy will ! what
have we here? [Taking up the child.] Mercy on 's,

a bariie ; a very pretty barne I A boy, or a child, 1

wonder? A pretty one ; a very pretty one : sure some
scape : though I am not bookish, yet I can read

waiting-gentlewoman in the scape. This has been
some stair-work, some trunk-work, some behind-door-

work ; they were wanner that got this, than the poor

thing is here. I'll take it up for pity : yet I'll tarry till

my "son come J he holloaed but even now.—Whoa,
lio, hoa I

Enter Clovra.

Clo. Hilloa, loa I

Shep. What ! art so near? If thou'lt see a thing to

talk on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither.

What ailest thou, man!

AcH.
Clo. I have seen two such sights, by sea and by

laml ;—but I am not to say it is a sea, for it is now
the sky: betwixt the firmament and it you cannot
thrust a bodkin's point.

Shep. Why, boy, how is it

!

Clo. I would you did but see how it chafes, how it

rages, how it takes up the shore ! but tliafs not to
the point. O, the most piteous cry of the poor souls

!

sometimes to see 'em, and not to see 'em ; now the
ship boring the moon with her mainmast, and anon
swallowed" with yest and froth, as you'd thrust a cork
into a hogshead. And then for the land service,—to

see how the bear tore out his shoulder bone ; how he
cried to me for help, and said his name was An-
tigonus, a nobleman :—but to make an end of the
ship,—to see how the sea flap-dragoned it :—but, first,

how the poor souls roared, and the sea mocked
them ;—and how the poor gentleman roared, and the

bear mocked him, both roaring louder than the sea or
weather.
Shep. Name of mercy ! when was this, boy !

Clo. Now, now : I have not winked since I saw these
sights : the men are not yeftold under water, nor the
bear half dined on the gentleman,—he's at it now.
SJtcp. Would I had been by, to have helped the old

man !

Clo. I would you had been by the ship's side, to have
helped her ; there your charity would have lacked
footing.

Shep. Heavy matters ! heavy matters ! but look thee
here, boy. Now bless thyself : thou met'st OTth things

dying, I with things new born. Here's a sight for

thee ; look thee, a bearing-ciotii for a squire's child I

Look thee here ; take up, take up, boy ; open t.

So, let's see : it was told me, I should be rich by the
fairies ; this is some changeling :—open 't. What's
within, boy?

Clo. You're a made old man : if the sins of your
youth are forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold ! all

gold!
Shep. This is fairy gold, boy, and 'twill prove so :

up with it, keep it dose : home, home, the next way.
We are lucky, boy ; and to be so still, requires nothing
but secrecy.—Let my sheep go :—come, good boy,
the next way home.

Clo, Go you the next way with your findings. I'll

go see if the bear be gone from the gentleman, and
how much he hath eaten : they are never curst, but
when they are hungry ; if there be amy of him left, I'll

bury him.
Shep. That's a good deed. If thou mayst discern

by that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to

the sight of him.
Clo. Marry, will I ; and you shall help to put him i'

the ground-
Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and we'll do good deeds

on 't. [Exeu'it.

ACT IV,

Enter Time, as Chorus.

Time. I, that please some, try all ; both joy and
terror

Of good and bad ; that make and unfold error,—
Now take upon me, in the name of Time,
To use my wings. Impute it not a crime
To me or my swift passage, that I slide

O'er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried
Of that wide gap ; since it is in my power
To o'erthrow law, and in one self-Don hour
To plant and o'erwhehn custom. Let me pass
The same I am, ere ancient 'st order was.
Or what is now receiv'd : I witness to
The times that brought them in ; so shall I do
To the freshest things now reigning, and make stale

"The glistering of this present, as my tale

Nowseems to it. Your patience this allowing,

I turn my glass, and give my scene such growing.
As you had slept between. Leontes leaving,

Th' effects of his fond jealousies so grieving.

That he shuts up himself, imagine lue.

Gentle spectators, that I now may be
In fair Bohemia ; and remember well,

I mention'd a son o' the king's, which Florizel

I now name to you ; and with speed so pace
To speak of Perdita, now arrown in grace
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Equal with wondering : Wh^t of her ensues,
1 list not prophesy : but let Time's news [daughter,
Be known when 'tis brought forth :—a shepherd's
And what to her adheres, which follows after.

Is th' argument of Time. Of this allow,
If ever you have spent time worse ere now

;

If never, yet that Time himself doth say,
He wishes earnestly you never may. [^.v;/.
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SCENE I.—Boliemia. j1 Room in t)ie Palace oj
Polixenes.

Eitter Polixenes and Camillo.

Pol. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more impor
tuoate: 'tis a sickness denying thee anything; a death
to grant this.

Ca»t. It is fifteen years since I saw my country :

though I have, for the most part, been aired abroad! I

desire to lay my bones there. Besides, the penitent
king, my master, hath sent fur me ; to whose feeling
sorrows I might be some allay, or I o'erween to think
so ; which is another spur to my departure.
Pol. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not out the

rest of thy services by leaving me now : the need I

have of thee, thine own goodness hath made ; better
not to have had thee, than thus to want thee : thou,
ha\-ing made me businesses, which none, without thee.
can sufficiently manage, must either stay to execute
them thyself, or take away with thee the very serrices
thou hast done ; which if I have not enough considered,
(as too much I cannot,) to be more thankful to thee
shall be my study ; and my profit therein, the heaping
friendships. Of that fatal countrj', Sicilia, pr'ythee
speak no more ; whose very naming punishes me with
the remembrance of that penitent, as thou callest him,
and reconciled king, ray brother; whose loss of his
most precious queen, and children, are even now to I

be afresh lamented. Say to me, when sawest thou the
prince Florizel, my son J Kings are no less unhappy,
their issue not being gracious, than they are in losing
them when they have approved their virtues.
Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the prince.

|

What his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown

:

but I have missingly noted, he is of late much retired
from court, and is less frequent to his princely exer-
cises than fonnerly he hath appeared.

Pol. I have considered so much, Camillo, and witli
some care ; so far, that I have eyes under my ser\ice,
which look upon his removedness ; from whom I have
this intelligence :—that he is seldom from the house of
a most homely shepherd ; a man. they say, that from
very nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neigh-
bours, is grown into an unspeakable estate.
Cam. I have heard, sir, of such a man, who hath a

daughter of most rare note : the report of her is ex-
tended more than can be thought to begin from such
a cottage.

Pol. That's likewise part of my intelligence. But I

fear the angle that plucks our son thither. Thou shall 1

1

accompany us to the place ; where we will, not appear-
ing what we are, have some question with the shep-

1

herd ; from whose simplicity, 1 think it not uneasy to
get the cause of my son's resort thither. Pr'ythee, be
my present partner in this business, and lay aside the
thoughts of Sicilia.

Cam. I willingly obey your command.
Pol. My best Camillo !—We must disguise ourselves.

{Exeuftl.

SCENE II.—Bohemia. A Road near tlu Shepherd's
CoUaf^c.

Enter Autolycus, sinking,

WluH daffodils btgin to peer,
lyWi heigh I the doxy over Oie dale,

}yhy, tlien comes in the sTveet 0' theyear ;
For the red blcod reigns in tlu winter's pale.

The ivhite sheet blcachitig on the hedge,
IVith heigh f the nveet birds, O, how they sin^ I

Doth set my pugging tooth on edge ;
For a quart o/ale is a dish/or a Jtin^.

Tlu lark, that tirra-lirra chants,
IVith, heigh I -luith. /ui^h I the thrush and the

A re sutnmtr songsfar me a iid my aunts, \jay.
While lue lie tumbling in the hay.

I have served prince Florizel, and, in my time, wore
three-pile ; but now I am out of service:

\.SinoiHg.-\

But shall Igo >!io:irn for that, my dear 1
Thepale mooti shines by flight:

And when I wander here and tliere,

1 then do most go right.

Jftinkers may have leave to live.
And bear tlie sow-skm budget,

Tlun my account I well may give.
And in the stocks avouch U.

"sXy traffic is sheets ; when the kite builds, look to lesser
linen. My father named me Autolycus ; who being, as
I am, littered under .Mercury, was likewise a snapper-
up of unconsidered trifles. With die and drab I pur-
chased this caparison ; and my revenue is the silly
cheat : gallows and knock are too powerful on the
highway

; beating and hanging are terrors to me ; for
the life to come, I sleep out the thought of it.—A prize I

a prize 1

Enter Clown.
Clo. Let me see : Every 'leven wether—tods ; every

tod yields—pound and odd shilling ; fifteen hundred
horn,—what comes the wool to?
Aitt. [Aside.) If the springe hold, the cock's mine.
Clo. I cannot do 't without counters.—Let me see

:

what am I to buy for our sheep-shearing feast?
'Three pound 0/ sugar : Jive pound of currants :
rice"—What will this sister of mine do with rice? But
my father hath made her mistress of the feast, and she
lays it on. She hath made me four-and-twenty nose-
gays for the shearers.—three-man .songmen all, and
very good ones ; but they are most oV them means
and bases ; but one Puritan amongst them, and he
sings psalms to hornpipes. I must have saffron, to
colour the warden pies; iiiace, dates,—none ; that's

j

out of my note : " nutjnegs seven ; a race or two of
\ ginger,"—hwi that I may beg; "four found of
primes, and as many ofraisi-ns o' the sun."
Aut. O, that ever 1 was born 1

[Grovelling on thegro?ind,
Clo. r the name of me !

—

-tut. O, help me, help me ! pluck but off these rags
;

and then death, death !

Clo. Alack, poor soul ! thou hast need ofmore rags
to lay on thee, rather than have these off.

Aut. O, sir! the loathsomeness of them offends
me more than the stripes I have received, which are
mighty ones, and millions.

Clo. Alas, poor man ! a million of beating may come
to a great matter.
Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten ; my money and

apparel ta'en from me, and these detestable things
put upon me.

Clo. ^Vllat, by a horse-man or a foot-man?
Aut. A foot-man, sweet sir, a foot-man.
Clo. Indeed, he should be a foot-man, by the gar-

ments he hath left with thee : if this be a horse-man's
:, it hath seen very hot ser\'ice. Lend me thy
d, I'll help thee : come, lend me thy hand.

I

[Helping him up.
.-int. O ! good sir, tenderly, !

Clo. Alas, ijoor soul I

ylut. O, good sir I softly, good sir! I fear, sir, my
shoulder-blade is out.

Clo. How now I canst stand !

Aut. Softly, dear sir; [Picks his pocket.\^ooA sir,
softly. You ha' done me a charitable office.

Clo. Dost lack any money? I have a little money for
thee.
Aut. No, good sweet sir ; no, I beseech you, sir.

I have a kmsman not past three quarters of a mile
hence, unto whom I was going ; I shall there have
innnuy. <yr any thing I want : offer me no money, I pray
yon, that kills my heart.

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that robbed you t
Aut. A fellow, sir, that I have known to go about

with trol-my-dames : I knew him once a scr\ ant of the
prince : I cannot tell, good sir, for which 01 his virtues
It w.-is, but he was certainly whipped out of the
court.

Clo. His vices, you would say ; there's no virtue
whipped out of the court : they cherish it, to make it
stay there ; and yet it will no more but abide.

.-/»/ Vices, I would s.iy, sir. I know this man well

:

lie hath been since an ape-bearer; then a process-
scrier, a bailiff; then he compassed a motion of the
prodigal son, and married a tinker's wife within a mile
where my land and living lies ; and having flown over
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many knavish professions, he settled only in rogfue

some call hira Autolyciis.

Ch. Out upon him ! Prig,, for my life, prig : he
haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings.

Aiif. Very true, sir ; he, sir, he ; that's the rogue
that put me into this apparel.

Cia. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia:
if you had but looked big and spit at him, he'd have
run.
^ ul. I must confess to you. sir, I am no fighter : I

am false of heart that way : and that he knew, I war-
rant him.

Clo. How do you now?
Ant. Sweet sir, much better than I was; I can

stand and walk : I will even take ray leave of you,
and pace softly towards my kinsman's.

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way!
Aid. No. good-faced sir ; no, sweet sir.

Clo. Then fare thee well. I must go buy Spices for

Our sheep-shearing.
Ant. Prosper you, sweet sir !

—

[Exit Clown.] Your
purse is not hot enough to purchase your spice. I'll

be with you at your sheep-shearing too : if I make not
this cheat bring out another, and the shearers prove
sheep, let me be unroll'd, and my name put in the
book of virtue.

[Sings.
'\

yo£ on. jog on, tliefootpath nxxy.

And men-ily hent the stile-a :

A ^neyry heartgoes all tlie day.
Your sad tires in a jnile-n. [E.vit.

SCENE III.—Bohemia. A Shepherd's Cottage.

Enter Florizel and Perdita.

Flo, These your unusual weeds to each part of you
Do give a life : no shepherdess ; but Flora
Peering in April's front. This your sheep-shearing
Is as a meeting of the petty gods.
And you the queen on 't.

Per. Sir, my gracious lord.

To chide at your extremes, it not becomes rae ;

O. pardon, that I name them : your high self,

The gracious mark o' the land, you have obscur'd
With a swain's wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid.
Most goddess-like prank'd up : but that our feasts

In every mess have folly, and the feeders
Digest It with a custom, I should blush
To see you so attired,—sworn, I think,

To show myself a glass.

Flo. I bless the time
When my good falcon made her flight across
Thy father's ground.
Per, Now, Jove afford you cause !

To me the difference forges dread ; your greatness
Hath not been us'd to fear. Even now I tremble
To think, your father, by some accident.
Should pass this way, as you did : O. the fates

!

How would he look, to see his work, so noble,
Vilely bound up ? What would he say ? Or how
Should I, in these my borrow'd flaunts, behold
"The sternness of his presence?

Flo.. Apprehend
Nothing but jollity. The gods themselves.
Humbling their deities to love, have taken
The shapes of beasts upon them: Jupiter
Became a bull, and bellow'd: the green Neptune
A ram, and bloated ; and the fire-rob'd god,
Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain,
As I seem now : their transformations
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer.

Nor in a way so chaste : since my desires
Run not before mine honour, nor my lusts

Burn hotter than my faith.

Per. O, but. sir.

Your resolution cannot hold, when 'tis

Oppos'd, as it must be, by the power of the king t

One of these two must be necessities, [purpose.
Which then will speak ; that you must change this

Or I my life.

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita,
With these forc'd thoughts, I pr'ythee, darken not
The mirth o' the feast : or I'll be thine, my fair.

Or not my fathers ; for I cannot be
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if

I be not thine : to this 1 am most constant,
Though destiny say no. Be merry, gentle

:

Strangle such thoughts as these with any tiling

That you behold the while. Your guests are coming

:

Lift up your countenance, as it were the day
Of celebration of that nuptial, which
We two have sworn shall come.
Per. O lady fortune.

Stand you auspicious

!

Enter Shepherd, -witli Polixenes atid Camillo, dis-

guised ; Clown, Mopsa, Dorcas, and other
Slieplierds and Sheplierdesses.

Flo. See, your guests approach

:

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly,

And let's be red with mirth.
Shep. Fie, daughter ! when my old wife lived, upon

This day she was both pantler, butler, cook.
Both dame and servant : welcom'd all ; serv'd all

;

Would sing lier song, and dance her turn ; now here,

.\t upper end o" the table, now i' the middle ;

On his shoulder, and his ; her face o" fire

With labour, and the thing she took to quench it,

She would to each one sip. You are retir'd,

As if you were a feasted one, and not
The hostess of the meeting : pray you, bid
These unknown friends to us welcome ; for it is

A way to niake us better friends, more known.
Come, quench your blushes, and present yourself

That which you are, mistress o' the feast : come on,

.\nd bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing,

.\s your good flock shall prosper.
/•«-. [To Pol] Sir, welcome

:

It is my father's will, I should take on me
The hostess-ship o' the day:—[To Cam.] You're

welcome, sir.

Give me those flowers there, Dorcas :—reverend sirs,

For you there's rosemary and rue ; these keep
Seeming and savour all the winter long

:

Grace and remembrance be to you both.

And welcome to our shearing 1

Pol, Shepherdess,
(A fair one are you.) well you fit our ages
With flowers of winter.

Per, Sir, the year growing ancient,—

Not yet on summer's death, nor on the birth

Of trembling winter,—the fairest flowers o" the season
Are our carnations, and streak'd gillyflowers.

Which some call nature's bastards : of that kind
Our rustic garden's barren ; and I care not
To get slips of them.
Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden,

Do you neglect them

!

Per. ' For I have heard it said,

Tliere is an art which, in their piedness, shares
\\'\\\\ great creating nature.
Pol. Say, there be

;

Vet nature is made better by no mean.
But nature makes tliat mean : so, over that art

^\'hich you say adds to nature, is an art

That nature makes. Vou see, sweet maid, we marrj'

.K gentler scion to the wildest stock.

Arid make conceive a bark of baser kind
By bud of nobler race : this is an art

Which does mend nature,—change it rather ; but
The art itself is nature.
Per. So it is.

Pol. Then make your garden rich in gillyflowers,

.\nd do not call them bastards.
Per. I'll not put

The dibble in earth to set one slip of them ;

No more than, were I painted, I would wish
This youth should say. 'twere well ; and only therefore

Desire to breed by me.—Here 's flowers for you

;

Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ;

The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun,

.\nd with'hiin rises weeping: these are flowers

(If middle summer, and, I think, they are given

To men of middle age. You are very welcome.
Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of your flock,

.\iid only live by gazing.
Per. Out, alas I

Vou'd be so lean, that blasts of January
Would blow you through and through.—Now, my

fairest friend,
I would 1 had some flowers o' the spring, that might
Become your time of day ;—and yours, and yours,

Th.'it wear upon your virgin branches yet
Your maidenheads gr'owing :—O Proserpina,
For the flowers now', that, frighted, thou let'st fall

From Dis's waggon ! daffodils.
That come before the swallow dares, and take
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The winds uf March wiih beauty; violets, dim.
Rut sweeter than the Hds of Juno's eyes,
(_)r Cylhcrea'b l>rcalli; pcile primroses.
That die unmarried, ere they can behold
Briijht riiiijlius in his streuifth, a malady
MiJht incident to maids ; bold oxlips, and
The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds,
The flower-de-luce being one ! O, these I lack,
To make you garlands of; and my sweet friend.

To strew him o'er and o'er

!

Fio. What, like a corse ?

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on

;

Not like a corse ; or if.—not to be buried.
But quick, and in mine arms.—Come, take you
Methinks I play as I have seen them do [flowers
In Whitsun-pastorals : sure, this robe of mine
Does change ray disposition.

Flo. What you do
Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet,
I 'd have you do it ever : when you sing,
I'd have you buy and sell so ; so give alms

;

Pray so ; and, for the ordering your affairs.

To sing them too : when you do dance, I wish you
A wave o' the sea, that you might ever do
Nothing but that ; move still, still so,

And own no other function : each your douig.
So singular in each particular, '

Crowns what you are domg in the present deeds,
That all your acts are queens.
Per. O Doricles,

Your praises are too large : but that your youth.
And' the true blood, which peeps fairly through it.

Do plainly give you out an unstain'd shepherd,
With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles,
Vou woo'd me the false way.
F/o. I think you have

As little skill to fear, as I have purpose
To put you to 't.—But, come ; our dance, I pray

;

Vour hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair.
That never mecn to part.

Per. ni swear for 'em.
Poi. This is the prettiest low-bom lass, that ever

Ran on the green-sivard : nothing she does, or seems,
But smacks of something greater than herself

;

Too noble for this place.
Cam, He tells her something.

That makes her blood look out ; good sooth, she "is

The queen of curds and cream.
Clo. Come on, strike up
Dor. Mopsa must be your mistress : marry, gar-
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lie.

,vith.To mend her kissing

Jifop. Now, in good time I

do. Not a word, a word ; we stand upon our
manners.

—

Come, strike up ! [Jlfusfi:

[Here a dance of Shepherds and
Shepherdesses.

Pot. Pray, good shepherd, what fair swain is this,

^\'hicl^ dances with your daughter ?

Shep. They call him Doricles ; a' boasts himself
To have a worthy feeding : but I have it

Vpon his o\vn report, .ind I believe it

;

He looks like sooth. He says he loves :ny daughter

:

I think so too ; for never gaz'd the moon
Upon the water, as he'll stand, and read.
As 'twere, my daughter's eyes : and, to be plain,
I think there is not half a kiss to choose.
Who loves another best.

J'ol. She dances featly.

Shep. So she does any thing ; though I report it.

That should be silent : if young Doricles
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that
Which he not dreams of.

liiiler a Servant.
Serv. O master, if you did but hear tlie pedl.^r at

the door, you would never dance .-igain after a tabor
and pipe : no, the bagpijje could not move you; he
lings several tunes faster than you'll tell money ; lie

litters thciii as he had eaten ballads, and all men's
ears grew to his tunes.

Clo. He could never come better: he shall come
in: I love a ballad but even too well ; if it be doleful
matter merrily set down, or a very pleasant thing in-

deed and sung lamentably.
Serv. He hath sortgs for man or woman, of all

sizes ; no milliner can so fit his customers ;with gloves

:

he has the prettiest love-sougs for maids ; so without

bawdry, which is strange ; with such delicate burdens
of "dildos" and "failings," "jump hir and tliumii
her ;" and where some stretch-mouthed r.iscal would,
.IS it were, mean mischief, and break a foul gap into
the matter, he makes the maid to answer, "Whoop,
do me no harm, good m.m ;" puts him off, slights hun,
with "Whoop, do me no harm, good man."
Pol. This is a brave fellow.

Cl.o. Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable-con-
ceited fellow. Has he any unbraided wares.
Serv. He hath ribands of all the colours i' the rain-

bow ; points, more than all the lawyers in Bohemia
can learnedli' handle, though they come to him by
the gross ; inkles, caddisses, cambrics, lawns : why,
lie sings them over, as they were gnds or goddesses

:

you would think a smuck were a she-angel, he so
chants to the sleeve-band, and the work about the
square on 't. [singing.

Clo. Pr'ythee, bring him in ; and let him approach
Per. Forewarn him, that he use no scurrilous words

in his tunes. fi'^vV Servant.
Clo. You have of these pedlars, that have more in

them than you 'd think, sister.

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think.

Fitter Autolycus, siJigtitg^.

Laiun as Tvhtte as driz'Ot sno^u ;

Cyprus black as eer -was crow ;
Gloves as sweet as da^iiask roses ;

Masks/or/aces and/or noses ;
Bui^le bracelet, necklace-amber,
Pcr/mne/br a lady^s chamber :

Golden quoi/s a7id stotnachers.
For my lads to s^z-ve their dears ;

Pins afidpoking-sticks o/steel.

What maids lackfrom head to heel:
Come buy o/r}ie, come : come buy, come buy ;
Bity, lads, or elseyour lasses cry :

Come buy,

Clo. If I were not in love with Mopsa, thou
shouldst take no money of me ; but being enthralled
as I am, it will also be the bondage of certain ri-

bands and gloves.
Mop, I was promised them against the feast ; but

they come not too late now.
Dor, He hath promised you more than that, ot

there be liars.

Mop, He hath paid you all he promised you : may
be, he has paid you more ; which will shame you to
give him again. ,

Clo, Is there no manners left among maids? will
they wear their plackets—where they should bear
their faces? Is there not milking-time—when you are
going to bed—or kiln-hole, to whistle off these secrets,
but you must be tittle-tattling before all our guests ?

'Tis well they are whispering. Clamour your tongues,
and not a word more.
Mop, 1 have done. Come, you promised me a

tawdry lace, and a pair of sweet gloves.
Clo. Have I not told thee, how I was cozened by

the way, and lost all my money?
A let. And, indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad

;

therefore it behoves men to be wary.
Clo, Fear not thou, man, thou shalt lose nothingliere.
Ant, I hope so, sir; for I have about me" many

parcels of charge.
Clo. What hast here ? ball.ids?
Mop. Pray now, buy some : I love a ballad in print

a'-life ; for then we are sure they are true.

Ant. Here's one to ;i \ery doleful tune. How a
usurer's wife was brought to bed of twenty money-
bags at a burden ; and how she longed to eat adders'
heads, and toads carbcjiiadoed.
Mop. Is it true, think you?
Ant. Very true : and but a month old.
Dor. Bless me from marrying a usurer I

^tnt. Here 's the midwife's name to 't, one mistress
Talu-porter, and five or six honest wives' that were

esent. Why should I carry lies abroad if

Mop, 'Pray you now, buy it.

Clo, Come on, lay it by : and let 's first see more
ballads ; we'll buy the other things anon.
Aiit Here 's another ballad, of a fish, that ap-

peared upon the co.ist, on Wednesd.iy the fourscore
of April, forty thous.iiul fathom above water, and
sung this ballad ag.iinst the hard hearts of maids:
it w.is thought she w.is a woman, and was turned into
a cold fish, for she would not exchange flesh with one
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that loved her: the ballad is very pitiful, and as
true.

Dor. Is it true, think you ?

Aut. Five justices' hands at it, and witnesses more
tlian my pack will hold.

Cto. Lay it by too ; another.
Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one.
Mop. Let's have some merry ones.
Aut. Why, this is a passing' merry one, and goes to

the tune of "Two maids wooing a man :" there's
scarce a maid westward but she sings it ; 'tis in request,
I can tell you.
AIop. We can both sing it : if thou'lt bear a part,

thou shalt hear ; 'tis in three parts.
Dor. We had the tune on't a month ago.
Aut. I can bear my part ; you must know, 'tis my

occupation ; have at it with you.

SONG.
Aut. Getyou hence, for I viust go ;

W/iere, itJits not yoti to knoiv.
Dor. Whither { Mop. O, -whUJier ? Dor. IVhither ?

Mop. It becomes thy oath/nil 'well.

Thou to me thy secrets tell:

Dor. Me too, let me go thither.
Mop. Or thou go'st to thegrange or jnzll:
Dor. Ifto eitlier, thou dost ill.

Aut. Neither. Dor. What, neither t Aut. Neitlier.
Dor. Thou hast stuorn my love to be ;

Mop. Thou hast sworn it 7nore to me:
T/ien, -whithergo st? say, •whitlier ?

Oo. We'll have this song out anon by ourselves :

my father and the gentlemen are in sad talk, and we'll

not trouble them.—Come, bring away thy pack after
me.—Wenches, I'll buy for you both.—^I'edlar, let's

have the first choice.—Follow me, .girls.

Aut. [Aside.] And you shall pay well for 'em.
[Singing.] IVillyoic buy any tape.

Or laceforyour cape.
My dainty duck, 7ny dear-a ?
Any silk, any thread.
Any toys/oryour head.

Ofthe tiew'st, andfin'st,Jin'stwear-a ?
Come to tile pedlar ;
Money^s a meddler.

That doth utter all 7neti*s "ware-a.
[Hxit, with Dorcas and Mopsa.

Re-enter Servant, Autolicusy<;//i;tf!;/f.

Serv. Master, there is three carters, three shep-
herds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds, that have
made themselves all men of hair,—they call themselves
saltiers : and they have a dance which the wenches
say is a galtymawfry of gambols, because they are not
in t ; but they themselves are o' the mind (if it be not
too rough for some, that know little but bowhng) it

will please plentifully.

Sltep. Away I we'll none on't : here has been too
nmch homely foolery already.— I know, sir, we weary
you. [see these four threes of herdsmen.

Pol. You weary those that refresh us : pray, let's

Serv. One three of them, by their own report, sir,

liath danced before the king ; and not the worst of the
three, but jumps twelve foot and a half by the squi

Sltep. Leave your pratin.g : since these .good men
are pleased, let them come in, but quickly liow.

Serv. Why, they stay at door, sir. [Hxit.

Re-enter Servant, luith Twelve Rustics habited like
Satyrs. T/iey dance, and then exeunt.

Pol. [To Shep.l O, father, you'll know more of that
hereatter.

—

[Aside.] Is it not too far gone? 'Tis time to part them.
He's simple, and tells nmch. [T't'Flo.J How now, fair

shepherd I

Your heart is full of something, that does take
"Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when I was young,
And handed love as you do, I was wont
To load my she with knacks : I would have ransack'd
The pedlar's silken treasury, and have pour'd it

To lier acceptance ;
you have let liim go.

And nothing juarted with him. If your lass

Interpretation should abuse, and call tliis

Your lack of love or bounty, you were straited
For a reply, at least, if you make a care
Of happy holding her.
Flo. Old sir, I know

She prizes not such trifles as tliese are :

Tile gifts she looks from me are pack'd and lock'd

Up in my heart ; which 1 have given already,
But not deliver'd.—O, hear me breathe my life

Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem.
Hath sometime lov'd : I take thy hand ; this nand,
As soft as dove's down, and as white as it,

Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd snow
That's bolted by the northern blasts twice o'er.

Pol. What follows this!—
How prettily the young swain seems to wash
Tlie hand, was fair before !—I have put you out :—
But, to your protestation; let me hear
What you profess.
Flo. Do. and be witness to t.

Plo. And this my neighbour too ?

Flo. And he, and more
Than he, and men,—the earth, the heavens, and all

:

That, were I crown'd the most imperial monarch,
Thereof most worthy ; were I the fairest youth
That ever made eye swerve ; had force, and know-

ledge.
More than was ever man's,—I would not prize them
Without her love : for her employ them all

;

Commend them, and condemn them, to her service,
Or to their own perdition.
Pol. Fairly ofTer'd.
Cam. This shows a soimd affection.
Slup. But, my daughter,

Soy you the like to him?
Per. I cannot speak

So well, nothing so well ; no, nor mean better

:

By the pattern of mine own thoughts I cut out
The purity of his.

Sliep. Take hands, a bargain ;

And, friends unknown, you shall bear "witness to 't

:

I .give my daugliter to him, and will make
Her portion equal his.

Flo. O, that must be
r the virtue of your daughter: one being dead,
I shall have more than you can dream of yet

;

Enough then for your wonder. But, come on,
Contract us 'fore these witnesses.
Sliep. Come, your hand

;

And, daughter, yours.
Pol. Soft, swain, awhile, beseech you;

Have you a father?
Flo. I have : but what of liim ?
Pol. Knows he of this ?

Flo. He neither does, nor shall
Pol. Methinks a father

Is, at the nuptial of his son, a guest
That best becomes the table. " Pray you, once more

;

Is not your father grown incapable
Of reasonable affairs? is he not stupid
With age, and altering rheums ? Can he speak ? hear ?
Know man from man? dispute his own estate?
Lies he not bed-rid ? and again, does nothing.
But what he did being childish?
Flo. No, good sir

;

He has his health, and ampler strength, indeed.
Than most have of his age.
Pol. By my white beard,

You offer him, if this be so, a wrong
Something unfilial : reason, my son
Should choose himself a wife ; but as good reason.
The father (all whose joy is nothing else
But fair posterity) should hold some counsel
In such a business.
Flo. I yield all this;

But. for some other reasons, my grave sir,

Wliich 'tis not fit you know, I not acquaint
My father of tliis busuiess.
Pol. Let him know 't.

Flo. He sliall not.
Pol. Pr'ythee, let him.
Flo. No. he must not.
SiKp. Let him, my son: he shall not need to grieve

At knowing of thy choice.
Flo. Come, come, he must not.

—

Mark our contract.
Pol. Mark vour divorce, young sir ?

[Discorjering himself.
Whom son I dare not call ; thou art too base
To be acknowledg'd : thou a sceptre's heir,
That thus affect'st .•. sheep-hook !—Thou old traitor,
I am sorry, that, by hanging thee, I can
But shorten thy life one w'eek.-And thou, fresh piece
Of excellent witclicraft, who, of force, must know
The royal fool thou cop'st with,—
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=,'''."« '"e hands '

^S^^hSS-^--^''
I'^^re is some sap in this.

' """ ''°""'' '° y°" '

T';5-.Th-d
'^^'<^''«°" °f yol-rsaTs"""'" P'*""'^'"*^

Whcreyou7bf,^o^i,TotTf;^si:,'o";^2i:Cw.
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Prosperity 's the very bond of love.

Whose fresh complexion, and whose heart together,
Affliction alters.

Per. One of these is true

:

I think affliction may subdue the cheek,
But not take in the mind.
Cam. Yea. say you so 1

There shall not, at your father's house, these seven
Be born another such. [years,

Flo. My good Camillo,
.She is as forward of her breeding, as
Slie is i' the rear of our birth.

Cixm. I cannot say 'tis pity
She lacks instructions, for she seems a mistress
To most that teach.
Per. Your pardon, sir, for this

;

I'll blush you thanks.
Flo. My prettiest Perdita !—

But O, the thorns we stand upon !—CamiUo,

—

Preserver of my father, now of me.
The medicine of our house !—how shall we do ?

We are not furnish'd like Bohemia's son.
Nor shall appear in Sicilia.

Cam. My lord.
Fear none of this : I think you know my fortunes
Do all lie there it shall be so my care
To have you royally appointed, as if

The scene you play were mine. For instance, sir.

That you may know you shall not want,—one word.
[ They talk aside.

Enter Autolycus.

Ant. Ha, hal what a fool Honesty is! and Trust,
his sworn brother, a very simple gentleman ! I have
sold all my trumpery ; not a counterfeit stone, not a
riband, glass, pomander, brooch, table-book, ballad,
knife, tape, glove, shoe-tie, bracelet, horn-ring, to
keep my pack from fasting : they throng who should
buy first, as if my trinkets had been hallowed, and
brought a benediction to the buyer: by which means
I saw whose purse was best in picture : and wliat I

saw. to my good use I remembered. My clown (who
wants but sometliing to be a reasonable man) grew so
in love with the wenches' song, that he would not stir

his pettitoes till he had both tune and words ; which
so drew the rest of the herd to me, that all their other
senses stuck in ears ; you might have pinched a
placket, it was senseless ; 'twas nothing to geld a
codpiece of a purse ; I would have filed keys off",

that hung in chains : no hearing, no feeling, but my
sir's song, and admiring the nothing of it. So that, in

this time of lethargy, 1 picked and cut most of their
festival purses ; and had not the old man come in with
a whoo-Dub against his daughter and the king's son,

and scared my choughs from the chaff, I had not left

a purse alive in the whole army.
rCamillo. Florizel. and Perdita

eome for^Liard.

Cam. Naj', but my letters, by this means being
there

So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt.
Flo. And those that you'll procure from king

Leontes,

—

Cam. Shall satisfy your father.

Per. Happy be you !

All that you speak .shows fair.

Cam. \Seeing Autol.] Whom have we here?—
We'll make an instrument of this ; omit
Nothing may give us aid.

Ant.\Aside.'\ If they have overheard me now,

—

why hanging.
Cam. "How now. good fellow I Why shakest thou

so? Fear not, man : here's no harm intended to thee.

Ant. I am a poor fellow, sir.

Cam. Why, be so still; here's nobody will steal that
from thee : yet, for the outside of thy poverty, we
must make an exchange, therefore, disease thee in-

stantly, (thou must think, there 's a necessity in 't,)and

change garments with this gentleman : thongli the
pennyworth on his side be the worst, yet hold thee,

there's some boot.
Ant. I am a poor fellow, sir.

—

\Aside.'\ I know ye
well enough.
Cam. Nay, pr'ythee, despatch : the gentleman is

h.alf flayed already.
Aut. Are you in earnest, sir!

—

\_Aside.'\ I smell

the trick on 't.

Flo. Despatch, I pr'ythee.

Aut. Indeed. I have had earnest ; cut 1 cannot
with conscience take it.

Ca>n. Unbuckle, unbuckle.

—

[Flo. and Autol. exchange garments.
Fortunate mistress, (let my prophecy
Come home to you I) you must retire yourselt
Into some covert : take your sweetheart s hat.
And pluck it o'er your brows ; muffle your face

;

Dismantle you ; and, as you can, disliken
The truth of your own seeming ; that you may
(I<"or I do fear eyes over you) to ship-board
Get undescried.
Per. I see, the play so lies.

That I must bear a part.
Cam. No remedy.

—

Have you done there ?

Flo. Should I now meet my father,
He would not call me son.
Cain. Nay, you shall have

No hat.— \G'''">S it to Per.
Come, lady, come.—Farewell, my friend.
Ant. Adieu, sir.

Flo. O Perdit.a, what have we twain forgot ?

Pray you, a word. [ They con-verse apart.
Cam. [Aside.] What I do next, shall be to tell the

Of this escape, and whither they are bound ; [kiT\g
Wherein, my hope is, I shall so prevail.
To force him after : in whose company
I shall review Siciiia, for whose sight
I have a woman's longing.
Flo. Fortune speed us !

—

Thus we set on, Camillo, to the sea-side.
Cam. The swifter speed, the better.

[Exennt Florizel, Perdita, and
Camillo.

Ant. I understand the business ; I hear it : to have
I open ear, a quick eye. and a nimble hand, is neces-

sary for a cut-purse ; a good nose is requisite also, to
smell out work for the other senses. I see, this is the
time that the unjust man doth thrive. What an ex-
change had this been without boot ! what a boot is

here with this exchange I Sure, the gods do this year
connive at us. and we may do any thing extempore.
rhe prince himself is about a piece of iniquitj'

;

stealing away from his father, w-ith his clog at his
heels : if I thought it were a piece of honesty to ac-
quaint the king withal, I would not do 't : I hold it the
more knavery to conceal it ; and therein am I constant
to my profession.

Re-enter Clo\^'n and Shepherd.
Aside, aside :—here is more matter for a hot brain

:

every lane's end, every shop, church, session, hang-
g, yields a careful man woi-k.
Clo. See, see, what a man you are now 1 There is

no other way, but to tell the king she's a changeling,
nd none of your flesh and blood,
Shep. Nay, but hear me.
Clo. Nay, but hear me.
Shep. Go to. then.
Clo. She being none of your flesh and blood, your

flesh and blood has not offended the king; and so
your flesh and blood is not to be punishecl bj^ him.
Show those things you found about her ; those secret
tilings, all but what she has with her : this being done,
let the law go whistle ; I warrant you.

.'£Mp. I will tell the king all, every word, j'ea, and
his son's pranks too ; who, I may say, is no honest
juan neither to his father, nor to me, to go about to
nake me the king's brother-in-law.
Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the farthest off you

could have been to him ; and then your blood had
been the dearer, by I know how much an ounce.
Ant. [Aside.] Very wisely, puppies !

Shep. Well, let us to the king : there is that in this

fardel will make him scratch his beard.
Ant. [Aside.] I know not wliat impediment this

complaint may be to the flight of my master.
Clo. Pray heartily he be at palace.
Ant. [Aside.] Though I am not nat\ir.ally honest, I

_.n so sometimes by chance :—let me pocket up mv
pedlar's excrement.

—

[Tates off" his false beard'X
How now, rustics ! whither are you bound ?

Shep. To the palace, an it like your worship.
Ant. "Vour aff'airs there? what? with whom? tJie

condition of that fardel, the place of your dwelling,

your names, your ages, of what having, breeding, arid

.iny thing that is fittmg to be known ?" discover.
Clo. Wc are but plam fellows, sir.



Scene 3. THE WINTKR'S TALE.
225

pi^^t^^^^^^^?^^J^ ^4fer I have done what I have promised,
„.-.v.%.v

- -"'-"-o viic lie; uui we pay tnem tor itwith stamped com, not stabbinsj steel ftliercfore, thevdo not spvc us tlie lie.
*

Clc Your worshii) had like to have jjiven us one, ifyou had not taken yourself ^vith the manner.
^ ?'-..^^ ^°" ? courtier, an 't like you, sir ?

c i ^u ^^'"'^J " y^^ ""-' '" ""• I am .1 courtier

K^fi? .
" "°' '•'^? '".' ""^"'^ =°"« '" tliese enfoldines ?Hath not my salt in it the measure of the court' re-ceives not thy nose court-odoiir from me? reflect I not

?l!lf7'-r"^^"?^ '^°"«-'^™>t':">Pt? Thiiik-st thou, forhat I insinuate, or toze from thee thy business, I amtherefore no courtier ? I am courtier cap-^-pe
; andone that will either push on, or pluck back thy bus

i

affSJ
"^ '''''^"^"P°"' I command thee to open thy

,S7itf/. My business, sir, is to the kimj.

o/": y^-'^' advocate hast thou to liiiii?
'i/tef. I know not, an 't like you.

sayf;-ouhIveTone.'''
""" ""^'^ '°' " P'^^^^''"''^

VSff Hmv Ku'^-Vi^
""""^ ""? Phf^asant, cock nor hen.W ,a How bless d are we that are not simple men IW nature might have made me as these are.

Therefore I U not disdain.

^J"-
This cannot be but a great courtier.

S/w/', Ay, sir.

this' busi^ne'ss'?'^"'''
""^ ""-" "'"'"'^^- ^'^ >'"" ^ P'^^^y in

C/o In soine sort, sir : but though my case be a
^ At°n' !,

^y" l*^" "« t-e flawed oift o.^'t

"^

^zc/. O, that s the case of the shepherd's son •—
hang him, he'll be made an e.vamplc '^ " '

C/o Comfort, good comfort : we must to the kint'

of vour'da'Jl'hf
'^"'^'= ''^'"^

= ^^ ""'« know 'tfs nom;
Sir^?^>-if

""^''"'
"°r ">y 5'Ster; we are gone elseb r, I „ ,11 give you astauch as this old man does, whenthebusiness IS performed; and remain, as he savsyour pawn till it be brought you ^ '

_A:,t. I will trust you. ' Walk before toward the sea-

hferd^'u^O^fy^'u''^"''^
^-"^ '^"' '-^ "P- "^

blested^''
""^ ""''''*

'" ""' "^"' '"'= "^ "'-''y ^ay. even

tJi"'^-
'^'^^

'f
^'^^°''^- as he bids us

: he was provided

AJ\T,°t^ /^•T'"/ Shepherd «,.5cim™Aut. Ifl had a mind to be honest, I see. Fortunewou d not suffer me : she drops booties in my mouth
I am courted now with a double occasion, gold anda means to do the prince my master good ; which who

Shep. H,s garments are rich, but he wears them not I uin hrini ,i,«I f"'^
""7' ^^i^ '°J"y advancement?

handsomely. '='" ""t I mil bring these two moles, these blind ones, aboard
Clo He seems to be the more noble in being fan- hL" romnhnV"^i;"V° *°'-e 'hem again, and that

t.-istical: a great m.an, I'll warrant; I know by he no?hfnTPi?Mrn*^^
''^''^ '° '''e king concerns him

picking on 's teeth. ^ ?°";'"8:''et him call me rogue for being s» far officious •

Wh '"V
^''1 '^''^^' *ere! what 's i' the fardel' S.^it^T-r?-^'''i

"''
*ii'r''''*''

^"'^ ^"''^t *ame else
Wherefore that box

»

"^'
'

pelon.gs to t. To him will I present them : there mav
^^A .^r, there lies such secrets in that fardel and

^^ '"'"""' '" '' l^.box, which none must know but the king; and which

spee'ifof'Sr;™"'"
""^ "-- 'f I "--^— ^o '»'

ACT V
ci"'i '^<^k'

'^™ ''^^ '""^t "ly labour. qrPMi? i c- tShef. Wh}', sirs bLtNE I.—Sicilia. A Room in tite Pa'ace of
=^L''a

"^^^ •'ing.'s not at the palace; he is gone ,.
Leontes.

thou must know, the king IS full of grief.

rwll^n^J'! '^''^'^^''',.='5°",'''^ 5°"' 'hat should, J" -^ i-'a saiu, sir, aoOUt niS
have married a shepherd's daughter

w.'ZT 'L"""'
shepherd be not now in hand-fast lethim fly

: the curses he shall have, the torture he shall

C/T'TH.fv''
'"^ back of man, the heart of monsVe

<-io. 1 liink j'ou so, sir?
A,<t. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can makeheavy, and vengeance bitter; but those that are

'?nS^^"V°
''™'/'>°"'<h remove,! fifty timis, shall aU.ome under the hangman: which, though it be ^reatpity, yet it is necessarj-. An old sfieep-whi^tlinirogue, a ram-tender, to offer to have his daugltefcome into grace ? Some say, he shall be stoned*? but

tfr. ^^t"' " '°°
^°V,°I '"'"' =ay I

:
draw ourThrone

So easy
^^'^ ""^

'

''" ''^^"^^ ^'^ '°° ^^"'' "^« sharpest

n'^likftU'sirf
'"'" '^•"ason.sir.do you hear. WoL'ldlr„iJra?a^ll<^d°an 't like you. ^..

.

AiU He has a son, who shall be flayed alive •

then. 'nomted over with honey, set on the head of awasps nest: then stand till he be three quarters and
rr'i^r. ^^'^ : 'h'^n/ecovered again witl, aqSavftT.

hnuJ^^
" ''°' '"'^^"°-"

• "'^"- 'aw .as he is, and in

^,?Iit?. /P,"*^"?,'"?"""" proclaims, shall he be se"against a brick-wall, the sun looking with a southwardeve upon hiin; where he is tobeLld hfm w th flTesblo«ii to death. But what talk we of these traitorlvrascals, whose miseries are to be sni ed -It ,£ •

offences being so capital? Tel? „,e (fo yL sien^To
^.^i°".?fLPl.^!.".?"^".' -!"y Vo« have toVhe I^rnglbeing

^''"''

foSn'd°"
^"^"^ ''°"^ enough, and have per-

A saint-like sorrow ; no fault could you makeWhich you have not redeem'd
; indeed paid down

nn '^f.^^'l"""'' *-\" '^""'^ "-"pass
:
a? the last

wlt^^^^ H"""^-'^
'^^^'^ <^°"<'' f°'-Srt your e^ilWith them forgive yourself.

H^rjnd her virtues. I cannot Z^^^' ' ''"''"'''"

My blemishes in them ; and so still think

?hfeT°"F ' did myself; which was so much.That heirless it hath made my kingdom ; and

B^rJZV:i%TZr:^i
companion,-that e'er"Ln

.f.';j"'by one. you wedded'S^tfiTrrfd.'"^
'°"' '

Or, from the all that are. took something good,

Wn '"! K " P"^'"',\ woman, she you kiUVl

ci.'^'f'f-n.j .... I think so. KilPd IShe I kill'd I I did so : but thou strik'st meborely to say I did ; it is as hitter

.^4°sVb^t*sKv'^
'" "'' "'°"«'^'= "°"- ^'^"^ "°-;

V ''''""'
t- t '^"' at all, good ladvYou might have spoken a thousand things 'that would

Vour\!i'n°dL'^^b'euL"'"''^
^'^"^''^' -" '^-•"

WouM have him wed again"'"
"""^ °"''"''^'

something gentlv con.i.ler'ed, I'll bring you where he Of hi?'„U.°'
""" ''^*<=' "°'' "«= "-c-membranc

Md« the king, to effect your suits, he^l \^.^^'^ "^^^^^^^^ ^l^^^^,
hii'^-J^",^^""'^}''

•"= "f P'^at authority : close with A-h\"f hnN^^i^''"
*'«-• former oucen is well!

"
him. eive him gold ; and tilough authority be a sn - " than,-for royaft '

swfen^'td ''%''' "•= "^^ ^y"'^ ""^^ with go I

:

h3 .^J^'^" "^^ >""." P"''«« »° 'he o"tside of h s

fcyedalive'r
"""''^ ?''°' R-^men.ber.-stoned. and

^\ hat holier than,-for royalty's repair,
l-or present comfort, and for f.iture good.-fo bless the bed of majesty again ^ '

With a sweet fellow to t ?

w 111 nave fulfill d their secret [iiirposes :lias not the divine -'Vpollo said,
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Is '1 not the tenor of his oracle,

?HfL^T-'^^^?°,')fl' ^t*^"
""^ 'lave an heir,TUI hislo»t clHid be found? which, that i shall

A=^f"a""?"''™""
*°.°"'- human reason.As my Antigonus to break his ''rave

My iSrd shoul,
1 to ^1

"' h V.-ns t' contrarf
^'•

Oppose against their « ilIs.-[V« Leo„ I Srhe crown will find an heir : Grca^XLi

Wh^hast the memory of He°rmione!"^'-
1 know, ni honour.—O, that ever I

Have taken treasure from her lips,- ^ '

THE WINTER'S TALE.
y^rrs.

Would she begm a sect, might quench the ze-^lOf all professors else ; make proselyte"Of who she but bid foUow
Paul. tT„, ,

..„u.
i lie rarebt ot all women.

>5drTl-^liX[?i[er
"^''

'''^|
l^Bl' ^"'^*^" "'"^ you^hi-SurM frienks

t
;
so his successor

^""^ *=.'? «° "",„^,">l^'-acement.-StiII'S siranee
I He thus ilf^ulSf°--^„t' L-'^^. -''^ GentleS^in.

Ni-t^tfth'^t'h'/s'^r"! ^-^t"
"''^ "0""^ ira7^'a"i^?d

Bet'!;;'^'\^'^f/b°i';lhV'"'=
""^ °°' ^"" » "-"*

w,'^i K •

'''^" =^^ this gentleman, thy speeches

u\l^;^h^r^?L™£5"V\i;a'''^''"''"
• 1 hey are come.—

More rich, for what they yielded
^'^ "''^'"

Begin, " And why to me

Sh^'had just cause.
"^"^ '''^ ="* P°"'^'''

To'^rZder her I married
''"^^ """^ "°"''' '"""^^ ">e

Shm.M Hft','" ^'
"'^" ^'^ ^""-'^k, that even your ears

Leon. ' o.

Nf'e'ri marry, but by my frj" Tea"
'"""'

CJ. You ten>pt him over.nuch.
_""''''" ""^ °^'''-

H)I'^'tH^^^'i^S^.^V:"/" '™«) l-th so?neth:
C/^^ You teiiipt liim over-n'iuch
Paid, TT I

As like Hermione as is her picture,
^"'"'^ ^"°"'^'-'

Affront his eye.

'paill
'"°°^ madam,—

YeMfmy lord will marry,-if you\riiri|?°"'-No remedy, but you willf-giv? me the officeTo choose yon a queen : she shall not be so vouns-As was your former ; but she shall be such ^ ^
To%Tet'ri;r;oSrir.^"-^^''-'--'-'''t^>^^joy

'iSi"
"°' ""^^' ™ thou ^idd'st^'u^"""'

Ne€i'^ut^en.'°"
''"' '''"^"'^ ^•^-" '"''^'-">

!

^ , „ ,
•^«''«- a Gentleman.

<^^^r-o y
"'^t S'T^ ""' hi'i'self prince FlorizelSon of PolLxenes, with his princess, (she

^'°"^^''
The fairest I have yet beheld,) de.sires accessTo j'our high presence.

T it".".'!" ., < .1. . ^^''^' "'* li™ ? he comes notLike to h,s father's greatness : his approach,bp out of circumstance and sudden, tells us
1 IS not a visitation fram'd, but forc'dBy need and accident. What train ?
Get!/,

Tt t r
And those but mean.

'^'''

^'''"-
A .,

^'' princess, say you, with him

Paul. OH'As every present time doth boast itself
'

Above a better, gone, so must thy graveGive way to whafs seen now I Sir?you yourself
"a^l fa'd and writ so. (but your writhig nowIs colder than that theme,) "She had ?t beenNor was not to be equall'd :"-thus your verseFlow d with her beauty once : 'tis shrewdly ebb'dTosay you have seen a better.

y ^"o a,

^he'r^'r 'fr -Tv^-^-^-- (yo-^T'""
'

w;n hi- "''^" ^''^ '''S olitain-d your eye,WUl have your tongue too. This is a creature

^.«./.^Cleomenes, 7«W, Florizel, Perdita, «„«-<,//;«•,

v,^\'^°^}>T '•"''^ "'«=' """e to wedlock, prince

•

?on5^ •''"' P""' y°"' oya" 'a'her off.
'^

'

Yn^^rfV^^y"-"'-
^^^""^ I but twenty-one.Vour father s image is so hit in you.

As I d.'i^M^
"'^'

/ "''"'i''^
'^^" y°" brother.

Rv „c „ "l™: .'l"d speak of something wildlv

And ir'?'^ '' P^^"'"- ^f°« dearly we come 'And you, fair pnncess,—goddess l—O alas

Mitl^r"Pj"' that -twixfheavfn andear^hr^bght thus have stood, begetting wonder, as
Ml 'i^"""""' 5°"P'«' do I And then I lost(AH mine own folly) the society.
Amity too, of your brave father ; whom

KoJ^e^-K'o^^l^m'^"^'^'"^'^^

GireVoi'l^f
'°-'Vd Sicilia, a^n^d 'j^=o;5i°h"IS^"'i^ive you all greetings, that a kinsr, at friend

,^?:?:lt"^
h.s brother: and, but in^tanity'

seiz'dtr.- . , . V , .7.1
"'* "uiu [lines) n;His wish d ability, he had himself

Mel ur"d ?ntnf"' ''"'« y"" throne and his

fHe l»d^ n ""^ "P,°" y°"
;
"hom he loves

k^d'^h^s^Th^XTi^rm! Ifv^inr
'"'^ ^^^^^^^^^^

|%?^;ne^^z^i,yxl-^-So rarely kind are as interprete^rs '

a1 ^y ^i^hind-hand slackness I-Welcome hitherAs IS the spring to th' earth. And hath he tooExpos d tins paragon to the fearful usage
'

(At least ungentle) of the dreadful NepUine,

Th-fd^i %
'°^" ?2' '™"'' her pains, much less

jr/
her person ?

She came from Libya.
Good my lord.

Tgt-'^'oble honour-d lor^HlTa^^^ifl't^^f^--

daught^e?'"^-'™-"
'"^"^^^ from him, whose

His tears proclaim'd his, parting with her • thenrf

^=^t^|^^^--f|^)->^ve'?SS..

JJ
ho for Bohemia bend, to signify-Not only my success in LibyS sif,

H^UYvh'JrTwe ^?e'
"^ ''''''' '" ^^^^'^

PuJge'aU infection froil'^ur^ir^h^^f^01.Do chmate here ! You have a holy father

i^J""^^'
gentleman

; .igainst whose person
1° ^".ed as It ,s, I have done sin :

'
'

For which the heavens, taking angi-y note

(ATheffoSh'.'"""'"'^' ?"^ your -feeler's bloss-d

^^?^=r'^i^^{:;;^TLvebeen
l^]^^^\^'^^^" -'' ave ,ook-!l^oT.'Such goodly tlimgs as you

.

. , /Siller a Lord.

Ti,,? ., 1. T , „ • ^'ost noble sir.

UW. n^i^M
' ^''all report will bear no cred t.

^^ ere not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir.

i



Scene 2.

Bohemia greets you from Iiimself by me •

Desires you to attacli his son, who has '

'J?'j'J''^""J'.''"''
''"'>' l""I> cast oin

A IheW's d^ughie'r""
'"^ ""P^' ='"^' -"•

^ Here in your cit;n"^^?^tm1S'?-
I speak amazedly ; and it becomes

"

Whil^l'f wn"'*!,'"^
message. To your court

Of ,h?c r • "^ ^as enmjr, („, the chase, it seems
?hl ;f-h"" ''JVf^''

"'^"^ he on the way
'

The father of this seeming lady, and

WitMhty'^uSnce.'' '""' """'^ ''"'"''^

ngwith the king your^f^ti^er
° '° ""^ "-^'^^ =

hS'Is^p's^:"™^'^ ' ' ^p--^'^? -'h'?i?„';^x':;?,;vtias tnese poor men m question. Never saw I

^fL^^fheS^st-oKa-^p^ib-"'''
fvife/.?S§.{rirdea;h' "--- ''h-

•

AV^"w= , ^ •
^o" ^""^ married ?

Th! ^> •/ ^?'^' ™'" '^'^« "le valleys first-—The odds for higli and lows alike.

Is^h^he daughter of a king? ^^ '°''*

When once she is my wife.
^^^ '^'

jy^TomJ'rvTrrsllf.5^:''^ir:^s?S-y'''"^''''^^'^=I''^'^'''

\ll%^°"^- ^'°" ''^^'^ '^^''e" fro"! iiis likingWhere you were tied in duty: and as sorrvYour choice, is not so rich in worth ^belutr
fl

y°" n".<ht well enjoy her.
^'

Though Fortune, visible an enem?.'"'
'"""^ "P'

HT?h .1,^^^^k"^'
"'"' '"y '"^'her, power no jot

l3;°st^;i.^ou°rz^om?4i-Lr-'^-

sJp;firttS=arc»tVl\-eVuS^-'
i«, '"Yv™"J'^^"i P'^='°"^ t^Wngs'^t'tfles

wfcrc?ufiLta?ri«^:' ''^^-- --H ™r/"««/. „• ,•
(tress.

Your eye hath too much youth ik'tT^notT^onth

#CXtll7o^L^tw- ---"^^^^^^^^
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Ixi^n.^rvrRo^gfr':;',""""''
"'" '-P'^''^ ''"ows n,ore.

thi kfug^SSr^^sVouud "s.ich''^ r^i'---/^
f^'fi,"^"

'

Here comeq th^ inH,. b K' ' "^ '''"'"^ Gentleman.!

^^Ji^^^'^^'^-"<^ P-^-t by
see, thereissuchuniry fn the nroaf/°^," ="^«^'y°>iqueen Hermione • liir ;.',,.: .P""'?- The mantle of

iisSiiiSi

^is?K:!&?SSt^Sir^--
not by favour Our i-iriX- 1 •

l^n">vn by garment,

carried heSePch^yr- '^"^'"^ °f Antigonus. that

to'reta;se^'^,fol',:.h°'^/ett'ati^^ '^L'^^^f
-^'"

r"she"pi^a^°te"^^^^^^^

instruments, which aTded ^?. !^ ^ '^1' ^° "''" ^" "'"^

Icath. with tl,r;n-,n,?l^l .'^1.'^''^"°» Of 'he queens

SCENE Il.-Sicilia. Br/ore tlu Palace.
Enter Autolycus a,ui a Gentleman.

rcrf.';^-„?^'"''
y°"' "" *"e yo" present at this

y lord. clcath, with tie manner hove,,''''''''''""
"^ '-'"^ <J"<=eS-s

f£.r«,«.. confessed and lam iTed °
y'?,?e'kine )° t^'T^'tiveness wounded his d.in^hr.J.'-.n, r5:.l 'l°\^

?"eii:tiveness wounded his daughter • tUl 'S nn'Z
?"^";

:u^ whi^h-i^*^^ R!:"£!^/i-^?'v."f ?'er ...other's
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of access? every wink of an eye, some new trrate will

Ied^e°'" Le"s lloS"'"
'"^""^ « untluifty to o^.?know

J^a Now hnr f'n.fn, , ,
l-^^""' Gentlemen.yute. r«oM, had l not the clash of my former life inme would preferment drop On n,y head brougthe old man and his son aboard the prince • told ffi

h,^t''hJ'l 'If'",!-""'
°'" =» ^V^^^' ^"d I Low not wha

"

but he at thattime, over-fond of the shepherds dauJhter, (so he tlien took her to be,) who began to beSlsea-sick.and himself little beiter. extfemity of wea
Rnrtu^ !""'"?• '^'' ^"y^'^^y remained u diLove ed

secre ft would°n"o?
^/°' l^^l I been the finder out of thissecret, it «ould not have relished amone my other dis-credits [£«to- Shepherd ««rf Clown.] Here comethose I have done good toagainstmy wi l.andllreadvappearing m the blossoms of their fortune

"^"^""^^

6/!<;>. Come, boy ; I am past more children but

cl°"You1r^"^'T'''"'"' ^^ ^^'Igentleinenbo™
'

Uo. You are well met, sir. You denied to fi</Iitwith me this other day, because I was no gemle.mnborn. See you these clothes? say, you see thlm
best «v '^^"^

"""i""'
"° g<=nt'eman^bom

: you wSebest say these rolies are not gentleman born \,1lt

min'fe/"'
'°' ""'' "•>" ^^'^^"^- ' a.^ no?n'oTgeftle!

C/f {^"T^Fu ^'^"°^''' ^"- a gentleman born.

s;:eAaZ^,t7i^S^^ =° ^"^ "- "'-.^ ^°-

^'"-
^°f?S;' 'l^^'r^^^Mj!- a ^en^lematei

Aci

. „„,„,. i.a.c,—uut I was a frentJeman

hand'anT^^H^
f""-,"'--, king's son foSk me by the

caH^ri -^ f^!"'^ "u '
^1°^^^""'

• =1"'' then the two fcin<'s

Mother LHif/'n'^™*'^"''
'"'"^ "'^" 'he prince, my

father
'
and so

^
'"'^''''V

'"^ ^f"'^
called Vny father,

^ml^nalllkftea/sthireUr-w^e'ri. ^™^ "^^ «"'
.W/. We may live, son, to shed many more

po^^rotr^^ItfaV.^ra^e""'' '"'''' "^^'"^ '" » P-
the'ruit?i"ht'e- c'i'^i^Xcn^ ^r\^;^ rd t
^"S,^/

y°,"^?ood report to the prince ?nyZi.ter

we^a^^-^rn^^llfe^ii.^""'
'°

'

'"^ ''' ">-' '^'^ ^-""=. »-
CA'. Thou wilt amend thy life ?
^ue. Ay. an it like your good worship.
Cl0. Give me your hand : I will swear to the prince

s-L*"v'
*"""'' ^ f."e fellow as any is in Bohemif

'

^/ -^kr^.""
niay say it. but not swear it.

CJo. Not swear It, now I am a gentleman? Let boorsand frankhns say it. ru swear it
"

A/j,-/. How if it be false, son ?

^iMn\l^.S:!;f??fe^<l-gJ'^^-^^y

taU fdlow of thy hliJlll^Vtha"'i^Z^^^^!
fellow'oVthrhL'id"!'

'"°"'" "^°" "-"dst be'a"J^

rJf' A "'li'
P"'°''' ^°' =' '° my power.

n„, /• ^^' ^">; '"^^"S prove a tall fellow • if I do
be nrftall"^n^t""tn??''

'""'"^^ '" ^e drunk not
!:„Ii ?u '^"°". tfnst me not.—Hark I the kino-sand the prmces, our kindred, are goin^ to see tfl

m^?e"rl
"'""'" Come, foUow us

:
we'U be?hrgood

{Exeunt.
SCENE in.-Sicilia. /« PauUnas .ffsw,?.

EiiUr Leontes Polixenes, Florizel, Perdita, CaniiUo
i'aulma, Lords, and Attendants.

ThaTlhavl^IclTl^f ^^"""^' *^ S^^' -"f-'

X^S'L well I meant well'^'Ali^^^^t
wTh':"f..P";:i. !?,!!?! =,"'.''!-'>•.<?" have vouchsafd-,r« , !'"" iiuiut; . uui mat you have vnnrlwir,! 7^,..

--j-- -—..».*.*.

With your crownVl brother, and\hese your comike ed ForTl ', ,« ^ ,,
°°' ''='"'

Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house tn vUiV ^° ' '^ affl ction has a taste as sweet
It is a surplus of your grace, which neverMy life may last to answer.

w •!"• . ,
O Paulina,We honour you with trouble : but we came

10 see the statue of our queen : your ttallery

X^lf,^" P"'','' t >ro".?h, not without much contentIn many singularities ; but we saw not

TheVtat'Ll-'oTLt^Sl'll^^
'^"'" '° '""•^ "'-"•

S</S;'dead likeness, I do ^^^^^t P^^^'"^-

hxccis whatever yet you look'd upon.Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep itLonely, apart. But here it is : ,>fep^e
^

1 o see the life as lively mock'd, as ever
StiU sleep mock d death : behold ! and say, 'tis wellIPauhna draws back a curtain, and dis-
I ,;..„ ., .

cavers a statue.

vi,,. ^ A
^''^"<:e'-" the more shows offYour wonder

: but yet speak ;-first, you, my UeseComes It not something near ?
^ ^

Chide me, dear.stone, that I may' sa"y'indeCr
"' '"

Thou art Hermione
; or rather, thou art sheIn thy not ch.dmg, for she was as tender

H!4±"n''^
^"'' grace.-Butyet, Pauhna.

^o^ag^d? asXs"s°^e;°ns'!"^'>
^"'"'^'^^

'
-'"'""'

'pau! Qn „ 1 .1.
°' "°' "^y """ch-

Which ipf.cr^K' *^ "'"'^ °"' carvers excellence
;

As'"he 'livelL';r°"''
''•'"""" ^^"^' ^'"^ "-"^" "er

Leon. And now she might have doneSo much to my good comfort, as it if
'

Eve7whh'r,f.h°r'?^ '?"'" °- "'"^ she stood.

As now ?/„u^ ^'^?
°i

majesty, (warm life,AS now It coldly stands, when first I ivoo'd her tI am asham d : does not the stone rebuke n"eFor bemg more stone than it?-0, royal piece IThere s magic in thy majesty ; which hasMy evils conjur'd to remembrance
; andtroni thy admirmg daughter took the soiritqStanding like stoni with thee I

P
'

And do not say 'tis superstition, '^laf
^"'-^ '"' '^^^

i kneel, and then implore her blessing.-Lady.Dear queen, that ended when I but beganGive me that hand of yours to kiss
Paul. n ...

The statue is but newly fix'd. the colo^tlrr
""" '

Whfr'h .; vl^
^°"^'- ^'°"'' ^'"•°»' "as too sore laid on." hich sixteen winters cannot blow away '

bo many sunimers dry : scarce any joy
5', ,^-^-'J-° '??s; live

; no sorrow, " ^
iiiit kill d Itself much sooner.

rl'hT "-^^
"r ^^"n

of°'is h"a?e';ote^/'

Wm'tliecfuri^hii'Sf''""' >'°"' - "'

in h^d thought the sight of ..yuoott^L'°"''

^,f,!/ 7s.r„ !„^ ,

Donot draw the curtain.

M^Jnk a!fo"a^?ntv"es"°"
^''^ °" ''• '"^^^ ^'^" "^^^y

-rf"^' ,., Masterly done

:

/ .r'^-rV^ l"™= ""™ "P°n her lip.

£S-s almost so far transpiJ'rtedTtlSt"
'^"""'"

'

He II thmk anon it lives.

M^eme to think so u.enty%"~She"VNo settled senses of the wo^l5 can in^tch
'

The pleasure of that madness. Left alone.

I pdayi-'irou'^-rhei''^^-^
'""^ '- "-•'^

yzi^""'- Do, Paulina;
^'""

As any cordial comfort.—Still, niethhiks,

ConW pt^r" ""r ^""f""
f'?"' her

:
what fine chisel

Forfwi^fL^s hen
''''"'"

' ""^ "° "'"" "°'^'' ""'•

TiC''i!f'i.i- ,
'-'°od my lord, forbear

:

Uie ruddiness upon her lip is wet

;

> oil 11 mar it, if you kiss it ; stain your own
>!L°''^mP^""'"!?- Shall I draw the curtain ?Leon, ^o, not these twenty years.

Stand by, a looker on.'
^" '°"= ""^''

'''""•
Either forbear,

!
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Ouit presently the chapel, or resolve you
for iitore aiuazei»ent. If yon can behold it,

I 11 make the statue move indeed ; descend,
A lid take you by the hand : but tlieu you '11 think
(Which I protest against) 1 am assisted
liy wicked powers.
Leon. ^Vhat you can make her do,

I am content to look on : what to speak,
I am content to hear; for lis as easy
To make her speak, as move.
Paul. It is requir'd

\'ou do awake your faith. Then, all stand still

;

'Jr those that think it is unlawful business
1 am about, let them depart.
Leon. Proceed

:

No foot shall stir.

P.1UI. Music, awake her ; strike '.—{Music.

Tis time ; descend ; be stone no irore ; approach

;

Srrike all that look upon with marvel. Come ;

1 '11 fill your grave up ; stir ; nay, come away ;

Bciiueath to death jour numbness, for from him
Dear Ufe redeems you.—You perceive, she stirs:

f Hennione cotnes kon>n/rotn the pedestal.
Start not ; her actions shall be holy, as
^'ou hear my spell is lawful : do not shun her.
Until you see her die aeain ; for then
^'ou kill her double. Nay, present 3'our hand :

^^'hen she was youn^. you woo'd her ; now, in age.
Is she become the suitor.

Leoji. [JiinbraciJtj^ her. ] O, she's warm I

I f this be majjic let it be an art
Lawftil as eating.

a Pol. She embr=..ces him.
Catn. She hancjs about his neck

:

If she pertain to "life, let her soeak too.

Pol. Ay, and make it manifest that she has liv'd.

Or how stol'n from the dead.
Paul. That she is living.

Were it but told you, should be hooted at
Like an old tale : but it appears she lives.

Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while.

—

Please you to interpose, fair madam ; kneel.

.\.nd pr.iy jour mother's blesaing.—Turn, good lady :

Our Pcrdita is found.
{Presenting I'crdita, ivho kneels to Hermione.

Her. \'uu gods, look down,
.\nd from your sacred vials pour your graces
Ij pon my daughter's head !—Tell me, mine own.
Where hast tliou been prcserv'dj where liv'd? how

found
Thy father's court '/ for thou shalt hear, that I,

—

Knowing by Paulina that the oracle
Ga\e hope thou wast in being,—have preserv'd
Myself to see the issue.

Paul. There 's time enough for that

:

Lest they desire, upon this push, to trouble
'\'our joys with like relation.—Go together.
You precious winners all 1 your exultation
Partake to ever}' one. 1, an old turtle.

Will wing me to some wither"d bough, and there
.My mate, that 's never to be found' again.
Lament till I am lost.

Leon. O peace, Paulina !

Thou shouldst a husband take by my consent.
As I by thine, a wife : this is a match.
And made between 's by vows. Thou hast found mine ;

But how, is to be question'd,—for I saw her.
.\s I thought, dead ; and have in vain said many
A prayer upon her grave. I'll not seek far
( For him, 1 partly know his mind) to find thee
..\n honourable husband.—Come, Caniillo,
.\nd take her by the hand, whose worth and honesty
Is richly noted, and here justified
By us, a pair of kings.—Let 's from this place.

—

\\ hat 1 look upon my brother :—both your pardons.
That e'er I put between your holy looks
My ill suspicion.—"This your son-in-law,
And son unto the king, (whom heavens directing,)
Is troth-plight to your daughter.—Good Paulina,
Lead us from hence ; where we may leisurely
Each one demand, and answer to his part
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, since first

I We were dissever'd : hastily lead away. \Exei<nt.

King John.
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SCENE,—Sometimes in England, and somctit/ies in France.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Northampton. A Room of Stale i?i the
Palace.

Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Essex,
Sabsbury, and others, tuilh Chatillon.

K. JohH. Now, say, Chatillon, what would France
with us r

Chat. Thus, after greeting, speaks the King of
In my behaviour, to the m;ijcsty, (Frai
rile borrow'd m.ijcsty of England here.
/:/(. A strange beginning ;—borrow'd majesty !

K. fohn. Silence, good mother ; hear the embassy.
ClMt. Philip of France, in right and true behalC

Of thy deceased brother Geffrey's son,
Arthur Plantagenct, lays most lawful claim
To this fair island and the territories

;

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Tour.iiiic, Maine

;

Desiring thee to lay aside the sword
Which sways usurpingly these several titles.

And put the same into young Arthur's liaud,
Tliv nephew and right roy.ilsMvereign.
K. John. What fcjllows, if we disallow of this t
Chat. The proud control of fierce and bloody war,

To enforce thcsp rights so forcibly witliheld.
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AT. ^o7m. Here have we war for war, and blood for
blood,

Coiitrolnient for controlment : so answer France.
C/utt. Then take my king's defiance from my mouth,

The furthest limit of my embassy.
A'. Jolin. Bear mine to him, and so depart in peace :

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ;

For ere thou canst report I will be there,
The thunder of my cannon shall be heard

:

So, hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath.
And sullen presage of your own decay.

—

An honourable conduct let him have :

—

Pembroke, look to't.—Farewell, Chatillon.
\Exennt Chatillon and Pembroke

Eli. What now, my son I have I not ever said.
How that ambitious Constance would not cease,
Till she had kindled France, and all the world.
Upon the right and party of her sonV
This might have been prevented, and made whole.
With very easy arguments of love

;

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must
AVith fearful bloody issue arbitrate. [us.

K. John. Our strong possession, and our right for

Eli. Your strong! possession, much more than your
Or else it must go wrong with you, and me : [right,

oo much my conscience whispers in your ear.
Which none but heaven, and you, and I, shall hear.

Enter tile SkzxiS o/Northamptonshire, lulw whispers
Essex.

Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy.
Come from the country to be judg'd by you.
That e'er I heard : shall I produce the men ?

K. John. Let them approach.

—

ytxit Sheriff.

Our abbeys, and cur priories, shall pay
This expedition's charge.

Re-enter Sheriff, 'uith Robert Faulconbridge and
Philip, his bastard Brotlier.

What men are you J

Bast. Your faithful subject I ; a gentleman
Born in Northamptonshire, and eldest son.
As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge

;A soldier, by the honour-giving hand
Of Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field.

K. John. What art thou ?

Rob. The son and heir to that same Faulconbridge.
K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir !

Vou came not of one mother, then, it seems.
Bast. Most certain of one mother, mighty king.

That is K ell known ; and, as I think, one father':
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth,
I put you o'er to heaven, and to my mother :

—

Or that I doubt, as all men's children may.
Eti. Out on thee, rude man ! thou dost shame thy

mother.
And wound her honour with this diffidence.
Bast. I, madam ? no, I have no reason for it

;

That is ray brother's plea and none of mine ;

The which if he can prove, 'a pops me out
At least from fair five hundred pound a year

:

Heaven guard my mother's honour, and my land 1

K. yohn. A good blunt fellow.—Why, being
younger born,

Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance?
Bast. I know not why, except to get the land.

But once he slander'd me with bastardj'

:

But whe'r I be as true begot, or no.
That still I lay upon my mother's head ;

But, that I am as well begot, my liege,
(Fair fall the bones that took the pa'ms for me !)

Compare our faces, and be judge yourself.
If old Sir Robert did beget us botli.

And were our father, and this son like him,

—

O, old Sir Robert, father, on my knee
I give heaven thanks, I was not like to thee.
K. jfohu. Why, what a madcap hath heaven lent

us here I

Eli. He hath a trick of Creur-de-lion's face;
The accent of his tongue aifecteth him

:

Do you not read some tokens of my son
In the large composition of this man?

A', yohn. Mine eye hatli well examined his parts,
And finds them perfect Richard.—Sirrah, speak.
What doth move you to claim your brother's land?

Bast. Because he hath a half-face, like my father,
With that half-face would he have all my land

;

A half-fac'd groat five hundred pound a year

!

Rob. My gracious liege, when that my father liv'd,

Your brother did employ my father much,

—

Bast. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land

;

Your tale must be, how he employ'd my mother.
Rob. And once despatch'd him in an embassy

To Germany, there, with the emperor.
To treat of high affairs touching that time.
The advantage of his absence took the king,
.\nd in the mean time sojourn'd at my father's

;

Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak :

But truth is truth : large lengths of seas and shores
Between my father and my mother lay,

(As I have heard my father speak himself,)
When this same lusty gentleman was got.
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd
His lands to me ; and took it, on his death.
That this, my mother's son, was none of his;

.\nd if he were, he came into the world
I' ull fourteen weeks before the course of time.
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine.
My father's land, as was my father's will.

A'. John. Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ;

Your father's wife did after wedlock bear hiin ;

And if she did play false, the fault was hers

;

Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother.
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son.
Had of your father claim'd this son for his ?

In sooth, good friend, j'our father might have kept
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world ;

In sooth, he might : then, if he were my brother's.

My brother might not claim him ; nor your father.

Being none of his, refuse him : this concludes,

—

My mother's son did get your father's heir

;

Your father's heir must have your father's land.
Rob. Shall, then, my father's will be of no force

To dispossess that child which is not his?
Bast. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir.

Than was his will to get me, as I think.
Eli. Whether hadst thou rather be a Faulconbridgej

And like thy brother, to enjoy thy land.
Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion,
Lord of thy presence, and no land beside ?

Bast. Madam, an ifmy brother had my shape.
And I had his. Sir Robert his, like him

;

And if my legs were two such riding-rods.
My arms such eel-skins stuff'd ; my face so thin.

That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose.

Lest men should say, " Look, where three-farthings
goes

!"

And, to his shape, were heir to all this land.
Would I might never stir from off this place,
I'd give it every foot to have this face ;

I would not be Sir Nob in any case.
Eli. I like thee well : wilt thou forsake thy fortime,

Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me ?

1 am a soldier, and now bound to France.
Bast. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my chance:

Your face hath got five hundred pounds a year

;

Yet sell your face for five pence, and 'tis dear.

—

Madam, I'll follow you unto the death.
Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither.

Bast. Our country manners give our betters way
A". John. _V.'hat is thy name?
Bast. Philip, my liege, so is my name begun,

Philip^ood old Sir Robert's wife's eldest son.

A". John. From henceforth bear his name whose
form thou bearest:

Kneel thou down Philip, but arise more great

;

Arise Sir Richard, and Plantagenet. (hand:
Bast. Brother, by the mother's side, give me your

My father gave me honour, yours gave land.

—

Now blessed be the hour, by night or day.
When I was got. Sir Robert was away.

Eli. The very spirit of Plantagenet 1

I am thy griindam, Richard ; call me so.
Bast. Mad.ani, by chance, but not by truth : what

Something about, a little from the right, [though i

In at tlie window, or else o'er the hatch :

Who dares not stir by day, must walk by night

;

And have is have, however men do catch

;

Near or far off, well won is still well sliot

;

And I am I, howe'er I was begot.
A". John. Go, Faulconbridge : now hast tliou thy

desire

;

A landless knight m.nkes' thee a landed 'squire.

—

Come, madam,—and come, Richard; we must speed
For France, for France ; for it is more than need.
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J^aJf- Brother, adieu : good fortune come to thee IFor thou wast got i' tlie way of honesty

A foot of honour bette/San'l'wal
""'^' '^^ ^"'^'''

But many a many foot of land the worse.

"Go^T^,, '^s"
'

'"^''^' ''"^' '°'"-' ^ '^^*' •"

And if hU i.ame be'cioi-^ la can iSuTet^'/^^^^
]-or new-made honour dotli forget men's names.Tis too respective, and too soc7able.
her your conversion. Now your traveller,—

i^^ J""^
tootlipick at my worsliip's mess;And when my knightly stomach is suffic'd,Why then I suck my teeth, and catechizeMy picked man of countries :-" Mj, dear sir,"Thus leanmg on mine elbow, I bemn 1

A n/fh "'''''*"'" "-"'^' '^ question now
;And then comes answer Uke an A. B C book •—

U, sir. says answer, " atyour best comniand
yilyoure,„pl<,yment; atyo,ir service, sir •'-
Ao. szr. says question, ••

/, s^veet sir, atyours "
And so, ere answer knows what question would,

'

'.^''i'"^,,'?
dialogue of compliment,

'

And talking of tTie Alps and Apennines,The Pyrenean, and the river Po )

n„, .t"'^'"""^ u-^"/'?'^''' '" conclusion so.But this is worshipful society,
And fits the mounting spirit, like myself:
K-Z^ . S

'^but a bastard to the time,
1 hat doth not smack of observation •

And so am I, whether I smack, or no •

And not alone in habit and device
Extenor form, outward accoutrement.
But from the inward motion to deliver

Whifh
^,'{;«et. sweet poison for the age's tooth

:

Which, though I will not practise to Seceive,
Vet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn •

1-or it shall strew the footsteps ofmy rising _But who comes in such haste, in riding robes?

Th-.f^^nT.T'P"'' '\""v','
''^"^ ^^^ no husband.

n JJir'^'''"' P""",^ '° t'lowa horn before her?O me I It IS my mother.—
Euter Lady Faulconbridge ««,^ James Gumey

%h-' brings you here to court"o° hi^i^r" '^iL
ri ,^{^ y^^^J" '^ "'^' 5l<''^e- thy brother' where

rnfh •
^'y '"•°"'er Robert? old sTr Robert's son?Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man?

}3l l°\^"-l '?" 'l"^' l""" =«'=k so? r|,ov

mf'p^-K'^.^"'
J^obe"^ ^°"' Ay, thou unreveremi

ul ^'^-^V S°" :
"^^^ =<^°"'"=' thou at Sir Robert'He If, Sir Robert's son. and so art thou.

'^°"''"-

cr,;:'&ie^a;;y:iu"^,;i'C^"--'--->-'"'e

KING JOHN.
2^1

Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,
Subjected tribute to commanding love
Against whose fury and unmatched forceThe aweless lion could not ivage the fight.

uJ ^h^F
Ills princely heart from Richard's hand

:

He. that perforce robs lions (if their hearts
ni.iy easily wm a woman's Av niv in,ifi...'r
With all my heart 1 thank tliee'forTny ?a her 1

Wh?n r"' ^""^^-V.^^
l'"' ^ay thou didst not weUWhen I was got, I '11 send his soul to hell.Come, lady, fwiU show thee to my kin :

If i^"„ ^""^ f'^^'-'/fy-
•'^'en Richard me begot,If thou hadst said hiin nay, it had been sin •

Who says It was, he lies ; I say, 'twas not.

[Exeunt.

ACT II,

SCENE I.-France. Se/bre the IValls of Angiers
Enter, on one side, the Archduke of Austria andforces; en the other, Philip, A'in^ ^ Frfncf
itJZT '-""^' ^°"^'^"-' Ar4ur,'^":S

There's toys abroad: anon HI t?uThe'| more'

Si'r^R^'
^^^-^ ?°l°'^

Sir Robert's son l^"'
^""^^

Sir Robert might have eat his part in me
Sif Roh°2''-'^'i5*f' ^"? "^'" broke hTs fast:Sir Robert could do well : marry, (to conf«s I

We k„^'T '."'^ ^'" Robert 7ould not do it's

To wh,^,^ '
'jandv-work :-therefore, good motherTo whom am I beholden for these limbs ?

"'"'"^'^'

Sir Robert never holp to make this leg

rt'fY .-k""^'
""O" conspired with ihy brother too

But. mother. I am not Sir Robert's son •

1 have disclaim d Sir Robert, and my land •

Legitimation, name, and all is gone
'

Then, good my mother, let me know mv father-Some proper man I hope: who was i™
mother?

^^spi|i^-rii^^-s^-"-'''-^

1 o make room for him in my husband's bed •_

"•-''."rt'lL"- '
'"^ '""^s'reiionton,/char;;~.

art the issue of my dear offence.
Tl
,Vi, ;i

"^""^ '" '"> ""-'If ojience.

j^, ) "v'
so Mrongly urg'd. p.ist my defence/'"St. Now. by this light, were I to fel ninlnMadam. I would not wi'^.h k belter f^tKer^ '

Some sins do bear their J-rivilego on earti.And so doth yours
; you'r fault was nM^iur folly •

fe^i,. Before Angiers well met, brave Austria -Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood. " '

Richard, that robb'd the lion of his he.irtAnd fought the holy wars in Palestine,
By this brave duke came early to his grave •

And, for amends to his posterity
At our importance hither is he come
To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf-And to rebuke the usurpation

'

Of thy unnatural uncle. English John -

!SrS"rnH 'iTr''""-
^"^

''i!?
^^'^'^o'"^ hither.

Thl ,., i *^" '^"'P^'e you Coeur-de-lion's deathThe rather that you gfve his offspring life.
'

Shadomng their right under your w-ii,gs of war

-

1 give you welcome with a powerless hand.But mth a heart full of unstained love -

Welcome before the gates of Angiers, duke
yjf;

^,"°b>e boy I Who would not do thee right

'

Wm/. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss
^

As seal to this indenture of my love :

i hat to my home I will no more return.
1 111 Anglers, and the right thou hast in FranceTogether with that pale, that white.fac'd shore
A !?^'' foot spurns back the ocean's roarine tidesAnd coops from other lands her islanders.-
I;veu till that England, hedg'd in with the mainThat water-walled bulwark, still secureAnd confident from foreign purposes,—
liven till that utmost corner of the west
Salute thee for her king: till then, fair boy,Wdl I not think of home, but follow arms

'thanks'! ""''
'"°"'^''' ""'"'''• '' '"''"^^•'^

Till your strong hand shall help to give him strengthTo make a more requital to your love '

strength,

^nst. "The peace of heaven is theirs, that lift fhpirIn such a just and charitable war. swordsA. P/„ Well, then, to work: our cannon sliaU blAgainst the brows of this resisting town.- fbemCaU for our chiefest men of discipline;
^^ '

,V' .n"
' "V^ P'ots of best advantages

:

\v e u lay before this town our royal bones

Rut wi° -u^
n«rket-place in Frenchmen's blood.But «e wm make it subject to this boy.

I p//^fn;f' '^'fn
"' '*" "'";'"'''' *° your embassy,

Mv W?l rh'n.^i^"" ^""? y°"' 5"ords with blood

:

My lord Chatillon may from England bring
rh.-»t right in peace, which here we urge in war -

Th!.Vh7 "^Vi^"" ''^P^"' "^^-^h drop oF blood. '
I hat hot rash haste so indirectly shed.

,. „, . . ./i^fer Chatillon.
A. //tl. A wonder. lady I-lo, upon thy wishOur messenger, Chatillon, is arriv'd -

W .''' ni"-
""'

"''P'
'^''y briefly, gentle lor.l

;

We coldly p,-iuse fcr thee; Cl„-,tillnn, speak

Aml^tir ,h '""' yo"' ''O'''-'" ffoni this paltry siege,A .1 stir them uj, against a mightier task. ^ ^ '

-Mgia.id impatient of your just demands,
U'l"!

P"t himself m arms : the adverse winds

To hnd'his P i''-"^'-",?'-''''''''

'•^'th given him ,im.
1 o lanu ins legions all as soon as I

u\l ZVJ^^"
'"'• <=?^("^''ient to this town.His forces strong, his soldiers confident.
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With him along is come the mother-queen
?;?.C-u • ='"'"? him to blood and strife :

'

w'H; .Hf
her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain

;

A '? 'n
^1'; "^ bastard of the kinifs deceas'd,And all th' unsettled humours of the land _Kash nicons.derate. fiery voluntOTies. '

With ladies faces, and fierce dragons' spleens —Have sold their fortunes at their native homes'

1 o make a hazard o{ new fortunes here •

Than n'A™ h'^'^'u-'' '=v°,''^?
°^ dauntless spirits.

Did " "
r fl

^^"^'"'1''°"°'"= have waft o'er,uid nc'er float upon the swelling tide,
I Q do offence and scath in Christendom.

The interruption of their churlisSfdrums
'"'" ""'"""

ij.uts ott more circumstance : they are at hand
^l-P" ey' °'- «° %ht

;
therefore, prepare '

^:,;J"h ",?'''
'""'^'l

»"l°ok'd for is this expedition

'

Ai(st By how much unexpected, by so muchWe must awake endeavour lor defenceFor courage mounteth with occasion :Let them be welcome, then; we are prepar'd

KING JOHN. Act 2.

As great Alcides' sfioc-3 v.pon an ass :-
But, ass, 1 11 take that burden from your back,

t/./°u '^' '•'''' "=.'^^y°"'- shoulders crack,

u-f/w- k" "ackeris this same, that deafs our earsWith this abundance of superfluous breath'

f;,: w ^''''^' 5^;e™ine what we shall do straight

Ki^ilT,w ?"?/°°ls.- ''•eak offyour conferenS -
Kinsr John, this is the very sum of all.—
Kng-land and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine MaineIn right of Arthur do I cfaim of thee :

'

i- 'y^A.f''M^"rV''^'"'
''"^ '^y down thy arms ?

A ir -^ /^ ^y hfe as soon:— I do defy thee France -
And. out of my dear love, I'll give thee mo^e

l^l^tQ^X^^'^ "^"'^ "^^""^^ ^-«^"--

I^.Do.child^^'^.'^S^^,^"^-
one grandam kingdom, and it' grandam wiUGive it a plum, a cherry, and a fig

:

There s a good grandam.

I would- that I were low laid ?n mylr'S?*"''
^'^'' '

I am not worth this coil that's madlfor m'e.

r ' "'s mother shames him so, poor boy. heweeos
Hk ^'f;i' °'V-

=^hame upon you, wfie'r she^oei, or no .

n nS?w^">i'
"''°''-?=- ?"d "°' his mother's shames,

wifi V^^^ heaven-monng pearls from his poor eyesWhich heaven shall take in nature of a fee •

T^''^"'".,-
'hese crystal beads heaven shaU be brib'dTo do him justice, and revenge on you.

rn',J T^ monstrous slanderer ofheaven and earth >

r ,,, {• '^°,'^ monstrous injurer of heaven and earth

'

Call not me-slanderer ; thou and thine usurp
'

1 he dominations, royalties, and rights,
ot tins oppressed boy : this is thy'eldest son's sonInfortunate m nothing but in thee •

Thy sms are visited :n this poor ch'ud :
1 he canon of the law is laid on him,
Being but the second generation
Kcmoved from thy sin-conceivin?- womb.A. Jo/m. Bedlam, have done"

That hi- is not onlyplagu^d for' I?e7fin^".'
""^ '° ^^•-

But God hath made her sin and her the plagueOn this removed issue, plagu'd for her ^
And with her plague, her sin ; his injuryHer mjun',—the beadle to her sin ;

'» J'",'?'^'^''i'"
the person of this child.

1?/ -/?' ^" '
a plague upon her 1

n
yho" unadvisi^d scold, I can produce

\^ ill. that bars 'he title of thy son

A'f^r^S'y^^^;^^ t^fed Will

;

[thou"ghti|lt1ii;b^1;e^rt^h1^'pfe^in'?:^e"t?cr;:^^^^^^
I

1 o these ill-tuned repetitions.—
Some trumpet summon hither to the walls

WW "^f," ST'^"^^''? = '" "s hear them speak,W hose title they admit, Arthur's or John's

Snfer King John, Elinor, Blanch, me Bastard
Fembroke, andforces.

n,5'i,??''"^ r^^^? '^^ *o France, if France in peaceOur just and Uneal entrance to our own

!

fpe™ hIf not. bleed France, and peace ascend to hea -en™Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct
'

A''X°"p
""tempt that beat his peace to heavei

pt^i Peace be to England; if that war ramnFrom France to England, there to live in peace
'

w"?h'\"'* J"' '°r
'"''• fo"" 'hat England's sake^

'

With burden of our armour here w? sweat
I his toil of ours should be a work of thine •

But thou from loving England art so far '

That diou hast under-wr'ought his lawful' kin''cut ott the sequence of posterity
'^

putfacM infant state, and done a rape
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown
l.ook here upon thy brother Geffrey's face —
1 hese eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his •

?„'l'? '"J?
abstract doth contain that large.Which died in Geffrey; and the hand ol^'time

Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume.

1 A.^^^-I^^'
"'^ thy elder brother born.And this his son ; England was Geffrev's right.And this IS Geffrey's : in the name of GodHow comes it then, that thou art call'd a 'kin<^When living blood doth in these temples beatTWhich owe the crown that thou o'ermasterest

?

sioii. Fra"llc'^ "
'"'^' ''""' ""^ ^'^''^ ''"'"'"'^

To draw my answer from thy articles'
A. P/u. From that supernal Judge', that stirs o-oodIn any oreast of strong authority, ^ fthm '

To look into the blots and stains of ri<»ht

Jtf '"1?^ '''"''- "'^'^'^ ""= ffi'ardian t"o this boy :Under whose warrant I impeach thy wongAnd by whose help I mean to chastise it
'

A- •?;'/?«• Alack, thoii dost usurp authority

S-> i[k ^.'"it"^! = 't is to beat usurping dowTi.^h. Who IS It thou dost call usurper, France ?

rJ"n r" "'^ make answer ;_tliy usurping son.

-rif'1'..P"''
'"Solent! thy bastard shall be king.That thou mayst be a queen, and check the wwld IConst. My bed was ever to thy son as true.AS tliine was to thy husband ; and this boy

Liker m feature to his father Geffrey,
1 lian thou and John in manners ; beino- as likeAs ram to water, or devil to his dam "
My boy a bastard! By my soul, I think
riis lather never was so true beoot •

It cannot be, an if thou wert his"'inothpr rf^n.^, I ^T'" "'
'V"^*-" " to your encianiagement

Bii. There 's a good mothe? bov that hlni. tf ' T^ 'cannons have their bowels full of wrath
Const. There's a^od graiS'ain?boy,1ha °wou 1 Thl'irl^iL^^^

="? *==>' '° =P'' ^^th
'

^JMA Peace ^ rhlottw i u
"'^'??at'on gainst your waU^

Sast. Hear the crier
^ "^^' '}" Pfepar.-ition for a bloody siege.

^"^t- Whai- rt,» ^o, -I ..,.., » A", "^''^'''^ss proceeding by these French

Trumpet sounds. Enter Citizens upon the walls

Vou ngl^^-Angiers, and my lovingtl^j^'cfs.-
^-^''^

r.,,
'. • >

ou loving men of An-Bers, Arthur's siib-Our trumpet call'd you to this gende pirle. [jec

"first
" """^ advantage; therefore hear us

Beftfrelh^'
°^

^'^J'"' *^' ^""^ advanced hereBefore the eye and prospect of your town.Have hither niarch'd to your endamagementThe cannonc hai.^ fi-,..>:-< 1_^..„ ^^^ ,
•

nast. One that will play the'dTvL "^r^^v^ifl.ToiAn a may catch your hide and you alone •

^
oil are the hare of whom the proverb goesWhose valour plucks dead lions by the leard •

1 11 smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you ridit •

b.rrah. look to 't ; i' faith. I will, i' faith
'

Ti^i"r f ,'-'
'u'^" i'''^'

he become that lion's robeThat did disrobe the lion of that robe

!

.. ^..^j, ^ eyes, your wuiKing gates

:

And but for pur approach, those sleeping stoAesThat as a waist do girdle yo- about
="""es.

By the compulsion of their ordnance
By this tune from their fixed beds of limeHad been dishobited, and wide havoc madel-or bloody power to rush upon your peace.But, on the sight of us, your lawful kilig,-
»\ ho painfully, with much expedient march.
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Have brought a countercheck before your g;ates.

To save uriscratch'd your city'5 threaten'd clieeks.

—

Behold, the French, amaz'd. vouchsafe a parle ;

And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fire,

To make a shakins; fever in your walls.

They shoot but cahn words, foided up in smoke.
To m.ake a faithless error in your cars :

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens.

And let us in, your king ; whose labour'd spirits,

Forwearied in this action of su-ift speed,
Crave harbouraije within your city walls.

K. Phi. Wlieii I have said, make answer to us boUi
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection
Is most divinely vow'd upon the right
Of him it holds, stands young Pl.antagenet,
Son to the elder brother ofdiis man.'
And king o'er him, and ajl^'lat he enjoys

:

For this down-trodden eqv iV, we tread
In warlike inarch these greens before your town ;

Being no further enemy'to you
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal
In the reUef of this oppressed child,
Religiously provokes. Be pleased, then,
To pay that duty, which you truly owe.
To him that owes it, namelj'. this young prince ;

And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear.
Save in aspect, have all offence seal'd up ;

Our cannons' malice vainly shall be spent
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven :

And with a blessed and unvex'd retire,
With unhack'd swords, and helmets all unbniis'd,
We will bear home that lusty blood ag.ain.
Which here we came to spout against your to^Ti,
And leave your children, wives, and you, in peace.
But if you fondly pass our proffer'd offer,

'Tis not the rf)Uiuture of your old-fac'd walls
Can hide you from our messengers of war.
Though all these English, and their discipline,
W'ere h.arbour'd in their nide circumference.
Then, tell us. shall your city call us lord.
In that behalf which we have challeng'd itJ

* ix shall we give the signal vo our rage.
And stalk in b'ood to our possession ?

I Cil. In brief, we .ire the king ofEngland's subjects :

For him. and in his right, we hold this town.
K. yohii. Acknowledge then the king, and let me in
1 Cit. That can we not ; but he that proves the king.

To him will we prove loyal ; till that time.
Have we ranim d up our gates against the world.
K. yohn. Doth not the cro\vn of England prove the

king ?

And if not that. I bring you witnesses.
Twice fifteen thousancl hearts of England's breed,

—

Bast. Bastards, and else.

A". John. To verify our title with their lives.

A'. Phi. As many, and as well-bom bloods as those,

—

Hast. Some bastards, too.

A'. Phi. Stand in his face to contradict his clain\.

I Cit. Till you compound whose right is worthiest.
We for the worthiest hold the right from both.
K. John. Then God forgive the sins of all those

That to their everlasting residence, [souls.
Before the dew of evenmg fall, shall fleet

;

In dreadful trial of our kingdom's king!
K. Phi. Amen, AmenI—Mount,' chev.nliers 1 to

arms!
Bast. St. George, that swinged the dragon, and

e'er since
Sits on his horseback .-it mine hostess' door,
Teach us some fence!

—

\To Austria] Sirrah, were 1

At your den, sirrah, with your lioness, (at home,
1 would set an ox-head to your lion's hide.
And make a monster of you.
Aust. Peace I no more.
liasl. O, tremble, for you hear the lion roar I

A', yohn. Up higher to the plain ; where we'll set
In liest appointment all our reguntnts. |fnrih
Hast. Speed, then, to take advantage of the field.
A'. Phi. it shall be so ;—( To l.cwis. ) at the other hill

Coininand the rest to st;uid.—God, and our right

!

[/ixeuftt.

SCENE IJ.— The Same.
/IIa7 ums and r.xatrsions ; then a Retreat. Enter a

French Herald, luilh lrii>nfels to the gates.

F. Her. You men of Atigicrs. open wide your gates.
And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagnc, in.
Who, by the hand of Fr.mce, this day hath made

Much work for tears in many an English mother.
Whose sons lie scatter'd on the bleeding ground

:

Many a widow's husband grovelling lies.

Coldly embracing the discolour'd earth ;

.\nd victory, with little loss, doth play
lJl>on the dancing banners of the French,
Who arc at hand, triumphantly (.lisplay'd.

To enter conquerors, and to proclaim
Arthur pf Bretagfne, England's king, and yours.

Enter an Bnglish Herald, luith trumpets.
E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Anglers, ring your

bells

;

King John, your king and England's, doth approach,
Con'imander of this hot malicious day

:

Their armours, tliat march'd hence so silver-bright.

Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen's blood

;

There stuck no plume in any English crest.

That is removed by a staff of France ;

Our colours do return in those same hands.
That did display them when we first march'd forth

;

And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands,
Dy'd in the dying slaughter of their foes

:

Open your gates, and give the victors way.
I Cit. Heralds, from "off our towers we might behold

From first to last, the onset and retire
Of both your armies ; whose equality
By our best eyes cannot be censured

:

[blows

;

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have "answer'd
Strength match'd with strength, and power confronted
Both are alike ; and both alike we like. [power ;

One must prove greatest : while they weigh so even,
\^'e hold our town for neither ; yet for both.

Enter, at one side. King John, 7uith his poiver, Elinor,
Blanch.(iKrf//(t' Bastard: at the other. King Philip,
Lewis, Austria, and/orces,

K. John. France, hast thou yet more blood to cast
Say, shall the current of our right run on ? [away

!

whose pass.age, vex'd with thy impediment.
Shall leave his native channel, and o'erswell
With course disturb'd even thy confining shores,
Unless thou let his silver water keep
A peaceful progress to the ocean.

A'. Plii. England, thou hast not sav'd one drop of
In this hot trial, more than we of I^rance ; [blood.
Rather, lost more : and by this hand I swear,
That sways the earth this climate overlooks.
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms.
\\'e'll put thee dov/n, 'gainst whom these arms we bear,
Or add a roy.al number to the dead.
Gracing the scroll, that tells of this war's loss,

With slaughter coupled to the name of kings.
Bast. Ha, majesty! how high thy glory towers.

When the rich biood of kings is set on fire !

O. now doth death line his dead chaps w ith steel

;

The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs
;

And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men.
In undeterinin'd diflerences of kings.

—

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus?
Cry, havoc, kings! back to the stained field,

"Vou equal potents, fiery-kindled spirits !

Then let confusion of one part confirm
The other's peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death

!

A', yohn. Whoseparty do the townsmen yet .admit?
A". Phi. Sjieak, citizens, for England ; wiio's your

king?
I Cit. Thekingof England.when we know the king.
A'. Phi. Know him in us. that here hold up his right.
A', yohn. In us, that are our own great ticputy.

And bear possession of our person here

;

I.ord of our presence. Anglers, .and of you.
I Cit. A greater power than we denies all this

;

And. till it be undoubted, we do lock
Our former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates

;

King'd of our fears j until our fears, resolv'd.
Be by some certain king piirg'd and de|ios'd.
Bast By heaven, these scroyles of Anglers flout you.

Ami stand securely on their battlements. (kings.
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point
,\t your industrious scenes and acts of de,ath.
Vour royal presences be rul'd by me :

Do like the mutines of Jerusalem,
Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend
Vour sharpest deeds of malice on this town.
By cist aad west let France and I-ngland mount
I heir battering cannon, ch.irgcd to the mouths.
I ill their soul-fearing clamours have brawl'il down
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The flinty ribs of this contemptuou'; city •

V d play incessantly upon these jades,
£veii tiU unfenced desolation
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.
That done, dissever your united strencrths.
And jjart your mingled colours onco aVain •

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point
i hen, in a moment, fortune siiall cuU forth
Uut of one side her happy minion,
To whom in favour she sliall give the dayAnd Iviss him with a glorious 'victoryHow hke you this wild counsel, mighty stales »

bmacks it not something of tlie poHcy ? (heads

I ni;J(^^"'\, ^T- ^'y "V^ ^^y t^at hangs above o„;I hke It well. -France, shall we knit our powersAnd lay this Anglers even with the ground :
'

Then, after, fight who shall be king of it"
Aaj-/. An if thou hast the metal of a kino- —

Tn'r"rF,h '"IS''''
"^

T'' "V'^' ^V ^'^ peevishlown,-
1 urn thou the mouth of thy artillery
As we will ours, against these saucy walls

:

Whv"ihln 'h ^f
'"'^ l«ve dash'd thein to the ground,»hy, then defy each other, and. pell-mell.Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell.

§' 4"i' w" f''" ^°r-^^y'
^here wUl you assault

Act'Z,

Into t2fcily's bolom:
*"' ""' """ ^^"'^ destruction

Atist. I from the north.

Ch^'i {"'".V • J . ,, Our thunder from the south
fliall rain their drift of buUets on this town.
Jiast. \Aside.-\ O, prudent discipline 1 From north

to south,
Austria and France shoot in each other's mouth
i 11 stir tliem to it.—Come, away, away 1 fstav

An/^i . n^f "=• §^'''=^' "^'"ff^: vouchsafe a while toAnd I shall show you peace, and fair-fac'd leaeue •

U- in you this city without stroke, or wound :

Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds,
1 hat here come sacrifices for the field •

Fersever not. but hear ine. mighty kings. Hiear

,r?-^'t ^F'^'^K""- y^"^ favour; we are bent to

1= nSr J^ daughter there ofSpain, the lady Blanch
Is near to England : look upon the yearsOf Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty.
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch '
If zealous love should go in search of virtueWhere should he find it purer than in Blanch?
If love ambitious sought a match of birth.
Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch »
buch as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth.
Is the young Dauphin every way complete

:

A
"'^tJ^omplete of, say, he is not she

:

And she again wants nothing, to name want,
Jt want It be not, that she is not he

:

He IS the half part of a blessed man,
Left to be finished by such a she ;And she a fair divided excellence.
Whose fulness of perfection lies in him.
O, two such silver currents, when they joinDo glorify the banks that bound them inAnd two such shores to two such streams 'made one
1 wo such controlling bounds shall you be, kingslo these two princes, if you marry them
This union shall do more than battery canTo our fast-closed gates ; for, at this match.
With swifter spleen than powder can enforce.
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide opeAnd .give you entrance : but without this match,
1 he sea enraged is not half so deaf.
Lions more confident, mountains and rocks
More free from motion ;, rto, not death himself
in mortal fury half so peremptory.
As we to keep this city.

Tw'^i , .V
Here's a stay.

I hat shakes the rotten carcase of old death
Out of his rags

! Here's a large mouth, indeed,
I hat spits forth death and mountains, rocks and s»as
I alks as familiarly of roaring lions,
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs '

What cannoneer begot this lusly blooS '

He speaks plain cannon,—fire and smoke and bounceHe gives the bastinado with his tongue •
'

Our ears are cudgell'd ; not a word of his.
But buffets better than a fist of France •

Zounds
! I was never so bethump'd with words.

Since I first callM my brother's father dad.
/:/:. Son, list to this conjunction, make this match

Give wit 1 our niece a dowry large enough :For by this knot thou shall so surely tie
1 hy now unsurd assurance to the crown.
That yond green boy shall have no sun to ripe
1 lie bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit
I see a yielding in the looks of France:

'

Mark, how they whisper: urge llicm while their soul.;Are capable of this ambitioii;
*° ^

Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breathOf sott petitions, pity, and remorse.
Cool and congeal again to what it was.

I Czi. Why answer not the double majesties

z^ n^ }y treaty of our threatened town?

"vafST^
England first, that hath been for.

To speak unto this city : what say you?

r.„'-??i?"'u^*",'H',"''^
Dauphin there, thy princelyCan in this book of bea«ty read. ••

I love."
''

fsonHer dowry shall weigh equal with a queen:
For Anjou, and fair Touraine. Maine, Foictiers.
.^nd aU that we upon this side the sea
('^"cept this city now by us besieg'd)
i;md hable to our crown and dignity,
bhall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich
J n titles, honours, and promotions
As she in beauty, education, blood.
Holds hand mth any princess of the world

face ^^^'" "'°"' ^°y^ ^°°^ '" *^ ^'^y'^

Lau I do, my lord ; and in her eye I findA wonder, or a wondrous miracle,
The shadow of myself form'd in her eye •

\V hich, being but the shadow of your son
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow •

1 do protest, I never lov'd myself,
1 III now infixed I beheld myself
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye

/?.,./ r, • .u „ .Whispers with S,\a.-nc\\
goj-/ Drawn m the flattering table of her eye '—
Hang-d in the frownmg wrinkle of her brow 1—And quarter d m her heart !—he doth espy
Hmself love's traitor :—this is pity now,

i hat hang d and drawn and quartered, there shouldIn such a love, so vile a lout as he. f
5"

Blanch. My uncles will in this respect is mine '

I! he sees aught in you that makes hun like,
1 hat any thing he sees, which moves his liking

.
'can with ease translate it to my will

;

Or if you will, to speak more properly,
I will enforce it easily to my love.
Further I will not flatter you, my lord.
That all I see in you is worthy love
Than this,—that nothing do X see in j-ou,
(
1
hough churlish thoughts themselves should be vour

judge,) "

That I can find should mer(t any hate.
A. yohn. What say these young ones ? 'VVIiat sav

you. my niece? '

j5/rt;;r/i. That she is bound in honour still to do
^^l'?t you in wisdom will vouchsafe to say
A. John. Speak then, prince Dauphin; can you

love this lady ?
'

Lew Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love :For 1 do love her most unfeignedly
h.J/o/iu. Then do I give Volquessen, Touraine

Poictiers. and Anjou, these five provinces f.Mai'neVV ith her to thee; and this addiiion more,
hull thirty thousand marks of English coin —
FJiihp of France, if thou be pleas'd withal
Coinmand thy son and daughter to join hands

I

)}^^^^ "^ weU.—Young princes, close yo

Ansf. AnA your lips too, for I am well assur'd.
!0' ^.d'd so, when I was first assur'd.

I .••,'• '^'o^*'' citizens of Anglers, ope your gatesLet in that amity which you have made ;

^
For at Saint Mary's chapel presenUy
I he rites of marriage shall be solemnizU—
Is not the lady Constance in this troop?-
1 know she is not ; for this match, made up.Her presence would have interrupted much •

^V here is she and her son 1 teU me, who knows
J.eu: She is sad and passionate at your highness"

,./>': ^ht. And, by my faith, this league, that we have
l\V l?;r„J'|''

sadness very little cure. [made.
iiX' ." England, how iiwy we content
T his widow lady » In her right we came

;

your
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^\'hich we, God knows, have turn'd another way.
To our own vantage.

A'. JoJtn. We will heal up all

;

For we'll create younff Arthur duke of Bretague
And earl of Richmona ; and this rich fair town
AA'e make hiui lord of.—Call the lady Constance

;

Some speedy messenger bid her repair
To our solemnity—I trust we shall.

If not fill up the measure of her will,

Yet in some measure satisfj' her so.

That we shall stop her exclamation.
Co we, as well as haste will suffer us,

To this unlook"d-for unprepared pomij.
[Exeunt ail except tfu Bastard. The Citizens

retire/rotn i/i€ walls.
Bast. Mad world ! mad kiui^s 1 mad composition I

John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole,
Hath willingly departed with a part

;

And France, (whose armour conscience buckled on,
Whom zea! and charity brought to the field

As God's own soldier.) rounded in the ear
With that same purpose-chani^er, that sly devil

;

That broker, that still breaks the pate of faitli

;

That daily break-vow ; he tliat wins of all,

Of king^, of beggars, old men, young men, maids,

—

AVlio having no external thing to lose
But the word maid, cheats t'ne poor maid of that;
That smooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity,

—

Commodity, the bias of the world

;

The world, who of itself is peiz6d well.

Made to run even upon even ground.
Till this advantage, this Wle drawing bias,
This sway of motion, this commodity.
Makes it take head from all indifferency.
From all direction, purpose, course, intent

:

And this same bias, this commodity,
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word,
Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France.
Hath drawn him from his own determin'd aid,
From a resolv'd and honourable war,
To a most base and \'ile-concluded peace.

—

And why rail I on this commoditj''?
But for because he hath not woo'd me yet;
Not that I have the power to clutch my hand.
When his fair angels would salute my palm

;

But for my hand, as unattempted yet.
Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich.

Well, whiles I am a begcjar, I will rail.

And say,—There is no sin, but to be rich ;

And being rich, my virtue then shall be,
To say.—There is no vice, but beggary-

:

Since kings break faith upon commodit>',
Gain, be iuy lord ; for I will worship thee I {Ii.\'lt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—France. The French Kind's Tent.

Enter Constance, Arthur, and Salisbury.

Const Gone to be married ! jrone to swear a peace I

raise blood to fabe blood join'b . vjone to be friends

!

Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch those provinces
It is not so ; thou hast misspoke, misheard

;

Bo well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale a^aiu

:

It cannot be : thou dost but say 'lis so :

I trust, I may not trust thee ; for thy word
Is but the vain breath of a common man :

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ;

I have a kinj^'s oath to the contrary.
Thou shalt be punish "d for thus frijjhting me,
For I am sick, and capable of fears

;

Oppressed with wronifs, and therefore full of fears ;

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears

;

A woman, naturally born to fears

;

And thou;jh thou now confess thou didst but jest,
\\ith my vexd spirits I cannot take a truce.
But they will quake and tremble all this day.
Wh.it (lost thou mean by sh.ikini; of thy head?
'\\hy dost thou look so sadly on my sonT
AVhat means that hand upon that breast of thine!
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum,
Like a proud river i>ccrin(j o'er his bounds?
Be these sad signs confirmcrs of thy words?
Then speak again ; not all thy former tale.
But this one word, whetfler thy tale be true.
Sal. As true, as I believe you think them false,

That give you caiu>c to prove luy baying true.

Cons/. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow,
Teai-h thou this sorrow how to make me die ;

.Vnd let belief and Ufe encounter so,

.\s doth the fury of two desperate men.
Which in the very meeting, fall and die !

—

Lewis marry Blanch ? O boy, then where art thou !

France friend with England ! what becomes of rae ?

—

Fellow, be gone : I cannot brook thy sight

;

This news hath made thee a most ugly "man.
SaL What other harm have I, good lady, done,

But spoke the harm that is by others done ?

Const. Which harm within itself so heinous is.

As it makes harmful all that speak of it.

Arth. I do beseech you, madam, be content.
Const. If thou, that bidd'st me be content, wert

grim.
Ugly, and slanderous to thy mother's womb.
Full of unpleasing blots and sightless stains.
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,
Patch'd with foul moles and eye-offending marks,
I would not care, I then would be content

;

For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown.
But thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy.
Nature and Fortune join'd to make thee great

:

Of Nature's gifts thou may'st with lilies botist.

And with the half-blown rose : but Fortune, O !

She is corrupted, chang'd, and won from thee ;

She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John

;

And with her golden hand hath pluck'd on France
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty,
And m.ide his majesty the bawd to theirs.
France is a bawd to Fortune, and king John,

—

That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John I

—

Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ?
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone.
And leave those woes .alone, wliich I alone
.A.ni bound to under-bear.
Sal. Pardon me, madam.

I may not go without you to the kings.
Const. Thou mayst, thou shalt : 1 will not go with

I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ; [thee :

For grief is proud, and makes his owner stoop.
To me, and to the state ofmy great grief.
Let kings assemble ; for my griefs so great.
That no supporter but the huge firm earth
Can hold it up : here I and Sorrow sit

;

Here is my throne, bid kings come bow to it
[She casts herselfon the ground.

Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis. Blanch, Elinoi;
Bastard, Austria, and Attendants.

A". Phi. 'Tis true, fair daughter; and this blessed
Ever in France shall be kept festival

:

[day
To solemnize this day the glorious sun
Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist.
Turning, with splendour of his precious eye,
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold :

The yearly course, that brings this day about.
Shall never see it but a holiday.

Const. [Rising: ] A wicked day, and not a holy day I

What hath this day deserv'df what hath it done,
That it in golden letters should be set.
Among the high tides, in the calendar?
.\.ay, rather turn this day out of the week.
This day of shame, oppression, perjury:
Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child
Pray that their burdens m.ay not fall this <iay.
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross'd

:

But on this day. let seamen fear no wreck ;

No bargains break, that are not this day made :

This day, all things begun come to ill end ;

Yen, faith itself to hollow falsehood change '.

A'. Ph:. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause
To curse the fair procee<lings of this d.iy :

Have I not pawii'd to you my m.ajesty V
Const. You have bcgnil'd me with a counterfeit,

Resembling majesty ; which, being touch'd and tried.
Proves valueless: yon are forsworn, forsworn;
V'ou came in anus to spill mine enemies' blood,
But now In arms you strengthen it with yours:
The grapplin(; vigour and rough frown of war
Is cold in amity and painted peace.
And our oppression hath made up this league.—
Ann, arm, yon heavens, against these pcrjur'd kings I

A widow cnes : be husband to nie, heavens t

Let not the hours of this ungodly day
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset.
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Set armed discord 'twixt these pjrjur'd kin"s !

Hear me I O, hear me!
"

<?'"'• I^ady Constance, peace !

Const. 'War ! war ! no peace ! peace is to me a wai
O, Lymogtes ! O. Austria ! rliou dost sliame
That bloody spoil: tliou slave, thou wretch, thou

coward J

Thou little valiant, great in villainy

!

Thou ever strong- upon the stronger side!
Thou Fortune's champion, that dost never fieht
But when her humorous ladyship is by
To teach thee safety ! thou art perjur'd too,
And sooth'st up greatness. ^Vhat a fool art thou,A ranipmg fool, to brag, and stamp, and swear.
Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave,
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side 2
Been sworn my soldier? biddinif me depend
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength !And dost thou now fall over to my foes ''

"

1 hou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for shame.
And hang a calf's-skin on those recreant limbs.
.litsL O, that a man should sjieak those words to

Acto,-

Bast. And hang a calf's-skin on those recreant limbs.
Anst. 1 hou dar it not say so, villain, for thy life.
hast .A.ndhangacairs-skinonthoserecreantlunb5.
A. Jonn. We like not this; thou dost forget thyself
A. Flu. Here comes the holy legate of the pope.

Enter Pandulpho.
Panel. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven!

I o thee, kmg John, my holy errand is.
I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal.
And from Pope Innocent the legate here,
Do m his name religiously demand.
Why thou against tlie church, our holy mother,
bo wilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce.
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop
Uf Canterbury, from that holy see?
This, in our 'foresaid holy father's name.
Pope Innocent. I do demand of thee.

A', yohn What earthly name to interrogatories
Can task the free breath of a sacred king'°
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous.
To charge me to an answer, as the pope.
Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England,Add thus much more,—that no Italian priest

'

Shall tithe or toll in our dominions
;

But, as we under heaven are supreme head.
So, under Him, that great supremacy.
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold.
Without the assistance of a mortal hand :

So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart
To him, and his usurp 'd authority.
^. Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme ui this
A. yofm. Though you, and .all the kings of Chris

tendoni.
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest.
Dreading the curse that money may buy out

;

And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust.
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man.
Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself:
Though you and all the rest, so grossly led,
T.-.is juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish ;

Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose
.\gainst the pope, and count his friends my foes.

Tu"'"^' ^''^"' by the lawful power that I have.
Thou shalt stand curs'd and excommunicate

:

And blessed shall he be that doth revolt
From his allegiance to a heretic

;

And meritorious shall that hand be call'd.
Canonized, and worshipped as a saint.
That takes away by any secret course
Thy hateful life.

Const. O. lawful let it be
That I have room with Rome to curse awhile !

Good father cardinal, cry thou amen
To my keen curses ; for. without my wrong.
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right.
Paiui. There's law and warrant, lady, for my curse.
Co}tst. And for mine too : when law can do no right,

Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong

:

Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ;

For he that holds his kingdom holds the law

:

Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong.
How con the law forbid my tongue to curse!
Paiid. Philip of p"ranee, on peril of a curse.

Let go the liand of that arch-heretic;

.Vnd raise the jjovver of I-r.ince upon his head.
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. (hand
E/i. Look'st thou pale. Prance? do not let go tin'
Const. Look to that, devil ! lest that France repentAnd by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul.
Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal.
Bast. And hang a calfs-skin on his recreant Umbs
Anst. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these wrongs

Because

—

'

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them
A

. John. Philip, v.hat say'st tliou to the cardinal ?
Const. What should he say, but as the cardinal '^

Le-.u. Bethink you father; for the difference
Is. purchase of a heavy curse from Rome,
Ur the light loss of England for a friend :

I- ureg'o the easier.
Blanch. That's the curse of Rome.
Const. O Lewis, stand fast ! the devil tempts thee

In likeness of a new uptrimnied bride. [here.
Blanch. The lady Constance speaks not from her

But from her need. [faith,

...fxS"/^' O, if thou grant my need,
« hich only lives but by the death of faith.
That need must needs infer this principle,—
That faith would live again by death of need!
O, then, tread down niy need, and faith mounts up ;Keep my need up, a.id faith is trodden down.

A', jfohn. The king is mov'd, and answers not to this.
Const. O, be remov'd from him. and answer well

!

A}ist. Do so, king Philip ; hang no more in doubt. "

Bast. Hang nothing but a calfs-skin, most sweet lout.
A'. Phi. I am perple.x'd, and know not what to say.
Band. What canst thou say, but will perple.K thee

more.
If thou stand excommunicate and curs'd ? [yours,

A'. Phi. Good reverend father, make my person
And tell me how you would bestow yourself.
This royal hand and mine are newly knit.
And the conjunction of our inward souls
Married in league, cc.'.pled and link'd together
^^ ith all rehgious strength of sacred vow's

;

The latest breath that gave the sound of words.
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love.
Between our kingdoms and our royal selves :

.A.nd even before this truce, but new before.

—

No longer- than we well could wash our hands.
To clap this royal bargain up of peace,

—

Hearen knows, they were besmear'd and overstain'd
With slaughter's pencil, where revenge did paint
The fearful ditference of incensed kings :

.A.nd shall these hands, so lately purg'd of blood.
So newly join'd in love, so strong in both,
f'nyoke this seizure and this kind regreet?
Play fast and loose with faith? so jest with heaven,
Make such unconstant children of ourselves.
As now again to snatch our palm from palm ;

Unswear faith sworn ; and on the marriage bed
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host,
And make a riot on ;iie gentle brow
Of true sincerity? O. holy sir.

My reverend father, let it not be so

!

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose
Some gentle order ; cjid then we shall be bless'd
To do your pleasure, and continue friends.
Pand. All form is formless, order orderless,

Save what is opposite to England's love.
Therefore to arms ! be champion of our church !

Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse,
A mother's curse, on hsi' revolting son.
France, thou may'st hold a serpent by the tongue,
\ chafed lion by the mortal paw,
A fasting tiger safer by the tooth.
Than keep m peace that hand which thou dost hold.

A'. Phi. I may disjoin mj; hand, but not my faith.
Pand. So mak'st thou faith an enemy to faith

;

.KwA, like a civil war, sett'st oath to oath.
Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow
First made to heaven, first be to heaven pcrform'd

;

That is, to be the charr.fiion of our church !

What since thou swor'st is sworn against thyself.
And may not be performed by thyself

:

l-'or that which thou hast sworn to do amiss.
Is not amiss when it is truly done :

KnA being not done, where domg tends to ill.

The truth is then most done not doing it

;

The butter act of purposes mistook
Is to mistake again, though indirect.
Yet indirection thereby grows direct,
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Ami falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire

Within the scorchtd veins of one new bum'd.
It is religion that doth make vows kept

;

But thoii hast sworn against relis^ion,

Uy what thou swear'st ajjainst the thing thou swear"st ;

And niak'bt an oath the surety for thy truth
Agiiinst an oath : the trutli thou art unsure
To swear, swears only not to be forsworn ;

lilse. what a mockery should it be to swear 1

But tliou dost swear only to be forsworn :

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear.
Therefore, thy later vows, against thy first,

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself;

And better conquest never canst thou make.
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts
Against these giddy loose suggestions :

Upon which better part our prayers come in.

If thou vouchsafe them ; but, if not, then know,
The peril of our curses light on thee.

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off,

But in despair die under their black weight.
j^ust. Rebellion, flat rebellion

!

Jiast. Will't not be ?

^\'ill not a calfs-skin stop that mouth of thine 'i

Lc-r. Father, to arras

!

Blanch. Upon thy wedding day
Against the blood that thou hast married ?

What I shall our feast be kept with sla^ighter'd men ?

Shall braying trumpet-^, and loud churlish drums,

—

Clamours of hell,^be measures to our pomp t

husband, hear me !—ah, alack, how new
Is husband in my mouth !—even for that name.
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pronounce,
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms
Against mine uncle.

Const. 0, upon my knee.
Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee.
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom
Fore-thought by heaven.
Blanch. Now shall I see thy love : what motive may

Be stronger with thee than the name of wife ?

Const. That which upholdeth him that thee upholds.
His honour :—O, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour !

Lnv. I muse your majesty doth seem so cold,

M'hen such ijrofound respects do pull you on.

Pand. I will denounce a curse upon his head.
K. Phi. Thou Shalt not need.—England, I'll fall

from thee.

Const. O, fair return of banish'd majesty I

Eli. 0, foul revolt of French inconstancy 1

A", yohn. France, thou shalt rue this hour within
this hour. [Time,

Bast. Old Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton
Is it as he will ? well then, France shall rue.

Blanch. The sun 's o'ercast with blood : faur day.
Which is the side that I must go withal 1 [adieu :

1 am with both : each anny hath a hand

;

And in their rage, I having hold of both.

They whirl asunder and dismember me.
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win

;

I'ncle, I needs must pray that thou may.st lose ;

Father, 1 may not wish the fortune thine ;

Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive :

Whoever wins, on tliat side sh.dl I lose

:

Assurid loss before the match be play'd.

irtc. Lady, with me ; with me thy fortune lies.

Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my
life dies.

K. yohn. Cousin, go draw our puissance together.
{Exit Bastard.

France, I am bum'd un with inflaming wrath

;

A rage whose heat liatn this conditioii.

That nothing can allay, nothing but blood,

—

The blood, and deareslvalu'd blood of France.
A'. Phi. Thy rage sh.all bum thee up, and thou

shalt turn
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire :

Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy.
K. John No more than he tnat threats.—To arms

let's hie I {Exeunt.

SCENE 1 1. France. Plains near Anglers.

Alarums: Excursions. Enter t/uliastardiTi'it/t
Austria's head.

Bust. Now, hy my life, this day grows wondrous hot

;

Some airy devil hovers in the sky.

And pours down mischief. Au',tria's head, lie there,
While PUlip breathes.

Entry King John. Arthur, atid Hubert.
A', yohn. Hubert, keep this boy.—Philip, makeup :

My mother is assailed in our tent.

And ta'en, I fear.

Bast.
^

My lord, I rescu'd her

;

Her highness is in safety, fear you not

:

But on, my liege ; for very little pains
Will bring this' labour to a happy end. {E.veimt.

SCENE III. The Same.

Alarurns ; Excursiojts ; Retreat. Enter King John
Elmor, Arthur, tlie Bastard, Hubert, a)id Lords.

K. yohn. {To Elinor.] So shall it be
; your grace

shall stay behind.
So strongly guarded.

—

{To Arthur. J Cousin, look not
Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will [sad

:

.\s dear be to thee as thy father was.
Arth. O, this will make my mother die w-ith grief.

A", yohn. [ To //!« Bastard.] Cousin, away for Eng-
land ; haste before

:

•Vnd, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags
I If hoarding abbots ; imprison'd angels
Sot at liberty : the fat ribs of peace
Must by the hungry now be fed upon :

rUse our commission in his utmost force.
Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me back,

\Vhen gold and silver becks me to come on.

I leave your highness.—Grandam, I will pray
(If ever I remember to be holy)
I'or your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand.
Eli. Farewell, gentle cousin.
A", yohn. Coz, farewell.

[ Exit Bastard.
Eli. Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word.

{She takes Arthur aside-
K. yohn. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle

Hubert,
We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh

There is a soul counts thee her creditor.

And with advantage means to pay thy love

;

And, my good friend, thy voltmtary oath
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished,
(iive me thy hand. I had a thing to say,

—

I5ut I will fit it with some better time,
iiy heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham'd
To say what good respect I have of thee.
Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty. [yet

:

A', yohn. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so
But thou sh.alt have ; and creep time ne'er so slow.
Vet it shall come for me to do tliee good.
I had a thing to say,—but let it go :

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day.
Attended with the pleasures of the world.
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds,
I'o give me audience :^f the midnight bell
1 >id, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth,
Sound one into the drowsy ear of night

;

If this same were a churchyard where we stand,
.\nd thou possessed with a thousand wrongs :

Or if that snrly spirit, melancholy,
I lad bak'd thy bl- lod, and made it heavy, thick ;

(^^'llich else runs tickling up and down the veins.
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes,
.Vud strain their cheeks to idle merriment,
A passion hateful to my purposes.)
I ir if that thou couUlst see me without eyes.
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply
Without a tongtie, using conceit alone.
Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ;

Then, in despite of brooded watchful day,
I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts :

lint ah, I will not :—yet I love thee well

;

And, by my troth, I think thou lov'st me well.
Hub. .So well, tliat what you bid me undertake,

Though that my death were adjimct to my act.
By heaven, I would do it.

K. yohn. Do not I know thon wouldst?
(;oo<l Hubert, Hubert. Hubert, throw thine eye
On yon young boy : III tell thee what, my friend,
lie is a very serpent in my way

;

And wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread.
He lies before me ;—dost thou understand me?—
Thou art his keeper.
Hub. And I'll keep him so

That he shall not offend your majesty.
K. yohn. Death,
JIub. .My lord J
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K. John. A ?rave.

V^"&. ,
He shall not live.

A. John. Enoueh
I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee

;

Well, I'll not say what I intend for thee

:

Remember,—Madam, fare you well

:

r??"'J
"^"^'^ powers o'er to your majesty.

i;«. My blessing go with thee !

„^^ >'"'„
,

For England, cousin, go :Hubert shall be your man, attend on you
With all true duty.—On toward Calais, ho I [Exeunt

Act

SCENE IV.—France. The French King's Tent.

EnterV^m^ Pliilip, Lewis.Pandulpho. <r>,rf Attendants
K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood.A whole armado of convicted sail

Is scattered, and disjoin'd from fellowship.

^"^i ,,Vu^^'=
^'"^ comfort

! all shall yet go well.K. y/iu \y hat can go well, when we have run so ill \Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers lost?
Arthur ta'en prisoner? divers dear friends slain !And bloody England into England gone,U erbearuig mterruption, spite of France ?
Lew. What he hath won, that hath he fortified:

bo hot a speed with such advice dispos'd,
buch temperate order in so fierce a cause,
Uoth want example ; who hath read, or heard,
Ut any kmdred action like to this ? [praise
A. PJii. Well could I bear that England had tiii'bo we could find some pattern of our shame,

l-ook, who comes here ! [Enter Constance.F a o-rave
unto a soul

;

»
Holding th' eternal spirit, against her will,
in the vile prison of afflicted breath.
I pr ythee, lady, go away with me.

T?"i^; -S*^'
"°'*^

' "°^^ ^'^^ '^"^ '^^"^ of your peace

!

K. .P/^; Patience, good lady 1 comfort, gentle Con-
Co/ist. No, I defy all counsel, aU redress, [stance

!

JJut that which ends all counsel ; true redress.
Death, death :—O, amiable lovely death I

Thou odftriferous stench ! sound rottenness

!

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night,
Thou hate and terror to prosperity.
And I will kiss thy detestable bones

;

And put my eye-balls in thy vanity brows
;And ring these fingers with thy household worms :And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dustAnd be a carrion monster like thyself:

Corne, grin on me ; and I wUl think thou smil'st.And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's love
O, come to me 1

K. Phi. o, fair affliction, peace

!

f-onst. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry :—
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth 1
I hen with a passion would I shake the world •

And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy.
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice,
Which scorns a modern invocation.
Panii. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow.
Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so ;

I am not mad : this hair I tear is mine
;My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey's wife •

Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost

:

'

1 am not mad ;—I would to heaven I were !

For then 'tis like I should forget myself:
O, if I could, what grrief should I forget I—
Preach some philosophy to make me mad.
And thou shalt be canoniz'd, cardinal

;

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief,My reasonable part produces reason
How I may be deliver'd of these woes.
And teaches me to kill or hang myself:
If I were mad, I should forget my son.
Or madly think a babe of clouts were he :

I am not mad : too well, too well I feel
The different plague of each calamity.
A' Phi. liind up those tresses. O, what love I note

In the fair multitude of those her hairs I

Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends
Do glue themselves in sociable grief;
Like true, inseparable, faithful loves.
Sticking together in calamity.

Const. Tu England, if you will.

^'
'''t'\r ,_ ... Bind up your hairs.

Const Yes. that I will ; and wherefore will I do it?
I tore them from their bonds and cried aloud.

" O. that these hands could so redeem my sonAs they liave .given these hairs their t:bertv /"

But now, I envy at their liberty, " '

And will again commit tJiem to their bonds
Because my poor child is a prisoner — '

And, father cardinal, I have heard you say
That we shaU see and know our friends in heaven

:

If that be true, I shall see my boy a-^ain •

For since the birth of Cain, the first mal4 child,
to him that did but yesterday suspire.
There was not such a gracious creature born.
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud.
And chase the native beauty from his cheek
And he will look as hollow as a ghost,
.\s dim and meagre as an ague's fit

;

And so he'll die ; and, rising so again,

r u M ' ^'^^'^ '"'^*' '^"" '" ''"^ <=°"''' of heaven
I shall not know him : therefore never, never
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more.
Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of "-rief
Const. He talks to me, that never had a son
A. Phz. You are as fond of grief, as of your child.
Cnwj-i'Griaf fills the room up of my absent child,

l.ies in his bed, walks up and down with me.
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words,
Kemembers me of all his gracious parts,
Shiffs out his vacant garments with his form

:

Then, have I reason to be fond of grief.
Fare you well : had you such a loss as F,
I could give better comfort than you do.
I will not keep this fonn upon my head,
,,,. .., . , ,.

[Tearing offher head-dress.
When there is such disorder in my wit.
O Lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son IMy life, my ;oy, my food, my all the world 1My widow-comfort, and my sorrows' cure ! fExitA

.
Phi. I fear some outr.ige, and I'll follow her.

Le-w. There 's nothing in this world can make me
Life IS as tedious as a twice-told tale, [iov
V exing the dull ear of a drowsy man

;And bitter shame hath spoil'd the sweet world's taste,
That it^yields naught but shame and bitterness.
Pand. Before the curing of a strong disease.

Even in the instant of repair and health.
The fit is strongest ; evils that take leave.
On their departure most of all show evil.
What have you lost by losing of this day ?

A<?7(/. All days of glory, joy, and happiness.
Pand. If you had won it, certainly you had.

No, no
; when Fortune means to men most good,

bhe looks upon them with a threatening eye'.
' fis strange to think how much king John hath lost
In this which he accounts so clearly won.
Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his prisoner?
Le^u. As heartily as he is glad he hath him.
Pand. Your mind is all as youthful as your blood.Now hear me speak with a prophetic spirit

;

For even the breath of what I mean to speak
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each httle rub.
Out of the path which shall directly lead
Thy foot to England's throne ; and therefore mark.
John hath seiz'd Arthur ; and it cannot be.
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant's veins,
1 he misplac'd John should entertain an hour.
One mmute, nay, one quiet breath of rest.
•'* sceptre snatch'd with an unruly hand.
Must be as boisterously maintain'd as gain'd

;

.\nd he that stands upon a slippery place.
Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up :

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall

;

bo be It, for it cannot be but so.
Le^l•.JRnX what shall I gain by young Arthur's fall?
Pand. \ ou, in the right of lady Blanch your wife.

May then make all the claim that Arthur did.
Ae'vy. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did.
Pand. How green you are, and fre.-,li in this old

world

!

John lays you plots ; the times conspire with you

:

For he that steeps his safety in true blood,
bhall find but bloody safety, and untrue.
This act, so evilly born, shall cool the hearts
Of all Ins people, and freeze up their zeal.
That none so small advantage shall step forth
To check his reign, but they will cherish it

;

No natural exh.ilation hi the sky.
No scope of nature, no distemper'd day,
No common wind, no customed ev«nt,
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But they will pluck away his natural cause,
Ami tall iheiu meteors, prodigies, and siifns,

Abortives, presages, ana tonj^ies of heaven,
Ph-iinly denouncing vengeance upon John.
Lmi. May be, he will not touch young Arthur's life.

But hold himself safe in his prisonment.
Pand. O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach,

If that young Arthur be not %q\\q already.
Even at that news he dies ; and then the hearts
Of all his people shall revolt from him.
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change :

And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath
Out of the bloody fingers' ends of John
Methinks I see this hurly all on foot

:

And, O, what better matter breeds for you
Than I have nam'd !—The bastard Faulconbridge
Is now in England ransacking the church,
Otfending charity : if but a dozen French
Were there in arms, they would be as a call

To train ten thousand English to their side ;

Or, as a little snow, tumbled about.
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin,
Go with me to the king : 'tis wonderful
What may be wrought out of their discontent.
Now that their souls are topfull of offence :

For England go :— I w-ill whet on the king.
Lew. Strong reasons make strange actions : let us

go:
If you say ay, the king will not say no. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Northampton. A Room in the Castle.

Enter Hubert and two Attendants.

Hub. Heat me these irons hot ; and look thou stand
Within the arras : when I strike my foot
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth,

.\nd bind the boy, which you sliall find with me.
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch.

I Attend. 1 hope your warrant will bear out the
deed.

Hub. Uncleanly scruples 1 fear not you : look
to 't.— {Exeunt Attendants.

Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you.
Enter Arthur.

Arth. Good morrow, Hubert.
Hub. Good morrow, little prince.
Arth. As little prince (having so great a title

To be more prince) as may be.—You are sad.
Hub. Indeed, I have been merrier.
Arth. Mercy on me!

Methinks no body should be sad but I

:

Yet, I remember, when I was in France,
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night.
Only for wantonness. By my Christendom,
So I were out of prison, and'kept sheep,
I should be as merry as the day is long

;

And so I would be here, but that I doubt
My uncle practises more harm to me :

He is afraid of me. an<l I of him :

Is it my fault that I w.as Geffrey's son !

No, indeed, is 't not ; and I would to heaven
I were your son. so you would love me, Hubert.
Hub. [Aside.] If I t.alk to him with his innocent

He vi\\\ awake my mercy, which lies dead : (prate
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch.
Arih. Arc you sick, Hubert? you look pale to-day.

In sooth, I would you were a little sick,
'I'i'.at I might sit ail night, and watch with you

;

1 warrant, I love you more than you do me.
Hub. \Aside.'\ His words do take possession of my

l>osoni.

—

Ucad here, young Arthur. [Shcnuinz a paper.
Yisidc.] How now, foolisli rheuiii

:

riiming dispiteous torture out of door!
I must be brif'f, lest resolution drop
Out at mine eyes in tender womanish tears.

—

tan you not read it? is it not fair writ?
Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect

:

Must you with hnt irons burn out both mine eyes!
Hub. Young boy, I nmsl.
Arth. And will you!
//"*. . And I will.

Arth. Have you the heart Z When your head did
but ache,

I knit my handkerchief about your brows,

(The best I had, a princess wrought it me,)
And I did never aslc it you again

:

And with my hand at midnight held your head;
-Vnil, like the watchful minutes to the hour.
Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time.

Saying, "What lack you?" and, "Where lies your
griefi"

Or, "What good love may I perform for you?"
Many a poor man's son would have lain still,

.\ud ne'er have spoke a loving word to you;
Hut you at your sick service had a prince.

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love.

And call it cunning:—do, an if you will:

If heaven be pleas'd that you must use me ill.

Why, then you must.—Will you put out mine eyes?
These eyes tliat never did, nor never shall

So nmch as frown on you?
Hub. I have sworn to do it

;

.\nd with hot irons nmst I burn them out.

Arth. Ah, none but in this iron age would do it

!

The iron of itself, though heat red-hot.
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears,
.\nd (quench this fiery indignation.
Even m the matter of mine innocence ;

Nay, after that, consume away in rust.

But for containing fire to harm mine eye.
.\ re you more stubborn-hard than hamraer'd iron?
An if an angel should have come to me.
And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes,
I would not have believed him,— no tongue but
Hub. {Stamps.^ Come forth. [Hubert's.

Re-enter Attendants, with cord^ irons, &•€,

Do as I bid you do. [out
Arth. 01 save me, Hubert, save met my eyes are

Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men.
Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here.
Arth. Alas! wliat need you be so boisterous-rough'.

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-stilL
For heaven's sake, Hubert, let me not be bound

!

Nay, hear me, Hubert I—drive these men away.
And I will sit as quiet as a Iamb

;

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word,
Nor look upon the iron angerly

:

Thrust but these men away, and 111 forgive you,
Whatever torment you do put me to.

Hub. Go, stand within ; let me alone with him.
I Attend. I am best pleas'd to be from such a deed.

[Exeunt Attendants.
Arth. Alas 1 I then have chid away my friend

:

He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart:—
Let him come back, that his compassion may
Give life to yours.
Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself
Arth. Is there no reme.dy?
Hub. None, but to lose your eyes.
Arth. O heaven !—that there were but a mote in

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair, [yours,
Any annoyance in that precious sense I

Then, feeling what small things are boisterous there.
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible.
Hub. Is this your promise? go to, hold your tongue.
Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues

.Must needs want jjleading for a pair of eyes :

Let iiie not hold my tongue ; let me not, Hubert I

Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue.
So I m.iy keep mine eyes : O, spare mine eyes,
Though to no use but still to look on you 1

Lol by my troth, the instrument is cold,
.Vnd would not harm me.
//ub. I can heat it, boy.
Arth. No, in good sooth i the fire is dead with grief,

Being create for comfort, to be us'd
In undeserv'd extremes: see else yourself;
Tliorc is no malice in this burning coal

;

Tile breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out.
.\ud strew'd repentant ashes on his head.
Jfub. But with iny breath I can revive it, boy.
Arth. And if you do, you will but make it Imish,

And glow with shame of your i)roceedings, Hubert

;

•"J.iv, it, perchance, will s()arklc- in ymir eyes;
Vnd, like a dog that is coiiipell'il to liifht,

Sn.itth at his master that doth t.irre luni on.
,\I1 things that you shr,uld use In do me wrong.
Deny their office : only you do l.ick

'Ih.it mercy, which fierce fire, and iron, extends.
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses.
Hub. Well, see to live ; 1 will not touch thine eyes

For all the treasure that thine uncle owes:
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Vet am I sworn, and I did purpose, boy.
With tliis same very iron to burn them out.

.Irt^i. O, now you look Uke Hubert! all this while
You were disguised.
Nud. Peace I no more. Adieu.

Vour uncle must not know but you are dead

;

I'll till tliese dotjged spies witli false reports :

And. pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure,
That Hubert for tlie wealth of all the world
Will not offend thee.
^rt/t. O heaven !—I thank you, Hubert.
//ltd. Silence ! no more ; ^o closely in with me :

Much danger do I underg-o for thee. [/Sxfiint.

SCENE II.—Northampton, yl Room ofState
ill tile Palace.

£'«/^>" King John, crowned; Pembroke, Salisbury,
and other Lords. The King takes his state.

/•Ct yohn. Here once again we sit, once again
crown'd.

And look'd upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes.
Pern. This once again, but that your highness

pleas'd,
Was once superfluous : you were crown'd before.
And that high royalty was ne'er pluck'd off;
The faiths of men ne er stained witli revolt

;

Fresh expectation troubled not the land.
With any long'd-for change, or better state.
Sal. Therefore, to be possess'd with double pomp.

To guard a title tliat was rich before,
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily.

To throw a perfume on the violet.
To smooth the ice, or add another hue
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to ganiisli.
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess.
Pc»i. But tliat your royal pleasure must be done,

This act is as ancient tale new told ;

And in the last repeating troublesome.
Being urged at a time uiiseasonable.
Sal. In this, the antique and well-noted face

Of plain old form is much disfigured ;

And, like a shifted wind unto a sail.

It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about

;

Startles and frights consideration
;

Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected,
For putting on so new a fashion'd robe.
Pcm. When workmen strive to do better than well,

They do confound their skill in covetousness
;

And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault

Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse

;

As patches, set tipon a little breach,
Discredit more in hiding of the fault,

Than did the fault before it was so patch'd.
Sal. To this effect, before you were new-crown'd,

We breath'd our counsel : but it pleas'd your high-
To overbear it ; and we are all well pleas'd [ness.
Since all and every part of what we would,
Doth make a stand at what your liighness will.

K. John. Some reasons of this double coronation
I have possess'd you with, and think them strong

;

And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear,)

I shall indue you with : meantime, but ask
What you would have reform'd that is not well,

'And well shall you perceive how willingly
I will both hear and grant you your requests.
Pern. Then I, (as one that am the tongue of thcaO

To sound the purposes of all their hearts,)
Both for myself and them, (but, chief of all,

Your safety, for tlie which myself and them
Bend their best studios,) heartily request
Tlie enfranchisement of Arthur ; whose restraint
Pclh move the nuirnmring lips of discontent
To break into this dangerous argument,

—

If what in rest you have, in right you liold,

Why then your fears (wliich, as they say, attend
The steps of wrong) should move you to nicw up
"Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth
The rich advantage ofgood exercise?
That the time's enemies may not have this
To grace occasions. let it be our suit,

That you have bid us ask his liberty ;

Which for our goods we do no furtherusk.
Than whereupon our weal, on you dei)endiiig,
Comits it your weal he have his liberty.

A", jfohn. Let it be so: I do commit his youth
To your direction.—

Enter Hubert.
Hubert, what news have you 1

[Speaks apart with tiim.
Pent. This is the man should do the bloody deed

;

He show'd his warrant to a friend of mine

:

The image of a wicked heinous fault

Lives in his eye ; that close aspect of his
Does show the mood of a much troubled breast

;

And I do fearfully believe 'tis done,
What we so fear'd he had a charge to do.
Sal. The colour of the king doth come and go

Between his purpose and his conscience,
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles set

:

His passion is so ripe, it needs must break.
Pern. And when it breaks, I fear will issue thence

The foul corruption of a sweet child's death.
K. John. \\'e cannot hold mortalitj''s strong

hand :

—

Good lords, although my will to give is living.

The suit which you demand is gone and dead ;

He tells us, Arthur is deceas'd to-night.
Sal. Indeed, we fear'd liis sickness was past cure.
Peiii. Indeed, we heard how near his death he was,

Before the child himself felt lie was sick :

This must be answer'd, either here, or hence.
A'. John. AV'hy do you bend such solenm brows on

Think you I bear the shears of destiny ? tlue,?,-

Have I commandment on the pulse of life ?

Sal. It is apparent foul-play; and 'tis shame,
That greatness should so grossly offer it

:

So thrive it in your game ! and so, farewell.

Pein. Stay yet, lord Salisbury ; I'll go with tltee,

And find the inheritance of this poor child.

His little kingdom of a forced grave.
That blood which ow'd the breadth of all this isle.

Three foot of it doth hold ;—bad world the while 1

This must not be thus borne : this will break out
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt.

\Exeicnt Lords,

_ K. John. They burn in indignation. I repent

;

t here is no sure foundation set on blood.
No certain hfe achiev'd by others' death.

—

Enter a Messenger.
.\ fearful eye thou hast : where is that blood
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks?
So foul a sky clears not without a storm :

Pour down thy weather :—how goes all in France ':

.\[ess. From France to England.—Never suclt a
For any foreign preparation [power
W;is levied in the body of a land.
The copy of your speed is learn'd by them

;

For, when you should be told they do prepare.
th.at they are all arnv'd.
ivhere hath our intelligence been

The tidings

John. O,
drunk?

Where hath it slept ? Where is my mother's care.
That such an army could be drawn in France,
And she not hear of it 1

.^/css. My liege, her ear
Is stopp'd with dust ; the first of April, died
Your noble mother ; and, as I hear, my lord.
The lady Constance in a frenzy died
Three days before ; but this from rumour's tongue
I idly heard ; if true or false I know not.

A'. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful Occasion!
O, make :i league with me. till I have pleas'd
My discontented peers !—What ! mother dead !

How wildly, then, walks my estate in France I

—

Under whose conduct came those powers of France
That thou for truth giv'.st out arc landed here ?

^/ess. Under the Dauphin.
A', •fohii. Thou hast made nie giddy

With tlicsc ill tidings.—
Enter tlu Bastard, and Peter of Pomfret,

Now, what says the world
To your jiroceedingst do not seek .to stulf
My head with more ill news, for it is full.

Bast. But if you ho afeard to hear the worst.
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head.

A'. John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amaz d
Under the tide : but now I breatlic again
Aloft tile flood : and can give auilieuce
To any tongue, speak it of what it will.

Past. How I have sped among the clergymen.
The sums I have collected shall express

:

But as I travcU'd liilhcr through the laudi
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I find tht people strangely fantasied

;

Possess'd with rumours, full of idle dreams,

Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear

:

And here's a prophet, that I brought with inc

From forth the streets of Ponifret. whom I found

With many hundreds treading; on his heels ;

To whom he suns, in rude harsh-soundms; rhymes.

That ere the next Ascension-day at noon.

Your highness should deliver up your crown.

A'. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore dul^l

thou so? ,.„/,.
Piter Forelcnowing that the truth will fall out so.

K John. Hubert, away with him ; imprison hmi :

And on that day at noon, whereon, he says,

I shall yield up my crown, let hmi be hang d.

Deliver him to safety ; and return.

For I must use theef- {Exit Hubert, -mth Peter.

O my gentle cousui,

Hear-st thou the news abroad, who are arrU';d

;

Bast. The French, my lord ;
mens mouths arc lull

Besides,"! met Lord Bisot, and Lord Salisbury.

(With eyes as red as new-enkmdled hre,)

And others more, going to seek the grave

Of Arthur, who, they say, is killed to-niglit

On 5-our suggestion.

A yoliti. ' Gentle kinsman, go,

And thrust thyself into their companies

:

I have a way to win their loves again ;

Bring them before me.
Vast I will seek them out.

K John. Nay, but make haste ; the better foot

O, let ine have no subject enemies, Lbelore.

When adverse foreigners affright my towns

AVith dreadful pomp of stout invasion 1

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels.

And fly like thought from them to me aj^m
I. ..; -ri,„ ..„;.4J nf the time shall teach mnd nv liKc tnougm iruiu Lutiu lu >"^ u^^....

Bast. The spirit of the time shall teach me speed.

A". John. Spoke like a spriteful
"°^'f

S^^'^'g^"^";^

Go after him ; for he, perhaps, shaU need

Some luessenger betwixt me and the peers

;

And be thou he.
. „ , _. ,•«,„ r ?.->-,/

M(ss. With all ray heart, my hege. {bxit.

A', yohit. My mother dead

!

Re-enter Hubert.

Hnb. My lord, they say, five nicons ivere seen

Four fixed f and the fifth did whirl about [to-mght

;

The otiier four in wondrous motion.

A' yohn. Five moons

!

, ^ ^

Hiii. Old men, and beldams, m the street;,

Do prophesy upon it dangerously

:

^ „^ .

Young Arthur's death is common ui their inpuths

.

And whei. they talk of him, they shake their heads.

And whisper one another in the ear

j

_

And he that si.eaks, doth gripe the hearer s wnst

,

Whilst he that hears, makes fearful action.

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rollinj; eyes.

I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus,

The wliilst hLs iron did on the anvil cool.

With open mouth swallowing a tailor s news

;

Who, with his shears and measure iii his hand,

Standing on slippers, (whieh his nimble liaste

Had falsely thrust upon contrary fcet,)

Told of a many thousand warlike French,

That were cmbaltailod and rank d in Kent

:

Another lean unwash'd artificer

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthurs death.

A'. John. Why seek st thou to possess me witli tuest

fearst . , . i .1 o

Whv ur'-est thou so oft young Arthur s death ?

Thy haml hath murderd him : I Ilad a mighty cause

To wish hull dead, but thou hadst none to kill lum.

Hiib. Had none, my lord 1 why, did you not provok

A'. John. It is the curse of kings, to be attended

By slaves, that take their humours for a warrant

To break within the bloody liouse of life ;

And, on the winking of authority,

To understand a law ; to know tile meaning
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns

More upon humour tliaii advis d respect.

Jtiil'. Here is your h.iud and seal for what I did.

A'. John. O, when the List account "twixt heaven

and earth , . ,

Is to be made, then sliMl this hand and seal

Witness iigainst us U) .laiiiiialion;

How ofl the sight of lucaus to do ill deeds.

Make ill deeds done ! Hadst not thou been by,

A fellow by the hand of nature mark rt,

Ouoted, and sign'd, to do a deed of shame,

tliis murder had not come into my mind :

Uat, taking note of thy abhorr'd aspect.

Finding tliee fit for bloody villainy.

Apt, liable to be employ'd m danger,

I f.iiutly broke with thee of Artliur s death ;

And thou, to be endearfed to a king.

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince.

K."john.°\lii.Ast thou but shook thy head, or

made a pause.

When I spake darkly what I purposed,

Or tuni'd an eye of doubt upon my face,

As bid ine tell my tale in express words.

Oeep shame had struck me dumb, made me break

And those 'thy fears might have wrought fears in me :

But thou didst understand me by my signs.

And didst in signs again parley with sin ;

Yea without stop, didst let thy heart consent.

And consequently thy rude hand to act

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name.

Out of my sight, and never see me ninre !
^

My nobles leave me ; and my State is br.av d.

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers:

Nay, in the body of this fleshly land.

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath,

Hostihty and civil tumult reigns
. . , .,

Between my conscience and my cousin s death.

Hub. Arm you against your other enemies,

I'll make a peace between your soul and you

Young .Arthur is alive ; this hand of mine

Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand.

Not painted with the crimson spots ot blood.

Within this bosom never enter'd yet.

The dreadful motion of a murderous thought

;

And you have slander'd nature m my form.

Which, howsoever rude exteriorly.

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind
Than to be butcher of an innocent child

k: John. Doth Arthur live'; O, haste thee to the

Throw this report on their incensed rage, tpeers,

And make them tame to theur obedience !

Forgive the comment that my passion made
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind,

And foul imaginary eyes ofblood

Presented thee more hideous than thou art.

O, answer not ; but to my closet bring

The angry lords, with all expedient haste ; •

I conjure thee but slowly ; run more fast. [Exeunt.

SCENE in.—Northampton, Before the Castle.

Enter Arthur, on tlte walls.

Arth. The wall is high ; and yet will I leap down:—
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not !—

There's few, or none, do know me : if tliey did.

This ship-boy's seniblince hath disguis'd me quite.

I am afr.aid ; and yet I'll venture it.

in get down, and vlo not break my limbs,

I'll find a thousand sliifls to get away:
^ j . .,

A s good to die and go, as die and stay. {Leaps down.

< ) me 1 iny uncle's spirit is in these stones :—

Heaven take my soul, and England keep my ''"[^es,^^
.

Enter Pembroke, S.ilisbury, and Bigot.

.V.r/. Lords, 1 will meet him .it Saint F.dniund's-Bury;

It is our safety. ;md we must embr.ice

This gentle offer of the perilous lime.

Pern. Who brought that letter from the cardm.ilV

Sal. The count Melun, a noble lord of France;

Wliose private with me of the Daupliiu's love.

Is much more general than these liiie^ import.

hi-. To-morrow morning let us meet hiin. then.

.V,i/. Or rather, then set forward ; for twill be

Two lung days' journey, lords, or e'er we meet.

Enter the Bastard.

Bast. Once more to-day well met, disteniper'd

lords! . • 1,
The king by nie requests your presence straight.

Sal. 'fhe king hath dispossess d himself of us:

W( willnol line his thin l.est.uiicd clo.ak

Willi our pure honour... nor .iU>nd the (Viot

••h.'it leaves the i.rinl ..1Lloo.l where er it wAlks.

Return, and tell liiiii so : we know the worst.
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Easl. Whate'er you think, good words, I think, were

best.

Sal. Our griefs, and not our manners, reason now.
Bast, liut tliere is little reason in your .s;rief

;

Therefore, 'twere reason you had manners now.
Pcfn. Sir, sir, impatience hath liis privilege.

Bast. "Tis true ; to hurt his master, no man else.

Sal. This is the prison ;—what is he lies here *

[Seeing Arthur.
Pern. O death, made proud with pure and princely

beauty

!

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed.
Sal. Murder, as hating what himself hath done.

Doth lay it open to urge on revenge.
Bi^. Or, when he dooin'd this beauty to a grave,

Found it too precious-princely for a grave.
Sal, Sir Richard, what think you? Have you

beheld.
Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think ?

Or do you almost think, although you see,
That you do see! could thought, without this object.
Form such another? This is the very top.
The height, the crest, or crest unto tJie crest,

Of murder's arm : this is the bloodiest shame.
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke.
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or staring rage.
Presented to the tears of soft remorse.
Pern. All nmrders past do stand excus'd in this

;

And this, so sole and so uninatchable.
Shall give a holiness, a purity.
To the yet unbegotten sin of times

;

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest,

Exampled by this heinous spectacle.
Bast. It is a damned and a bloody work

;

The graceless action of a heavy hand.
If that it be the work of any hand.
Sal. If that it be the work of any hand?—

We had a kind of light, what would ensue :

It is tlie shameful work of Hubert's hand ;

The practice, and the purpose, of the king :

—

From whose obedience I forbid my soul.

Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life.

And breathing to his breathless excellence
The incense of a vow, a holy vow.
Never to taste the pleasures of the world.
Never to be infected with delight.
Nor conversant with ease and idleness.
Till I have set a .glory to this hand.
By giving it the worship of revenge.
Pent. i^i^. Our souls religiously confirm thy words.

Enter Hubert.

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you

:

Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you.
Sal. O, he is bold, and blushes not at death :

—

Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone !

Hub. I am no villain.

Sal. {Drawiii'^ his STUord.'X Must I rob the law?
Bast. "Vour sword is bright, sir ; put it up again.
Sal. Not till I sheathe it in a murderer's skin.

Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand back, I

say

:

By heaven, I think my sword's as sharp as yours :

I would not have you, lord, forget yourself.

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence

;

I-est I, by marking of your rage, forget
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility.

/);>• Out, dunghill ! dar'st thou brave a nobleman?
Hub. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend

My innocent life against an emperor.
Sal. Thou art a murderer.
Hub. Do not prove me so ;

"Yet, I am none ; whose tongue soe'er speaks false.

Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies.

,
Pevt. Cut him to pieces.
Bast. Keep the peace. I say.
Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you. Faulconbridge.
Bast. TIiou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury :

If thou but fro\vn on me, or stir thy foot.

Qr teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame,
I'll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime

:

Or I'll so maul you and your toasting-iron,

Th.it you shall think the devil is come from hell.

B'it. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge?
Second a villain and a murderer ?

Hub. Lord Bigot, I am none.
Big. Who kill'd this prince
Hub. 'Tis not an hour since I left him well :

I honour'd him, I lov'd hiui ; and will weep
My date of life out for his sweet hfe's loss.

Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes,
For villainy is not without such rheum

;

.Ind he, long traded in it, makes it seem
Like rivers of remorse and innocency.
Away with me, all you whose souls abhor
Th' uncleanly savours of a slaughter-house

;

For I am stifled with this smell of sin.

Biz. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there !

Pent, There, tell the king, he may enquire us out.

[Exeunt Lords.
Bast. Here 's a good world !—Knew you of this

f^r work ?

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death,
Art thou damn'd, Hubert
Hub Do but hear me, sir :

—

Bast. Ha 1 I'll tell thee what

;

Thou art damn'd as black—nay, nothing is so black

;

Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lucifer

:

There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell
As thou Shalt be, if thou didst kill this child.
Hub. Upon my soul,

—

Bast. Ifthoudidst but consent
To this most cruel act, do but despair ;

And if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread
That ever spider twisted from her womb
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be a beam
To hang thee on : or wouldst thou drown thyself.
Put but a little water in a spoon.
And it shall be as all the ocean,
Enough to stifle such a villain up.
I do suspect thee very grievouslj'.
Hub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought

Be guilty of the steaUng that sweet breath
Which was enibounded in this beauteous clay.
Let hell want pains enough to torture me 1

I left him well.

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms.

—

I am amaz'd, methinkc ; and lose my way
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.

—

How easy dost thou take all England up J

From forth this morsel of dead royalty.
The life, the right, the truth of all this realm
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left

To tug and scamble, and to part by the teet5i

The unow'd interest of proud swelling state.

.\'ow for the bare-pick'd bone of majesty
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest.

And snarl'eth in the gentle eyes of peace :

Now powers from home, and discontents at home,
Meet in one line : and vast confusion waits,
(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast,).
The iumiinent decay of wrested pomp.
Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture can
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child.

And follow me with speed : I'll to the king

:

-A. thousand businesses are brief in hand,
And heaven itself doth frown upon the land.

\Exiuut.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Northampton. A Room in the Palace.

hitter King John, Pandulpho with tite crown, and
Attendants.

A". John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand
The circle of my glory.
Pand.

I
Giving ]o\m tile crown.] Take agnin

From this iny hand, as holding of the pope.
Your sovereign greatness and authority.

A", yohn. Now keep your holy word : go meet the
And from his holiness use all your power [Frenck

;

To stop their marches, 'fore we are inflam'd.

Our discontented counties do revolt

;

Our people quarrel with obedience

;

.Swearing allejjiance, and the love of soul,

To stranger blood, to foreign royalty.

This inundation of inistemper'd humour
Rests by you only to be qualified:

Then pause not ; for the present time 's so sick,

That present medicine must be minister'd.

Or overthrow incurable ensues.

.

Pand, It was my breath that blew this tempest up.

Upon your stubborn usage of the pope ;
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But since you are n gentle convertite.
My tongnie shall husn again this storm of war.
And make fair weather in your blustering land.
On thi'; Ascension-day, remember well,

L'pon your oath of service to tlie pope.
Go I to make the French lay down their arms.

I
£•-»-//.

/C. yoliH. Is this Ascension-day! Did not the
prophet

S.iy, that before Ascension-day at noon.
My crown I should give oft? Even so I have

:

1 (lid suppose it should be on constraint

;

Hut, heaven be th.iuk'd, it is but voluntary.
Enter the Bastard.

Basl. AU Kent hath yielded ; nothing there holds
Hut Dover castle : London hath received. [out,
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers :

Vour nobles will not hear you, but are gone
To offer sen*ice to your enemy ;

.\nd wild amazement hurries up and down
The little number of your doubtful friends.

A", yohii. Would not my lords return to me again,
.^fter they heard young Arthur was alive?
Bast. They found him dead, and cast into the

.\n empty casket, where the jewel of Ufe .'streets ;

LJy some dauin'd hand was robb'd and ta'en ,iway.
K. yohii. The villain Hubert told me he did live.

Bait. So, on my soul, he did, for aueht he knew.
But wherefore do you droop? why look you sad!
Be great in act. as you have been in thought

;

Let not the world see fear, and sad distnist,
r.overn the motion of a kingly eye :

Be stirring as the lime ; be fire with fire;

Tlireaten the threatcner, and outface the brow
<''f bragging horror ; so shall inferior eyes.
That borrow their behaviours from the great,
firow great by your example, and put on
Tlie dauntless spirit of resolution,
.^way, and glister like the god of war,
^\'hen he intendelh to become the field

:

Sliow boldness, and aspiring confidence.
\V'hat. shall they seek the lion in his den.
And fright him there ? and make him tremble there?
I >. let it not be said !—Forage, and run
To meet displeasure farther from the doors.
And grapple with him ere he comes so nigh.
K. jfohit. The legate of the pope hath been with me,

.\nd I have made a happy peace with him;
And he hath promis'd to dismiss the powers
Led by the Dauphin.
Bast. O inglorious league I

Shall we, upon the footing of our land.
Send fair-pUy orders, and make compromise.
Insinuation, parley, and base truce.
To arms invasive ? shall ,a beardless boy,
A cocker'd silken wanton, br.ive our fields.

And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil.

Mocking the air with colours idly spread.
And find no check ! Let us, my liege, to arms

:

Perchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace

;

Or if he do, let it at least be said.

They s,aw we had a purpose of defence, [ti

A', yohn. Have tnou the ordering of this present
Bast. Away then, with good courage I yet, I know.

Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Uxtuiit.

SCENE n.

—

A Plain, tifar St. Edmund's-Bury.
T/te French Camp.

Enter, in arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, Pembroke,
Bigot, and Soldiers.

Lnu My lord Melun, let this be copied out,
And keep it safe for our remembrance :

Return the precedent to these lords again;
That, having our fair order written down.
Both they, and we, perusing o'er these notes,
May know wherefore we took the sacrament.
And keep our faiths finii and inviolable.
Sal. Li)on our sides it never shall be broken.

And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear
A voluntary zeaf. and unurg'd faith.

To your proceedings; yet, believe me. prince.
I am not glad that such a sore of time
Should seek a plaster by conlemn'd revolt.
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound,
By making many. O, it grieves my soul,
Tnat 1 nmst draw this iijctal from my side
To be a widuw-iii.iker I O, and there.
Where honourable rescue, and defence,

Crie=; out upon the name of Salisbury

:

But such is the infection of the time.
That, for the heahh and physic of our right.

We cannot deal but with the very hand
Of stern injustice and confused wrong.

—

And is 't not pity. O. my grieved friends

!

That we, the sons and children of this isle.

Were born to see so sad an hour as this ;

Wht-rein we step after a stranger march
Upon Irer gentle bosom, and fill up
Her enemies' ranks, (I must withdraw, and weep
Upon the spot of this enforced cause,)
To grace the gentry of a land remote,
-\nd follow unacquainted colours here?
What, here ?—O nation, that thou couldst remove !

That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about.
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyself.

And grapple thee unto a pagan shore ;

A\'here these two Christian armies might combine
The blood of malice in a vein of league.
And not to spend it so unneighbourly

!

I.nu. A noble temper dost thou show in this :

And great affections wrestling in thy bosom
Do make an earthquake of nobility.

(), what a noble combat hast thou fought,
Between compulsion, and a brave respect

!

Let me wipe off this honourable dew.
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks :

My heart hath melted at a lady's tears
Being an ordinary inundation

;

But this effusion of such manly drops.
This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul.
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven
Figur'd quite o'er with burning meteors.
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury.
And with a great heart heave away this storm

:

Commend these waters to those baby eyes,
That never saw the giant-world enrag'd ;

Nor met with fortune other than rt feasts.

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping.
Come, come ; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep
Into the purse of rich prosperity.
As Lewis himself:—so, nobles, shall you all.

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine.

—

E}tt€r Pandulpho, attended.
And even there, inethinks, an angel spake :

Look, where the holy legate comes apace.
To give us warrant from the hand of heaven,
And on our actions set the name of right
With holy breath.
Pand. Hail, noble prince of Franco [

The next is this,—king John hath reconcil d
Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in.

That so stood out against the holy church.
The great metropolis and see of Rome :

Therefore, thy Ihreat'ning colours now wind up

;

And tame the savage spirit of wild war,
That, like a lion foster'd up at hand.
It may lie gently at the foot of peace.
And be no further hamiful than in show.

Le^L'. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not back

:

I am too high-born to be'propertied.
To be a secondary at control.
Or useful serving-man, and instrument.
To any sovereign state throughout the world,
^'our breath first kindled the dead coal of wars
Between this chastis'd kingdom and myself,
And brought in matter that should feed this fire

And now 'tis far too huge to be blovvn out
With that same weak wind which enkinclled it.

you taught me how to know the face of right,
Acqu.ainted me with interest to tliis land.
Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart
And come you now to tell mo, John hath made
His peace with Koine! Wh.it is that peace to me?
I, by the honour of my m.arriage-bed.
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ;

And, now it is half-conquer'd, must I back.
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome ?

Am 1 Rome's skive! What penny hath Rome borne.
What men provided, what muniti<">n sent.
To underprop this action! is't not I,

That undergo this charge! who else but I,

And such as to my claim are liable.

Sweat in this business, an<l maintain this wart
H.ive I not heard these i>,l.inikrs shout out.
l''ive Ic roy / as I have bank'<l their towns I
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Have I not here the best cards for the game,
To win this easy match, play'd for a crown ?

And shall I now give o'er the yielded set ?

No, on my soul, it never shall be said.
Pand. You look but on the outside of this work.
Le2v. Outside or inside, I will not return

Till my attempt so nmch be glorified,

As to my ample hope was promised
Before I drew this g;illant head of war.
And cuU'd these fiery spirits from the world,
To outlook conquest, and to win renown
Hven in the jaws of danger and of death.—

[ Trumpet sounds.
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us ?

Enter tlie Bastard, attended.
Bast. According to the fair play of the world,

Let me have audience ; I am sent to speak :

—

My holy lord of Milan, from the king
1 come, to leani how you have dealt for him ;

.\ud, as you answer, I do know the scope

.'\nd warrant limited unto my tongue.
Pand. The Dauphin is too wilffil-opposite,

And will not temporize with my entreaties
;

He flatly says, he'll not lay down his arms.
Bast, By all the blood that ever fury breath'd.

The youth says well.—Now, hear our English king;

;

For thus his royalty doth speak in me.
He is prepar'd ; and reason too, he should :

This apish and immannerly approach.
This harness'd masque, and unadvised revel,

This unhair'd sauciness, and boyish troops.
The king doth smile at ; and is well prepar'd
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms.
From out the circle of his territories.

That hand, which had the strength, even at your door.
To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch ;

To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells ;

To crouch in litter of your stable planks

;

To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chests and trunks

;

To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safet\^ out
In vaults and prisons ; and to thrill, and" shake.
Even at the crying of your nation's crow.
Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ;

—

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here.
That in your chambers gave you chastisement t

No ! Know, the gallant monarch is in arms

;

And, like an eagle o'er his aiery, towers,
To souse annoyance that comes near his nest.

—

.\nd you degenerate, you ingrate revolts,

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame

;

For your own ladies, and pale-visagd maids,
I.ike amazons, come tripping after drums.
Their thimbles into armfed gauntlets change.
Their neelds to lances, and their gentle hearts
To fierce and bloody inclination.

Lctu. There end thy bi-ave, and turn thy face in

peace

;

We grant thou canst outscold us : fare thee well :,

\\'ehoId our time too precious to be spent
With such a brabbler.
Pand. Give me leave to speak.
Bast. No, I will speak.
Lew. We will attend to neither.

—

Strike up the drums ; and let the tono;ue of war
Plead for our interest, and our beinghere.

B.tst. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will crj-

And so shall you, being beaten : do but start [out

;

An echo with the clamour of thy drum,
_

And even at hand .a dnm^ is ready brac'd.

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine;

Sound but another, and another shall.

As loud as thine, nattle tlie welkin's ear.

And mock the deepniouth'd thunder: for at hand
(Not trusting to this halting legate here.

Whom he hath ns'd rather for sport than need)
Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits

A bare-ribb'<l death, whose office is this day
To feast upon whole thousands of the French.

/.f7i'. Strike up your drums, to find this danger out.

Bast. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt.
{Exeunt.

SCENE III.—AV<i>-St Edmund's-Bury. A Field
of Battle.

Alarums. Enter King John and Hubert.

A' John. How goes the day with us? O, tell me,
Hubert.

Hub. Badly, I fear. How fares your majesty?
A'. John. This fever, that hath troubled me so long

Lies heavy on me ;—O, my heart is sick !

^

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. My lord, your valiant kinsman.Faulconbridge,

Desires your majesty to leave the field.

And send him word by me which way you go.
A", yohn. Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the abbey

there.
Uless. Be of good comfort ; for the great supply,

That was expected by the Dauphin here.
Are wreck 'd three nights ago on Goodwin sands.
This news was brought to Aichard but even now
The French fight coldly, and retire tliemselves.
K. yohn. An me ! this tyrant fever bums me up.

And win not let me welcome this good news.
Set on toward Swinstead: to my Titter straight
Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint. [Exeunt.

SCENE W.—NearS'i. Edmund's-Bury. Another
Part of t/te Field.

£;;<«?- Salisbury, Pembroke, Bigot, and ot/iers.

Sal. I did not think the king so stor'd with friends.
Pern. Up once again ; put spirit in the French :

If they miscarry, we miscarry too.

Sal. That misbegotten devil. Faulconbridge,
In spite of spite, alone upholds the day.
Pern. They say, king John sore sick hath left the field

Enter Melun, •wounded, and led by Soldiers.

Mel. Lead me to the revolts of England here.
Sal. When we were happy we had other names.
Pein. It is the count Melun.
Sal. Wounded to death.
.'l/tV. Fly, noble English, you are bought and soW :

Unthread the rude eye of rebellion.
And welcome home again discarded faith

Seek out king John, and fall before his feet

;

For if the French be lords of this loud day.
He means to recompense the pains you take.
By cutting off your heads : thus hath he sworn.
And I with him, and many more with me,
Upon the altar at St. Edmund's-Bury ;

Even on that altar, where we swore to you
Dear amity and everlasting love.

Sal. May this be possible? may this be true?
Mel. Have I not hideous death within my view

Retaining but a quantity of life,

\Vhich bieeds away, even as a form ofwax
Resolveth from his figure 'gainst the fire?

What in the world should make me now deceive.
Since I must lose the use of all deceit?
Why should I. then, be false, since it is true
That I must die here, and live hence by truth?
1 say again, if Lewis do win the day,
He IS forsworn, if e'er those eyes of yours
Behold another day break in the east

:

But even this night,^whose black contagious breath
.\lready smokes about the burning crest
i.>f the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun,

—

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire.
Paying the fine of rated treachery.
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives.

If Lewis by your assistance win the day.
Commend me to one Hubert, with your king

:

The love of him,—and this respect besides.
For that my grandsire was an Englishman,

—

Awakes my conscience to confess all this.

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence
From forth t'ne noise and rumour of the field ;

Where 1 may think the remn.ant of my thoughts
In peace, and part this body and my soul
With contemplation and devout desires.

Sal. We do believe thee :—and beshrew my soul,

But 1 do love the favour and the fonn
Of this most fair occasion, by the which

will untread the steps of daninid flight

;

And. like a bated and retirid flood;

Leaving our rankness and irregular course.

Stoop low within those bounds we have o'erlook'd,

And calmly run on in obedience.
Even to our ocean, to our great king John.—
My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence;
For I do see the cruel pangs of death
Right ill thine eye.—Away, my friends I New flight,

Arid happy newness, that intends old right.

\Exe7tnt, leading off '^\t\\\r*
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SCHNi; \'.—.\'t\rr St. I'drntmirs-Bury. T!i( French

f.nUr Lewis ttnii his train.

I.en: The stin of lieaven. niethought, was loath to set.

r.ut stay'd, and made the western welkin blush,
When the Enghsh ineasnr'd baclcward their own
In faint retire. O. bravely came we off, [ground,
When with a volley of our needless shot,

.\fter such bloody toil, we bid good night j

.\nd wound our tottering colours clearly up,
Last in the field, and almost lords of it 1

Enter a Messenger.
iifess. \Vliere is my prince, the Dauphin ?

Le7v. Here :—what news?
Mess. The count Melun is slain : the English lords,

By his persuasion, are again fallen olf

:

And your supply, which you have wished so long,

Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodwin sands.
Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news !—Beshrew thy \ ery

I did not think to be so sad to-night. [heart 1

—

As this hath made me.—Who was he, that said.

King John did fly an hour or two before
The stumbling night did part our weary powers?
Mess. Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord.

LeTv. Well ; keep good quarter, and good care to-

The day shall not be up so soon as L [night:
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow, [J-'xeuiit.

SCENE V\.—An open Place intlu Neighbourhood of
Swinstead-Abbey.

Enter the Bastard and Hubert, meeting.

Hub. Who's there ? speak, ho 1 speak quickly, or 1

Bast. A friend.—What art thou ? [shoot.
Hub. Of the part of England.
Past. Whither dost thou go ?

Hub. What's that to thee? ^^^ly may not I demand
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine?
Bast. Hubert, 1 think ?

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought

:

I will, upon all hazards, well believe
Thou art my friend, that knowest my tongue so well.
Who art thou?
Bast. WTio thou wilt : an if thou please.

Thou mayest befriend me so much as to think
1 come one way of the Plantagenets. [night.
Hub. Unkind remembrance! thou, and eyeless

Have done me shame :—brave soldier, pardon me,
That any accent breaking from thy tongue
Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine ear.
Bast. Come, come ; sans compliment, what news

abroad ?

Hub. Why. here walk I. in the black brow of night.
To find you out.

Bast. Brief, then ; and wh.at's the news ?

Hub. O. my sweet sir. news fitting to the night.

—

Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible.
Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill news

:

I am no woman. I'll not swoon at it.

Huh. The king. I fear, is poison'd by a monk

:

I left him almost speechless; and broke out
To acquaint you with this evil, that you might
The better arm you to the sudden time,
Than if you had at leisure known of this,

Bast. How did he take it ? who did taste to him ?

Hub. A monk, 1 tell you ; a resolvtd villain,

Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king
^'et speaks, and. peradvcnture, may recover.
Bast. Whom didst thou leave to tend his majesty?
Hub. Why. know you not? the lords are all come

back.
And brought prince Hpnr>' in their company

;

At whose request the king hath pardon d them.
And they arc all about his majesty.

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven,
And tempt us not to bear above our power !

—

III tell thee. Hubert, half my power this night,
i'assing these flats, arc taken by the tide.
These Lincoln washes have devoured them ;

.Myself, well-mounted, hardly li.ive cscap'd.
Away, before I conduct nic to the king

;

' '- ^-'-' --' •

\I-xeun!.1 doubt he will be dead or ere 1 come.

SCENE \\\.— The Orchard 0/ ^'xXmtitTiA Abbey.

Enter Prince Henry, S.ilisbury. and Bigot.

P. Hen. It is too late : the life of all his blnotl

Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain
(Which some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-house)
Doth, by tlie idle comments that it makes.
Foretell the ending of mortality.

Enter Pembroke.
Pent. His highness yet doth speak ; and holds belief.

That, being brought into the open air.

It would allay the burning quality
Of that fell poison which assaileth him.
P. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard here.—

{Exit Bigot.
Doth he still rage !

Pcm. He is more patient
Than when you left him ; even now he sung.
P. Hen. O, vanity of sickness I fierce extremes

In their continuance will not feel themselves.
De.ith. having prey'd upon the outward parts.

Leaves theminsensible ; and his siege is now
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds
With many legions of strange fantasies,
Which, in their throng and press to that last hold.

Confound themselves. 'Tis strange that death should
sing.

I am the cygnet to this pale famt swan,
Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death.
And from the organ pipe of frailty sings
His soul and body to their lasting rest.

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are bofn
To set a form upon that indigest.
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude.
Re-enter Bigot, and Attendants -who bring i7i King

John in a chair.
K. yohn. Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow-

room ;

It would not out at windows, nor at doors.
There is so hot a summer in my bosom.
That all my bowels crumble up to dust

:

I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen
Upon a parchment : and against this fire

Do I shrink up.
P. Hen. How fares your majesty?
A'. John. Poison'd,—ill-fare ;—dead, forsook, cast

And none of you will bid the winter come, [off;

To thrust his icy fingers in my maw

;

Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course
Through my burn'd bosom ; nor entreat the north
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips.

And comfort me with cold :— I do not ask you much,
I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait.

And so ingrateful, you deny me that.

P. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in my tears.

That might relieve you 1

A'. John. The salt in them is hot.—
Within me is a hell ; and there the poison
Is. as a fiend, confin'd to tyrannize
On unreprievable condemned blood.

Enter the Bastard.
Bast. O, I am scalded with my violent motion.

And spleen of speed to see your majestj'.
A', yohn. O cousin, thou art come to set mine eye:

The tackle of my heart is crack'd and lnini'<l

:

And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should sail.

Are turned to one thread, one little hair:
My heart hath one poor string to stay it by.
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ;

.\nd then all this thou seest is but a clod.

And model of confounded royalty.
Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hithcrward,

Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer him ;

For, in a night, the best part ofmy power.
As I upon arlvautage did remove,
^V(^e in the w.ashes, all unwarilv.
Devoured by the unexpected (food.

[ rhe King dies
.^al. 'Vou breathe these dead news in as dead an

ear.

—

My liege I my lord 1—But now a king.—now thus.

P. Hen. Even so must 1 run on. and even so stop.
What surety of the world, what hope, wh.at stay.

When this was now a king, and now is clay?
Bast. Art thou gone so ? I do but stay behind

To fio the office for thee of revenge.
And ther my soul sh.ill wait on Ihce to heaven.
As it on earth hath been thy serv.int still.

—

Now, now, you stars, that move in your right spheres.
Where be your powers? Show now your incndeit
And instantly return with me .again, (faithk:

T^i push destruction, and perpetual shame.

R
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Out of tlic weak door of our fainting land.

Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought

;

The Dauphin rages at our very heels.

Sal. It seems you know not, then, so much as we

:

The cardinal Pandulph is within at rest.

Who half an hour since came from the Dauphin,
And brings from him such offers of our peace
As we witn honour and respect may take,

AVith purpose presently to leave this war.
Bast. He will the rather do it, when he sees

Ourselves well sinewed to our defence.
Sai. Nay, it is in a manner done already

;

For many carriages he hath despatch'd
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel
To the disposing of the cardinal

:

With whom yourself, myself, and other lords,

If you think meet, this afternoon will post
To consummate this business happily.
Bast. Let it be so : and you, my noble prince,

With other princes that may best be spar'd,

Shall wait upon your father's funeral.

KINO RICHARD II. Acfl.

P. Iltn. At Worcester must his body be inlerr'd

;

For so he will'd it.

Bast. Thither shall it, then ;

And happily may your sweet self put on
The lineal state and glory of the land !

To whom, with all submission, on my knee,
I do bequeatli my faithful services.

And true subjection everlastingly.
Sat. .\nd the like tender of our love we make.

To rest without a spot for evermore. [thanks,
P. Hen. I have a kind soul that would give jou

And knows not how to do it, but with tears.
Bast. O, let us pay the time but needful woe.

Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs.—
This England never did, nor never .shall,

I.ie at the proud foot of a conqueror.
But when it first did help to wound itself.

Now these, her princes, are come home again,
Come the three corners of the world in anus.
And we shall shock them ; nought shall make us me.
If England to itself do rest but true. [E.^ceiuit.

King Richard II.
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ACT I.

SCENE I.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Richard, attended ; John of Gaunt, and
other Nobles.

A'. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour'd Lan-
caster,

Hast thou, according to thy oath and band.
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy bold son.

Here to make good the boisterous late appeal.

Which then our leisure would not let us hear.

Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray?
Gaunt. I have, my liege.

A'. Rich. Tell me, moreover, hast thou sounded
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice : [him.

Or worthily, as a good subject should,

On some known ground of treachery in him?
Gaunt. As near as I could sift him on that argu-

On some apparent danger seen in him. [ment,—
Aim'd at your highness,—no inveterate malice.

A'. Rich. Then call them to our presence ; face to

face.
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear
Th' accuser, and ih' accused, freely speak :—

[Exeunt sonic Attendants
High-stomach'd are they both, and full of ire,

In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire.

Re-enter Attendants, luith Bolingbroke and Norfolk.
Baling. Many years of happy days befall

My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege !

Norf Each day still better other's happmess

;

Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap.
Add an immortal title to your crown 1

K. Rich. AVe thank yoa both j yet one but flat-

ters us.

As well appeareth by the cause you come ;

Namely, to appeal each other of high treason.

—

Cousin of Hereford, what dost thoii object
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbr.ay ?

Boling. First, (heaven be the record to my
In the devotion of a subject's love, [speech I)

Tendering the precious safety ofmy prince.

And free from other misbegotten hate.
Come I appellant to this princely presence.

—

Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee.
And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak.
My body shallmake good upon this earth,

Or my divine soul answer it m heaven.
Thou art a traitor and a miscreant.
Too good to be so, and too bad to live.

Since the more fair and crystal is the sky.
The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly.

Once more, the more to aggravate the note.
With a foul traitor's name stuff' I thy throat.

And wish, (so ple.ase my sovereign,) ere I move.
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Doth more solicit ine, than your exclaims,
To stir ag'ainst the butchers of his life:

But since correction lieth in those hands
Which made the fault that we cannot correct.
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven

;

Who. when they see the hours ripe on earth.
Will rain hot ventjeance on offenders* heads.
Ditch. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur S

Hath love in thy old blood no livin^j fire ?

Hdward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one,
Were as seven phials of his sacred blood,
Or seven fair branches springing from one root

:

Some of those seven are dried by nature's course,
Some of those branches by the destinies cut

;

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster,
One phial full of Edward's sacred blood.
One flourishing branch of his most royal root.
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt.

Is hack'd down, and his summer leaves all faded,
By envy's hand, and murder's bloody axe.
Ah, Gaunt, his blood was thine ! that bed, that womb.
That mettle, that self-mould, that fashion'd thee.
:Made him a man ; and though thou liv'st and breath'st.
Vet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent
In some large measure to thy father's death,
In that thou seest thy wretched brother die.
Who was the model of thy father's life.

Call it not patience. Gaunt,—it is despair

:

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd.
Thou show'st the naked pathway to thy life.

Teaching stern murder how to butcher thee ;

That which in mean men we entitle patience,
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.
What shall I say! to safeguard thine o^vn life.

The best way is to Venge my Gloster's death.
Gaunt. God's is the q'uarrel ; for God's substitute.

His deputy anointed in his sight,
Hath caus'd his death : the which, if wrongfully.
Let heaven revenge ; for I may never Uft
An angry arm against his minister.
Duck. Where then, alas! may I complain myself!
Gaunt. To God, the widow's champion and de-

fence.
Duch. Why then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt.

Thou go'st to Coventry, there to behold
(Jur cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight

:

O. sit my husband's wrongs on Hereford's spear.
That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breast

!

Or if misfortune miss the first career.
Be Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom.
That they may break his foaming courser's back.
And throw the rider headlong in the lists,

A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford !

Farewell, old Gaunt: thy sometimes brother's wife
With- her companion grief must end her hfe.
Gaunt. Sister, farewell ; I must to Coventry :

As much good stay with thee, as go with me !

Ditch. Vet one word more.—Grief boundeth where
it falls.

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight

:

I take my leave before I have begun

;

For sorrow ends not when it seerhetli done.
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York.
Lo I this is all :—nay, yet depart not so

;

Though this be all, do not so quickly go ;

I shall remember more. Bid him—O, what ?—
With iUl good speed at Flashy visit me.
Alack ! and what shall good old York there see.
But empty lodgings and unfumish'd walls,
Unpeopled oflices, untrodden stones?
And what hear there for welcome, but my groans!
Therefore commend me ; let him not come there.
To seek out sorrow that dwells every where.
Desolate, desolate, will I hence, and die :

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye.
ll'.'ceitnt.

SCENE III.—Gosford Green, wirac Coventry.

Lists set out, anda Throne. Heralds, iSr., aitetidiiig.

Enter tlie Lord Marshal anii Aunierle.

Mar. My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd ?

.Ut/n. Y*ea, at all points ; and longs to enter in.

.1/rtr. The duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and bold,
Stays but the summons of the appellant's trumpet.
Aum. Why, then, the champions are prepar d, and

stay
For nothing but his m.ajesty's approach

Act 1.

Flourish 0/ Trumpets. Enter King Richard, luho
tates his seat on his Throne : Gaunt, Bushy.
Bagot, Green, and others^ who take their places.

-7 Trumpet is sou?ided, tmdanswered by another
Trumpet within. T/ien enter Norfolk, in
annoitr, preceded by a Herald.

A.'. Ricli. Marshal, demand of yonder champion
The cause of his arrival here in anus :

Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed
To swear him in the justice of his cause. [art.

Mar. In God's name and the king's, say who tliou

And why thou com'st thus knightly clad in arms ;

Against what man thou com'st, and wliat thy quarrel ;

Speak truly, on thy knighthood anil thine oath j

As so defend thee heaven and thy valour

!

Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of Nor
Who hither come engaged by my oath, [folk,

(Which, God defend! a knight should violate !)

Both to defend my loyalty and truth
To God, my king, and his succeeding issue,
.\gainst the duke of Hereford that ajjpeals me ;

.Vnd, by the grace of God and this mine arm.
To prove him, in defending of myself,
.A. traitor to my God, my king, and me

:

And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven f

\He takes his sea'.

Trumpet sounds. i?«^<r>- Bolingbroke, in armour,
preceded by a Herald.

A". Jiich. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms.
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither
Thus plated in habiliments of war ;

And formally, according to our law.
Depose him in the justice of his cause.
.Mar. What is thy name! and wherefore com'st thou

Before king Richard in his royal lists! (hither.

Against whom comest thou ? and what's thy quarrel 'i

Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven I

Baling: Harry of llereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Am I ; who ready here do stajid in anus.
To prove, by God's grace, and my body's valour.
In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk,
That he's a traitor, foul and dangerous.
To God of heaven, king Richard, and to me

;

.\nd, as I truly fight, defend me heaven 1

Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bold.
Or daring hardy, as to touch the lists

;

Except tlie marshal, and such officers
Appointed to direct these fair designs. (hand,

Bolinjr. Lord Marshal, let me kiss my soiereign b

And bow my knee before his majesty

:

For Mowbray and myself are like two men
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage

;

Then let us take a ceremonious leave.
And loving farewell of our several friends.
Ma r. Trie appellant in all duty greets your highness,

And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave.
A'. Kich. [Descends j'rom his throne.] We will d'j-

scend, and fold hun in our arms.
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right.
So be thy fortune in this royal fight.

Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed.
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead.
Boling. O, let no noble eye profane a tear

For me, if I be got'd with Mowbray's spear :

.A.S confident as is the falcon's flight

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.
My loving lord, I take my leave of you ;

—

Of you, riiy noble cousin, lord Aumerle ;

—

Not sick, although I have to do with death.
Hut lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath.
Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet
The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet

:

O thou, the earthly author of my blood,

—

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate.
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up
To reach at victory above my head.

—

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers:
And with thy blessings steel ray lance's point.
That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat.
And furbish new the name of Jolin of Gaunt,
Even in the lusty 'haviour of his son. [perous !

Gauiit. QuA. in thy good cause make thee pros-
Be swift like lightning in the execution

;

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled.
Fall like amazing thun.der on the casque
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy

:

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be vali.int and live.
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Bclins. Miiie innocency, and Saint George to
thrive 1 [Ht takes his sent.

jVar, [RisiMg:] However God, or fortune, cast
my lot,

There lives or dies, tnie to king Richard's throne,
A loyal, just, and upright gentleman.
Never did captive with a freer heart
Cast off his chains of bondage, and embrace
His gulden uncontroU'd enfranchisement.
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate
This feast of battle with mine adversary.

—

Most mighty liege, and my companion peers.
Talce from my mouth the wish of happy years :

As gentle and as jocund, as to jest.

Go 1 to fight. Truth hath a quiet breast.
A". Kic/t. Farewell, my lord : securely I espy

virtue with valour couched in thine eye.

—

Urdcr the trial, marshal, and begin.
[T/it: King and tJie Lords return

to their seats.

Mar. Hiirry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
Receive thy lance ; and God defend the right

!

Holing. \Rising.\ Strong as a tower in hope, I cry,

Amen.
Mar. [ To rt« Officer.] Gobearthislance to Thomas,

duke of Norfolk.
1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,

.Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself,
On pain to be found false and recreant.
To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray,
A traitor to his God, his king, and him ;

And dares him to set forward to the fight.

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, duke of
On pain to be found false and recreant, [Norfolk,
Both to defend himself, and to approve
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby,
To God, his sovereign, and to him disloyal

;

Courageously, and with a free desire.
Attending but the signal to begin.
Mar. Sound, trumpets ; and set forward, com-

batants. \A charge sounded.
Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down.

A'. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their
spears.

And both return back to their chairs again :—
Withdraw with us ; and let the trumpets sound,
AVhile we return these dukes what we decree.

—

\_A longflourish.
\ To the Combatants.] Draw near.
And list, what with our council we have done.
I"or that our kingdom's earth should not be soil'd
AVith that dear blood which it hath fostered

;

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect
Of civil wounds plough'd up vnih neighbours' swords ;

And for we think the eagle-winged pride
Of sky-;ispiring and ambitious thoughts,
With rivai-hatmg envy, set you on
To wake our peace, which m our country's cradle
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ;

Wl'.ieh so rous'd up with boist'rous untun'd drums,
^Vith harsh resounding trumpets' dreadful bray,
.\nd grating shock of wrathful iron arms.
Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace.
And make us wade even in our kmdred's blood ;

—

Therefore, we banish you our territories :

—

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of life.

Till twice five summers have enrich'd our fields,
Sliall not regrect our fair dominions.
But tread tlie stranger paths of banishment. fbe.—
Baling. 'Vour will be done: this must my comfort

That sun that warms you here shall shine on me

;

And those his golden beanns, to you here lent,
Sh.-ijl [joint on me. and gild my banishment.

X". Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier d*oiii,
Wliich I witli some unwillingness pronounce

:

The sly slow hours shall not determinate
The dateless limit of thy dear exile ;

—

The hopeless word of — never to return
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of life.

Nor. A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liegc.
And all unlook d for from your highness" moutli

;

A dearer merit, not so deep .1 maim
As to be cast forth in the common air.
Have I dcservc'd at your highness* hands.
The l.ingu;u;e I have learn d these forty years,
My native English, now I nuist forego,
And now my tongue':, use is to me no more,
Than aa uiuuiogtid viol, or a harp

:

Or like a cunning instrument cas'd up,
Or, being open, put into his hands
That knows no touch to tune the harmony.
Within my mouth you have engaol'd my tongue,
Doubly portcullis'd with my teeth and lips

;

.\\\d dull, unfeeling barren ignorance
Is made my gaoler to attend on me.
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse.
Too far in years to be a pupil now ;

What is thy sentence, then, but speechless death,
Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath
K Rich. It boots thee not to be compassionate:

After our sentence plaining comes too late.

Nor. Then, thus I turn me from my country's light.

To dwell in solemn shades of endless night.
[Retiring.

K. Rich. Return again, and take an oath with thee.
Lay on our royal sword your banish'd hands :

Swear by the duty that you owe to God,
(Our part therein we banish with yourselves,)
To keep the oath that we administer :

—

Von never shall (so help you truth and God !)

Embrace each other's love in b.inishment

;

Nor never look upon each other's face

;

Nor never write, regreet. nor reconcile
This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate

;

Nor never by advised purpose meet
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill

'Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our laud.
Holing. I swear.
Nor. And I, to keep all this.

Baling. Norfolk, so far, as to mine enemy ;

—

By this time, had the king permitted us,

One of our souls had wandcr'd in the air,

Banish'd this frail sepulchre of our flesh,

.\s now our flesh is banish'd from this land :

Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the reahn ;

Since thou hast far to go, bear not along
The clogging burden of a guilty soul.

Nor. 'No, Bolingbroke : if ever I were traitor.

My name be blotted from the book of life.

And 1 from heaven banish'd, as from hence

!

But what thou art, God, thou, and I do know;
.\nd all too soon, I fear, the king shall irue.

—

Farewell, my liege.—Now no way can I stray

:

Save back to England, all the world's my way.
\E.-iii.

A'. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes
1 see thy grieved heart : thy sad aspect
Hath frorti the number of his banish'd years
Pluck'd four away.—[ To Doling.] Six frozen winters

spent.
Return with welcome home from banishment.
Boling. How long a time lies in one little word !

Four lagging winters, and four wanton springs.
End in a word : such is the breath of kings.
Gaunt. I thank my liege, that in regard ofmc

He shortens four years of my son's exile

:

But little vantage shall I reap thereby ;

For, ere the six years that he hath to spend.
Can change their moons and bring their times about,
My oil-dried lamp and time-bewasted li.ght.

Shall be extinct with age and endless night

;

My inch of ta])er will be burnt and done,
.\nd blindfold death not let me see my son.

AT. Rich. Why. uncle, thou hast ma.iy years to live

Cauiit, But not a minute, king, that thou can'St
give :

Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow.
And pluck nights from me. but not lend a morrow
Thou canst help time t« furrow me with age,
But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage;
Thy word is current with him for my death.
But. dead, thv kingdom ciiinot buy my bre.ith.

A'. Rich. Thy son is bani^jli'd upon good advice.
Whereto tUy tongue a p.iriy verdict gave •

Why at ourjustice seem'st'thou, then, to lower?
(Jaunt. Tilings sweet to taste prove ill digestion

You urg'd me as a judge ; but I had rather [sour.
You would have bid iric argue like a father.
O. had it been a stranger, not my child.
To smooth his fault I should have been more mild

;

A partial slander sought I to avoid,
.Vnd In the sentence my own life dcstroy'd.
Atis, I look'd when some of you should say,
I was too strict, to make liiille own away ;

But you g.ive leave to my unwilling tongue,
Agiimst my will, to do myself this wrunc-
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K. A'.' /;. Cniisin, farewell ; and, uncle, bid him so

:

Six years we banish him, and he shall go.
{Flourish. Exeunt Kingf Richard f7^?rf/*-(7j;/.

Autn. Cousin, farewell; what presence must not
From where you do remain, let paper show. [know,
Mar. My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride.

As far as land will let nie, by your side. [words.
Gaunt. O I to what purpose dost thou hoard thy

That thou return'st no meeting to thy friends ?

Bolinir. I have too few to take my leave of you,
When tile tongue's office should be prodigal ^
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart.
Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time.
Boling. Joy absent, grief is present for that time.
Gaunt. What is six winters? they are quickly gone.
Baling. To men in joy ; but grief makes one hour

ten. [sure.

Gaunt. Call it a travel, that thou tak'st for plea-
Baling. My heart will sigh when I miscall it so.

Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage.
Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps

Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set
The precious jewel of thy home-return.

Bolitiz. Nay. rather, every tedious stride I make
Will but remember nie, what a deal of world
I wander from the jewels that I love.

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood
To foreign passages ; and in the end.
Having my freedom, boast ofnothing else

Cut that I was a journeyman to grief V

Gaunt. All places that the eye of heaven visits.

Are to a wise man ports and happy havens.
Teach thy necessity to reason thus

;

There is no virtue like necessity.
Think not the king did banish thee.
But thou the king : woe doth the heavier sit.

Where it perceives it is but faintly borne.
Go, say I sent thee forth to purchase honour,
And not, the king exiPd thee : or suppose,
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air.

And thou art flying to a fresher clime.
Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it

To lie that way thou go'st, not whence thou com'st

:

Suppose tile singing birds musicians

;

The grass whereon thou tread'st the presence strew'd

;

The flowers, fair ladies ; and thy steps no more
Than a delightful measure, or a dance ;

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite

The man that mocks at it, and sets it light.

Boliitff. O, who can hold a fire in his hand,
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus?
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite.
By bare imagination of a feast 2

Or wallow naked in December snow.
By thinking on fantastic summer's heat ?

O, no 1 the apprehension of the good.
Gives but the greater feeling to' the worse :

Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more.
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore.

Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I'll bring thee on
thy way

:

Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay.

Baling. Then, England's ground, farewell ; sweet
soil, adieu ;

Mv mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet I

Where'er 1 wander, boast of this I can.—
Though banish'd. yet a trueborn Englishman.

{Exeunt.

SCENE W.—The Court.

Enter King Richard, Bagot. and Green ; Aumerle
fotiowin?.

A". Rich. We did observe—Cousin Aumerle,
How far brought you high Hereford on hisivajr?

Aam. I brought high' Hereford, if you call him so.

But to the next'liighway, and there I left him.
A'. Rick. And say, what store of parting tears were

shed?
Aum. 'Faith, none for me ; except the north-e.ist

Which then blew bitterly against our faces, [wind,

Awak'd the sleeping rheum, and so by chance
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear.

fC!Rich. What said our cousin when you parted
with him?

yl lint. Farewell : and tor my heart disdaini^d that
my tongue

Should so profane the word, that taujjht me craft

To counterfeit oppression of such (frief,

That words seem'd buried in my sorrow's grave.
Marry, would tlie word "farewell" have lengthen'd
And added years to his short banishment, [hours.
He should have had a volume of farewells ;

But, since it would not, he had none of me.
K. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; but 'tis doubt.

When time shall call him home from banishment.
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends.
Ourself, and Bushy. Bagot here, and Green,
Observ'd his courtship to the common people ;

How he did seem to dive into their hearts
With humble and familiar courtesy ;

What reverence he did throw away on slaves

;

Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles,
And patient underbearing of his fortune.
As 'twere to banish their affects with him.
Ofi'goes his bonnet to an oyster-^vench

;

A brace of draymen bid God speed him well.
And had the tribute of his supple knee.
With— '* Thanks,tny countrymcn.^nylovijjg/ricndsi"
As were our Englantl in reversion his.

And he our subjects' next degree in hope.
Green. Well, he is gone; and with him go thesj

thoughts.
Now for the rebels which stand out in Ireland.

—

Expedient manage must be made, my liege.

Ere farther leisure yield them farther means.
For their advantage, and your highness' loss.

A*. Rich. We will ourself in person to this war

;

And, for our coffers,—with too great a court.
And liberal largess,—are grown somewhat light*

We are enforc'd to farm our royal realm

;

The revenue whereof shall furnish us
For our affairs in hand. If that come short.
Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters ;

Whereto, when they shall know what men are rich.

They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold.
And send them after to supply our w.ants ;

For we will make for Ireland presently.

Enter Bushy.
Bushy, what news?
Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous lick, ni>

Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post-haste, [lord,

To entreat your majesty to visit him.
A'. Rich. Where Ues he?
Bushy. At Ely-house.
iC. Rich. Now, put it, God, in his physician's mind.

To help him to his grave immediately!
The lining of his coffers shall make coats
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.

—

Come, gentlemen, let's all go visit him

:

Pray God, we may make haste, and come too late
['E.\<u>it.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—London. An Apartment in Ely-house.

Gaunt on a couch ; the Duke of York, anti others,
standing by hi,n.

Gaunt. 'Will the king come, that I may breathe ray
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth t [last

y'ork. Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your
For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. [breath

;

Gaunt. O, but they say, the tongues of dying men
Enforce attention like deep harmony :

Where words are scarce, they are seldom spent in
vain

:

For they breathe truth tliat breathe their words in pain.
He that no more must say, is listen'd more.
Than they whom youth and ease have tauglK to

glose

:

More are men's ends mark'd, than their lives before

:

The setting sun, and music at the close,
.\s the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last

,

Writ in remembrance more than things long past

:

Though Richard my life's counsel wouUl not he;*.
My death's sad talc may yet undeaf his ear.
ypri. No ; it is stopp'd with otlicr flattering'

sounds.
As praises of his state : then, there are found
Lascivious metres, towliose venom sound
The open ear of youth doth always listen ;

Report of fashions in proud Italy,

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation
Limps after, in base imitation.

Where doth the world thrust forth »• vanity,
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(So be It new. there's no respect how vile,)
1 hat LS not quickly Inizz-d into his ears?
Then all too late comes counsel to be heard.
Where will cloth mutiny with wits rerard
."'.^'^':' not him. whose way himself will choose:
I IS breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt thou

lose.

Gauitt. .Methinks I am a prophet new inspird.And thus, expinnij. do foretell of him :—
His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last.
For violent fires soon burn out themselves

;bniaU showers last lonsj. but sudden storms are shortH? ''f«s betmies, that spurs too fast betimes
;

JV ith eager feedinpr food doth choke the feeder
Light vanity, insatiate connoraiit,
Consuininij means, soon preys upon itself.
This royal throne of kmsfs, this scepter'd isle,
1 his earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,
1 his other Eden, demi-paradise

;

1 his fortress, built by nature for herself,Apmst mfection. and the hand of war-

2^X

-I'r- il
"•'^^^"", ,»iiuiiic iianu or war;

1 his happy breed of men, this little world ;
I Ins precious stone set in the silver sea,
Which serves it in the office of a wall,
Or as a inoat defensive to a house.
Against the envy of less happier lands ;
1 his blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this EnHand
I his nurse, this teeming womb of royal kineshear d by their breed, and famous by their birth,Kenowned for their deeds as far from home

( lor Christian service and true chivalry)

e u ' sepulchre, in stublwm Jewry,
'r[- f

worlds ransom, blessed Mary's Son :
This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land
>ear for her reputation through the world
s now le.asd out, (I die pronouncing it,)

I.ike to a tenement, or pelting farm :

I--ngland, bound in with the triumphant sea.
\\ hose rocky shore beats b.ack the envious sie<re

\i^^'- 7 -7fPn'n<^. js "ow bound in with shaiue,u ith mky blots, and rotten parchment bontls :

\\^i m15 ''•^""''
T\'^

™"' '« conquer others.Hath m.ade a shameful conquest of itself.
Ah. would the scandal vanish with my life
I low happy then were iny ensuing death '

t- liter King Richard a,id Queen; Aumerle, Bu:,hv
Green, Bagot, Ross, <jj:/i Willoughby

out'h-'""'^
'S come; deal mildly with his

I or young hot' colts, being rag'd, do rage the more.
Y- ,"

, ,.*; "'^^ our noble uncle. Lancaster •>

"caunt r'
^°"''"'^' "'""

'
"'""' '* 't ""'' aged

Caj;«t. O, how that name befits my composition

!

''.!' Gaunt, indeed
; and gaunt in being olcf

, "f"n me grief hath kept a tedious fast

;

And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt'
] or s ecpiiig England long time have I watch'd •

" alcliing breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt

'

I he pleasure that some fathers feed uponK my strict fast,—I mean, my children's looks

:

And therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt •

' .aunt .am I for the grave, gaunt as a gr.ive.
" hose hollow womb inherits nought but bones

name-?"
'"' "'^° ''''*^ *° "'"'^ "'"' "'<^'f

<<"'>" No. misery makes sport to mock itself-
.Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me
1 mock my name, great king, to flatter thee.

live?
""'" ''^"^'' "'"' "'°^'= "'•"

^"'^'I'^'a'^ti,"'''
'"^" "ving flatter those that die.A. A»fj», rhou, now a-clying, say'st thou flatter'st

P"s'L'^;1°'*^T f?^; \^°"«^ I "«^ 'dicker be.
A-. XkA. I am in health, I breathe, and see thee illOaujtf. Now, He that made me knows 1 see thc-e

111 in myself to see. and in thee seeing illrhy death-bed is no les:,er than thy K-ind,

iff" '" '"^' '" '<-P"t-ition sick ;And thou, too careless patient as thou art
Coinmitt St thy anointed body to the cureOf those physicians that first woun.led thee :Athousand flatterers sit within thy crown,Whose compass is no bi-^rger than thy head •

And yet. incaged in so tmall a verge.The waste Is no whit lesser th.in thy landO, had Ihy grandsire. with a prophifs eye

[ill

Seen how his sou's son shouUl destroy Itis sons.
f-rom forth thy reach he would have laid thy shameDeposing thee before thou wert possess'd,
Y'lich art possess'd now to depose thyself.
\V hy, cousin, wert thou regent of the world,
It were a shame to let this land by lease

;But for thy world enjoying but this land.
Is It not more than shame to shame it so?
Landlord of England art thou now, not kin" •

I hy state of law is bond-slave to the law - "
"

-^nd

—

AT. Xu/t. And thou a lunatic lean-witted fool,
rresumino; on an ague's privilege,
Dar'st with thy frozen admonition
Make pale our cheek, chasing tlie royal blood
\vith fury from his native residence
Now, by my seat's right royal majesty,
Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son,
1 his tongue that runs so roundly in thy head,
bhould run thy head from thy unreverend shouldersGaioU O. spare me not, my brother Edward's son
1-or that I was his father Edward's son;—
That blood akeady, like the pelican.
Hast thou tapp'd out, and drunkeuly carous'd :My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning soul,(Whom fair befall m heaven 'mongst happy souls ')May be a precedent and witness good.
That thou respect'st not spilling Edward's blood

:

Jom with the present sickness th.at 1 have

;

And thy unkindness be like crooked age,
l o crop at once a too-long wither'd flower.

!

Liie in thy shame, but die not shame with thee '—
1 hese words hereafter thy tonnentors be !—
Lonvey me to my bed, then to my grave

:

Love they to live, that love and honour have.

z- r- • 7 A J , f-'V' *'^'"' ""* ''y ''" Attendants.
A. Kich. And let them die, that age and sulltus

have

;

For both hast thou, and both become the grave.
J ork. I do beseech your majesty, impute his wordsro wayward sickliness and age in him:

I

''2 "ovesyon- on iny life, and holds you dear
I

r.^'^'- ""''"° of Hereford, were he here.

A
\\^."^''- R'Sht, you say true : as Hereford's loveAs theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is. [so his -

£«/«- Northumberland.
Ac»-//(. My liege, old Gaunt commends liim to yourA A zc-/,. What says he? fmaiestv

I

Acr/;,. Xay. nothing ; all is said.
Lmajesty.

His tongiie IS now a stringless instrument

:

\Vords hfe. and all. old Lancaster hath spent.

Th^r' i, 1 }, °l^
"'^ "^-"^^ *''•*' "'"St be bankrupt so !Though deiUh be poor, it ends a mortal woe.,,: The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he -

His time IS spent, our pilgrimage must be ;ho much for that.—Now for our Irish wars •

u-k' k"?' 5"P,P'a"t those rough rug-headed kernsu iiich live hke venom, where no venom else,But only they, hath privilege to live.And for these great affairs do ask some charge,
1 owards our assistance we do seize to us '

1 Jie plate, coin, revenues, and moveables,
" hereof our uncle Gaunt did stand pos.sess'd

Sh .if. -n,
1°'^ ?"'^ ''!''" ' '"= ^'"'""^ All. how Ion...

.bli.ilUcnder duty make ine suffer wrong?
I

Not Gloster s death, nor Herefonis banishment,
.

Not Gaunt s rebukes nor Engl.md s private wrongs..Nor theprevention of poor Boliiighroke
^

ADout his marriage, nor my own disgrace
I lave ever m.ide me sour my patient cheek,Ur bend one wrinkle on ray sovereign's face —
I .11.1 the last of noble Edwards sons,
( f whom thy father. Prince of Wales, was first

:

n war was never lion rag'd more fierce,
111 peace was never gentle Iamb more mild.
1 n.iii was that young and princely gentlem.an
'.''s f^ce thou hast, for even so look'd he.AccompiKh d wiih the number of thy hours •

Hut when he frown 'd. it w.-us against the I-remhAnd not against his friends: his n..l,l<- liand

Hi. iV-.,, r "^"""l''>''"' f'ther's iLiiKl l,;,d won:
lis i.an,ls were gmhy of no kindred's blood.

I lit l;lo.„ly with the enemies of his kin
.
Richard I York is too far gone with grief

)r else he never would coinpjire between
>•',

^"'^'' ^^'^^'' "">^'«- "hat ' thu niaitcr?

O, my liege 1



KING RTCIIARD II. Ar/ :

P^irtion iiie. if ynu )ilea5c ; if not, I, pleas'fj

.N'ot to be pnriloii'ci, am content withal.

Seek you to seize, and g^peinto your hanik.
The royalties and ri.^hts of banish"d Hereford?
Is not Gaimt dead 5 .and doth not Hereford live?
Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true?
Did not the one deserve to have an heir ?

Is not his heir a well-deserving son ?

Take Hereford's rights away^ and take from time
His charters and his customary rights ;

Let not to-morrow, then, ensue to-day ;

Be not thyself i for how art thou a king.
But by fair sequence and succession ?

Now, afore God, (God forbid, I say true 1)

If you do wrongfully seize Hereford's rights.

Call in the letters-patents that he hath
By his attornies-general to sue
His livery, and deny his offer'd homage,
Vou pluck a thousand dangers on your head.
You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts.
And prick my tender patience to those thoughts.
Which honour and allegiance cannot think.

A'. Jiidi. Think what you will : we seize into our
hands

His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands.
York. I'll not be by the while. My liege, farewell

:

What will ensue hereof, there's none can tell

;

But by bad courses may be imderstood.
That their events can never fall out good. [Hxit.

K. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the earl ofWiltshire straight

:

Bid him repair to us to Ely-house,
To see this business. To-morrow next
We will for Ireland ; and 'tis time, I trow

:

And we create, in absence of ourself.

Our uncle York, lord governor of England ;

For he is just, and always lov'd us well.

—

Come on, our queen : to-morrow must we part

:

Be merry, for our time of stay is short, [Flm/risl:.

[lExaint King, Queen, Bushy, Aumerle.
Green, and Bagot.

North. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaster is dead.
Ross. And living too ; for now his son is duke.
Willo. Barely in title, not in revenue.
North. Richly in both, if justice had her right.

Ross. My heart is great ; but it must break with
silence.

Ere "t be disburden'd with a liberal tongue.
North. Nay, spe.ak thy mind ; and let hun ne'er

speak more,
That speaks thy words again to do thee harm 1

pyuto. Tends that thou 'dst speak, to the duke of
Hereford ?

If it be so, out with it boldly, man ;

Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him.
Ross. No good at all, that I can do for him ;

Unless you call it good to pity him,
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony.
North. Now, afore God, 'tis shame such wrongs

are borne
In him, a royal prince, and many more
Of noble blood in this declining land.

The king is not himself, but basely led

By flatterers ; and what they will inform.

Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all.

That will the king severely prosecute
'G.ainst us. our lives, our children, and our heirs.

Ross. The commons hath he pill'd with grievous

taxes,

And quite lost their hearts : the nobles hath he fin'd

For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts.

ll'illo. And daily new exactions are devis'd.

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what.

But what, o' God's n.ame, doth become of this?

North. AVars have not wasted it, for warr'd he
hath not.

But baselv yielded upon compromise
Tliat which his ancestors achiev'd with blows.

.More hath he spent in peace, than they in wars.

Ross. The earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in farm.

IVillo. The king's grown bankrupt, like a broken
man.

North. Reproach and dissolution hangeth over Inm.

Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars.

His burdenous taxations notwithstanding.

But by the robbing of the banish'd duke.
North. His noble kinsman :—most degener.ite king

!

But. lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing.

Vet seek no shelter to avoid the slorni

;

We see the wind sit sore upon onr saiJs.

And yet we strike not, but securely jierish,

Ross. We see the very wreck that wc must suffer ;

And unavoided is the danger now,
('or suffering so the causes of our wreck.
North. Not so : even through the hollow eyes of

I see life peering ; but I dare not say ['^^^^ath.

How near the tidings of our comf(trt is. [ours.

U'itlo. Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou dost
Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland

:

We three are but thyself ; and, speaking so.

Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be bold.
North. Then thus :—I have from Port le Blanc, a bay

In Brittany, receiv'd intelligence.
That Harry duke of Hereford, Reignold lord Cobhaui,
That late broke from the duke of Exeter,
His brother, archbishop late of Canterbur5',
Sir Thomas Erpingliam, Sir John Ramston,
Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton. and Francis

Quoint.

—

All these well fumish'd by the Duke of Bretagne,
With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war,
Are making hither with all due expedience,
And shortly mean to touch our northern sliore :

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they stay
Tlie tirst departing of the king for Ireland.
If, then, we shall shake off our slavish yoke,
lanp out our drooping country's broken wing.
Redeem from broking pawn the blemish'd cr(,\vn.

Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre's gilt,

And make high majesty look like itself.

Away with me in post to Ravenspurg

;

But if you faint, as fearing to do so.

Stay and be secret, and riiyself will go. [fear.

Ross. To horse, to horse I urge doubts to them that
inito. Hold out my horse, and 1 will first be there.

[Exeunt.

SCENE II.—London. An Apartment in the Palace.

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot.

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad :

You promis'd. when you parted with the king.

To lay aside life-harming heaviness.

And entertain a cheerful disposition.

Queen. To please the king. I did; to please myself,

I cannot do it ; yet I know no cause
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief,

Sa\'e bidding farewell to so sweet a guest
As my sweet Richard: yet, again, methinks
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb,
Is coming towards me ; and my inward soul
With nothing trembles : at some thing it grieves.

More than with parting from my lord, the king.

Bushy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty
shadows.

Which show like grief itself, but are not so ;

For sorrow's eye.'glazed with blinding tears.

Divides one thing entire to many objects ;

Like perspectives, which rightly gaz'd upon.
Show nothing but confusion' ; ey'd awry.
Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty.
Looking awry upon your lord's departure.
Finds shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail

;

Which, look'd on as it is, is nought but shadows
Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen.
More than your lord's departure weep not ; uiorc's

not seen ;

Or if it be, 'tis with false sorrow's eye.
Which for things true weeps things imaginary'.

Queen. It may be so ; but yet my inward soul

Persuades me it is otherwise : howe'er it be,

1 cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad.
As,—though, in thinking, on no thought I think,—
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink.

Bushy. 'Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lad)-,

Queen. 'Tis nothing less : conceit is still deriv'd

From some foref.^-ther grief; mine is not so.

For nothing hath begot my something grief:

Or someth ing hath the nothing that I grieve

;

'Tis in reversion that I do possess ;

But what it is. that is not yet known ; what,

I cannot name : 'tis nameless woe, I wot.

Enter Green.

Green. God save your majesty I—and well nut,
gentlemeu :—

.

I hope the king is not yet shipp'd for Ireland.

Queen. Why hop'st thou so J 'tis better hope he is,*
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1'. ir his designs crave haste, his liaste good hope

:

: !i. M \( h refore dost thou hope he is not sliipp'd!

Ih.it he, our hope, might have retir'd liis

: into despair an enemy's hope, [power,
\ . : ' sii >>ii^ly liath set footing in this land ;

I Ik- li.iiubini liolingbroke repeals himself.

And with uplifted arms is safe arriv'd

At Ravenspurg.
Oueen. Now God in heaven forbid !

Grtvu. O madam, 'tis too true : and that is worse.

The lord Northumberland, his son young Henry Percy,
The lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby,
\Vith all their powerful friends, are fled to him.

Biis/iy. ^\'hy have you not proclaim'd Northumber-
land,

And all the rest of the revolted faction, traitors?

Ofc-cTft. We have : whereupon the earl of Worcester
Hath broke his staff, resign'd his stewardship,
And all the household seh-ants fled with him
To Holingliroke.

Oitt-fit. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my woe.
.-\nd Bolingbroke my sorrow's dismal heir :

N«»w hath my soul brought forth her prodigy ;

.Vnd I, a gasping new-deliver'd mother.
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd.
Bushy. Despair not, madam.
Queen. Who shall hinder me ';

I will despair, and be at enmity
\Vith cozening hope : he is a flatterer,

A parasite, a keeper-back of death.
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life,

Which false hope lingers in extremity.
G>tY«. Here comes the duke of York.

Enter the Duke of York.

Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck :

( ), full of careful busii\ess are his looks i

—

L'ncle. for God's sake, speak comfortable words.
York. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts :

f "nmfort *s in heaven; and we are on the earth.

Where nothing lives but crosses, care, and grief.

Your husband, he is gone to save far off',

^\'hilst others come to make him lose at home

:

Here am I left to underprop his land.
Who, weak with age. cannot support myself:
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made ;

Now shall he Xxy his friends that flatter'd hUn.

J: flier a Servant.
.Serz: My lord, your son was gone before I came.
yort. He was?—Wliy, so!—go all which way it

wiUI—
The nobles they are fled, the commons they are

cold.
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side.

—

Sirrah, get thee to Plashy. to my sister G>jster ;

Kid her send me presently a thousand pound :

—

Hold, take my ring.
Serv. My lord. I had forgot to tell your lordship :

T'j-daj', as I came by, I calttlid there ;

—

.Sen'. An hour before I came, the duchess died.
York. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes

f'omes rushing <>n this woful land at once 1

I know not what to do :—I would to God
(So my untruth had not provok'd him to it)

The king had cut olf my head with my brother's.

—

Wh.it. are ther j no posts despatch'd for Ireland?—
How shall we do for money for these wars?

—

( To tlie (jueen. |—Come, sister,—cousin, I would say.
—pray, pardon me.

—

( To tile Servant. 1 Go, fellow, get thee home ; provide
some carts,

And bring away the armour that is there.

—

{Exit Servant.
Gentlemen, virill you go nmsler ment
If 1 know how or which way to order these aff"airs.

Thus disc^rderly thrust into my hands.
Never believe me. Roth .ire my kinsmen :

—

The one is my sovereign, whom both my oath
And duly bids defend ; the other, again,
U my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong'd,
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right.
W'cll, somewhat we must do,—Come, coubii),
ril dispose of you.,
f •entlemen, go muster up your men.
Ami meet me presently at Berkley castli;.
I should to Plashy too

:

But time w ill not permit : all is uneven.
And every tiling is left at six and seven.

{Exeunt York and Queen.
Bushy. The wind sits fair for news to go to Ireland,

But none returns. For us to levy power
Proportionalile to the enemy.
Is all impossible.
Green. Besides, our nearness to the king ill love.

Is near the hate of those love not the king.
Bagot. And that 's the wav'rmg commons : for their

love
I^ies in their purses ; and whoso empties them,
By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate.
Bushy. Wherein tiie king stands generally con-

demn'd.
Biigot. Ifjudgment lie in them, then so do we.

Because we ever have been near the king.
Green. Well, I '11 for refuge straight to Bristol

castle

:

riie earl of Wiltshire is already there.
Bushy. Thither will I with you ; for little office

\ViU the hateful commons perform for us,

i:\cept like curs to tear us all to pieces.

—

\S\\\ you go along with us?
Bagot. No : I will to Ireland to his majesty.

Farewell: if heart's presages be not vain,
^Ve three here part, that ne'er shall meet again.
Bushy, That's as York thrives to beat back Bo-

lingbroke.
Green. Alas, poor duke I the task he undertakes

Is numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry :

Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly.

Farewell at once ; for once, for all, and ever.
Bushy. Well, we may meet again.
Bagot, I fear me. never.

{Exeunt.

SCENE III.— 7"/« Wilds in Glostershire.

Ent^r Bolingbroke a}td Northumberland, -with/orces.

Baling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now!
North. Believe me, noble lord,

I am a stranger here in Glostershire

:

These high wild hills, and rough uneven ways,
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome ;

But yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar,
Making the hard way sweet and delectable.
Cut I bethink me, what a weary way
From Ravenspurg to Cotswold will be found
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company.
Which, I protest, hath verj- much beguil'd
The tediousness and process of my travel

:

But theirs is sweeten'd with the hope to have
The present benefit which I possess ;

.\nd hope to joy is little less m joy,
Th.in hope enjoy'd : by this the weary lords
Sliall make their way seem short ; as mine hath

done
By sight of what I have, your noble company.
Baling. Of much less value is my company.

Thau your good words.

—

{Efiter Henry Percy.] But
who comes here?

North. It is my son, young Harry Percy,
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever.

—

Harry, how fares your uncle ?

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have learn'd his
health of you.

North. Why, is he not with the queen !

Percy. No, my good lord ; he hath forsook the
court.

Broken his stalT of office, and dispers'd
The household of the king.

.\orth. What was his reason?
lie was not so resolv'd, when last we spake
Together.
Percy. Because your lordship was proclaiintd

Hut he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, [traitor.
To offer service to the duke of Hereford ;

.\nd sent mc over by Berkley, to discover
What power the duke of York had levied there;
Then, with direction to repair to Ravenspurg.
North. Have you forgot the Uuke of Hereford,

boy
Pe.-cy. No, my good lord ; for that is not forgot.

Which ne'er I cfid remember : to my knowledge,
I never iu my life did Icjok on liiin.

' (duke.
North. Then learn :o know him now ; this is the
Percy. My gracious l<,rd, 1 tender you my service.

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young

;
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Whicli cldur days sliall ripen, and confirm
To more approved service and desert.

JSotiiis. 1 thank thee, gentle Percy ; and be sure,

I count myself in nothing- else sohappy,
As in a soul remembering my good friends;

And, as my fortune ripens with thy love,

It shall be still thy true love's recompense

;

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus seals it.

North. How far is it to Berkley ; And what stir

Keeps good old York there, with his men of war 1

Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft of
treeS:

Hann'd with three hundred men, as I have heard
;

.\nd in it are the lords of York, Berkley, and Seymour

;

>s one else of name and noble estimate.
Enter Ross and Willoughby.

North. Here come the lords of Ross and Wii-
loughby.

Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste.

Boling-. Welcome, my lords. 1 wot, your love pur-

.\ banish'd traitor : all my treasury (sues

Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd,

Shall be your love and labour's recompense.
Ross. 'Your presence makes us rich, most noble lord.

lyiUo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it.

Boling. Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the
poor:

Which, till my infant fortune comes to years.

Stands for my bounty.—But who comes here?
Enter Berkley.

North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I guess.

Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is to you.

Holing. My lord, my answer is—to Lancaster

;

And I am come to seek that name in England ;

And I must find that title in your tongue,
Before I make reply to aught you say.

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord, 'tis not my mean-
To raze one title of your honour out :

—

[ing,

To you, my lord, I come, (what lord you will,)

From the most gracious regent of this land,

The duke of York, to know what pricks you on
To take advantage of the absent time,

And fright our native peace with self-born arms.
Boling. I shall not need transport my words by you ;

Here comes his grace in person.

—

'Enter York, attended.

[Kneels.^ My noble uncle 1

York. Show rae thy humble heart, and not thy
Whose duty is deceivable and false. [knee,
BoCing. My gracious uncle I

—

York. Tut, tut 1

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no imcle

:

I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word—grace,
In an ungracious mouth, is but profane.
^\'hy have those banish'd and forbidden legs
Dar'd once to touch a dust of England's i;round ?

But then, more why ; why have tney dar'd to march
So many miles upon her peaceful bosom,
Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war,
And ostentation of despised arms ?

Com'st thou because the anointed king is kence
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind,
.\nd in my loyal bosom Hes his power.
\Vere I but now the lord of such hot youth,
.i^s when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself,

Kescu'd the Black Prince, that young Mars of men,
From forth the ranks of many thousand French,
i>, tlien, how quickly should this arm of mine.
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee.

And minister correction to thy fault

!

Boling. My gracious uncle, let nie know my fault

;

On what condition stands it, and wherein ';

York. Even in condition of the worst degree,

—

In gross rebellion, and detested treason :

Thou art a banish'd man ; and here art come
Before the expiration of thy time.
In braving arms against thy sovereign.
Boling. As I was banish'd, 1 was banish'd Here-

But as I come, I come for Lancaster. [ford ;

And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace.
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye ;

V'ou arc my father, for methinks in you
I see old Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father.

Will you iiennit that I shall stand condemn'd
A. wandering vagabond ; my rights and royalties

Fluck'd from my arms perforce, and given away
To upstart unthriftst Wherefore was I born ?

If that my cousin kingbe king of England,

It must be granted 1 am duke of Lancaster.
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman :

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down,
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father.

To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay.
I am denied to sue my livery here.
And yet my letters-patent give me leave

:

My father's goods are all distrain'd, and sold

;

.\nd these, and all, are all amiss employ'd.
What would you have me do ? I am a subject,
And challenge law : attornies are denied me

;

And therefore personally I lay my claim
To my inheritance of free descent.
North. The noble duke hath been too much abus'd.
Ross. It stands your grace upon to do him right.
li'illo. Base men by his endowments are made

great.
York. My lords of England, let me tell you this :—

I have had feeling of my cousin's wrongs.
And labour'd all I could to do him right

;

But in this kind to come, in braving arms.
Be his own carver, and cut out his way.
To find out right with wrong,—it may not be ;

And you, that do abet him in this kind.
Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all.

North. The noble duke hath swoni his coming is

But for his own ; and for the right of that.

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid ;

And let him ne'er see joy that breaks that oath.
York. Well, well, I see the issue of these anus ;

I cannot mend it, I must needs confess.
Because my power is weak, and all ill left

:

But if I could, by him that gave me life,

I would attach you all, and'make you stoop
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king

:

But since I cannot, be it Icnown to you,
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well;

—

Unless you please to enter in the castle,
And there repose you for this night.
Boling. An offer, uncle, that we will accept:

But we must win your grace to go with us
To Bristol Castle ; which, they say, is held
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices.
The caterpillars of the commonwealth.
Which I have sworn to weed and pluck a^vay.

York. It may be, I ivill go with you :—but yet I'll

For I am loth to break our country's laws. [pause

;

Xor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are :

Things past redress are now with me past care.

\fixeunl.

SCENE W.—A Camp in Wales.

Enter Salisbury and a Captain.

Cap. My lord of Salisbury, we have stay'd ten days.

And hardly kept our countrymen together.
And yet we hear no tidings from the king ;

Therefore, we will disperse ourselves: farewell.

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman :

The king reposeth all his confidence in thee.

Cap. ''ris thought the king is dead ; we w ill not staj-.

The bay-trees in our country are all withcr'd.

And meteors fright the fixid stars of heaven ;

The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth.

And lean-look'd proph.ets whisper fearful change ;

Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap,—
The one in fear to lose what they enjoy,
The other to enjoy by rage and war :

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings.

—

Farewell : our countrymen are gone and fled,

.Vs well assur'd Richard, their king, is dead. [Exit.

Sal. Ah, Richard, with the eyes of heavy mind,
I see thy glory, like a shooting star.

Fall to the base earth from the firmament 1

Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly -(vest.

Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest

:

Thy friencls are fled, to wait upon thy foes;
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes, lExit.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Bolingbroke's CarnP at Bristol.

Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northumberland, Percy,

Willoughby, Ross: Ofticers behind, with Bushy
and Green, prisoners.
Boling. Bring forth the'se men.

—

Bushy, and Green, I will not vex your souls,

(Since presently your souls must part your bodies.)



^fe?ii; 3. KINC RICHARD tl. 255

A'iUt luo much urging your pernicious lives ;

l-or 'twere no charity : yet, to wash your bluod
h'roui off my hauds. hero, in the view of men,
1 will unfoiil some causes of your deaths.
\'ou liave misled a prince, a royal king,
A happy j^entleman in blood and lineaments,
ily you umiappied and disfi^ur'd clean :

Vou have, in manner, with your sinful hours,
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him

;

Broke the possession of a royal bed.
And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks
With tears, drawn from her eyes by your foul wrongs.
Myself.—a prince by fortune of my birth.

Near to the kinc^ in blood, and near in love,

Till you did make him misinterpret me,-^
Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries.

And* sigh'd my Ent^lish breath in foreign clouds.
Hating the bitter bread of banishment

;

Whilst you have fed upon my si^ories,
Dispark'd my parks, and fell'd my forest woods,
1-rom mine own windows torn my household coat,
Raz'd out my impress, lea^in^ me no sien.
Save men's opinions and my hving' blood.
To show the world I am a gentleman.
This and much more, much more th.-ui twice all this,

l.'ondemns you to the de?th.—See them deliver'd over
I'o execution and the hand of death.
Biishy. More welcome is the stroke of death to me.

Than Bolingbroke to England. Lords, farewell.
Green, My comfort is. that heaven will take our

And plapie injustice with the pains of ]u;ll. (souls.
Bolhi),'. My lord Northumberland, see them de-

spatch'd.
[Bxauit Northumberland and- Qt^urSf "iuith

Bushy and Green.
I'ncle. you say the queen is at your house;
For God's sake, fairly let her be entreated :

Tell her I send to her my kind conmtends

;

T.ake special care my tjreetin^s be deliver'd.
York. A gentleman of mine I have despatchd

With letters of your love to her at large.
lioltnz- Thanks, gentle uncle. Come, lords, aw.iy,

To fight with Glendower and his complices :

\while to work, and after holiday [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—The Coast 0/Wales, yl Castle in vieit:

Flourish: Drums and Tntmfets. Enter King
Richard, the Bishop of CarHsle, Aumerle, atid
Soldiers.

A". Rich. Barkloughly Castle call they this at h.uul?
Aiim. Yea, my lord. How brooks your grace the

After your late tossing on the breaking seas? f.-iJr,

A". Rich. Needs must I like it well : I weep for joy.
To stand upon ray kingdom once again

—

1 )car earth, I do s.-ilute thee with my hand.
Though rebels wound thee with their horses' hoofs :

11 As a long-parted mother with her child.
I'lays fondly with her tears and smiles, in meeting

;

So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my cartli.

And do thee favour with my royal hands.
I'"eed not thy .sovereign's foe. my gentle earth,
Nor with thy sweets comfort his r.avenous sense

;

But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom.
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way.
IJoing .annoyance to the treacherous feet.
Which with usurping steps do trample thee.
Yield stuiging nettles to mine enen>ies ;

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower,
(juard it. I pray thee, with a lurking adder.
Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies.

—

Mock not my senseless conjuration. lords

:

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones
I'rovc anned soldiers, ere her native king
Shall f.alter under foul rebellion's arms. (you kini;.
Bishop. Fear not. my 'ord : that Power that ni.idu

U.ath power to keep you king, in spite of .ill,

The means that heaven yiclns must be embrac'd,
.\nd not neglected ; else, if heaven would,
And we will not. heaven's offer we refuse ;

The proffer'd means of succour and redress.
Aunt, He means, my lord, that we are too remiss

;

^yllilst Bolingbrokc. through our security,
'irows strong and great in substance, and in fricn'ls.

A'. Rich. Uiscomfort.ible cousin I know'st thou n'">t.

That when the searching eye of heaven is hid
li'hind the globe, aw\ lights the lower world,

Then thieves and robbers r.inge abroad unseen
In murders and in outrage, boldly here;
iBut when, from under this terrestrial ball.

He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines.
.\nd darts his light through e\ ery guilty hole.
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins.

The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their backs,
Stand bare and' naked, trembling at themselves 'i

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke.

—

Who all this while hath revell'd in tlie night.
Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes,—
Shall see us rising in our throne, the east,

His treasons will sit blushing in his face.
Not able to endure the sight of day.
But, self-affrighted, tremble at his sin.

Not all the water in the rough. rude sea
Can wash the balm from an anointed k ing
The breath of worldly men cannot depose
The deputy elected by the Lord :

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press'il

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown,
God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay
.A. glorious angel : then, if angels fi^ht.

Weak men must fall ; for heaven still guards the right.

Enter Salisbury.
Welcome, my lord : how far offlies your power?
Sal. Nor near, nor further off, my gracious lord.

Than this weak arm : discomfort guides my tongue,
.\nd bids me speak of nothing but despair.
One day too late, I fear, my noble lord.

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth.
O. call back yesterday, bid time return,
.\nd thou Shalt have t^velve thousand fighting men I

To-day, to-day, unhappy day too late,

O'erthrows thy joys, frieiids, fortune, and thy state ;

F'or all the Welshmen, hearing thou wert dead.
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers'd, and fled.

Autn. Comfort, my liege ; why looks your grace so
pale? * [men

A'. Rich. But now. the blood of twenty t'nousand
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled

;

And. till so much blood thither come again.
Have I not reason to look pale .and dead?

All souls that will be safe, fly from my side

;

For time hath set a blot upon my pride.
Aitin. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you are.

A'. Rich. I had forgot myself: am \ not king?
.\wake, thou sluggard majesty 1 thou sleepest.
Is not the king's name forty thousand names?
.-Vrm. arm, my name 1 a puny subject strikes
.\t thy great glory.—Look not to the ground,
\'e favourites of a king : are we not high?
High be our thoughts : I know my uncle York
Hath power enough to serve our turn.—But who comes

here?
Enter Scroop.

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my liege,

Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him !

A'. Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar'd:
The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold.
.Say. is my kingdom lost ? why. 'twas my care

;

And what loss is it to be rid of care?
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we?
I ireater he sh<all not be ; if he serve Cod,
We'll serve him too. and be his fellow so :

Revolt our subjects? that we cannot mend

;

I'hey break their faith to God. .as well as us:
Cry woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay ;

rhe worst is death, and de.ath will have his day.
Scroop. Glad am I. that your highness is so arm'd

To bear the tidings of calamity.
Like an unseasonable stormy day,
Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores,
.\s if the world were all dissolv'd to tears

;

So high above his limits swells the rage
Of Bolingbroke. covering j'our fearful land
With hard bright steel, and hearts h.inler than steel.
White-beards have arm'd their thin and hairless scalps
.\gainst thy majesty ; and boys, with women's voices.
Strive to speak big, and chip their fein.ile joints
In stiff unwieldy arms ag.ainst thy crown :

Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows
Of double-fat.il yew against thy st.ite ;

Yea. distaff'women manage rusty bills

Against thy seat ; both young and old rebel.
And all goes worse tli.iu I h.ive power to tell.

A'. Rich. Too well, too well, thou tcll'st a t.alc so ill.

Wlirre is the earl of Wiltshire? where is Bagot
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What i? become of Bushy? where is Crecn 1

That they have let the dangerous enemy
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps?

If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it.

I warrant tliey have made peace with Eolingbroke.

Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed, my
lord.

K. Rich. O villains, vipers, damn'd without redemp-
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man 1 [tiou !

Snakes, in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting my heart

!

Three judases. each one thrice worse than Judas !

Would they make peace? terrible hell make war
Upon their spotted souls for this offence !

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his property,

Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate-
Again uncurse their souls ; their peace is made
With heads, and not with hands: those whom yo,i

curse.
Have felt the worst of death's destroying wound.
And lie full low, grav'd in the hollow ground.
Atcm. Is Bushy, Green, and the earl of Wiltshire,

dead?
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Bristol lost their heads.

Anm. Where is the duke, my father, w ith his power?
K. Rich. No matter where ; of comfort no man

speak

:

Tret's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs

;

Make dust oiir paper, and with rainy eyes
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth.

I^et's choose executors, and talk of wills:

And yet not so,—for what can we bequeath.
Save our deposed bodies to the ground?
t)ur lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke's.

And nothing can we call our own but death.

And that small model of the barren earth.

Which serves as paste and cover to our bones.

For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground.
And tell sad stories of the death of kings:—
How some have been deposed ; some slain in war ;

Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd :
_

Some poison'd by their wives ; some sleeping kill'd ;

All murder'd :—for within the hollow crown
That rounds the mortal temples of a king.

Keeps Death his court ; and there the antick sits,

Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ;

Allowing him a breath, a little scene.

To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks

;

Infusing him with self and vain conceit,

—

As if this flesh, which walls about our life.

Were brass impregnable ; and. humour'd thus.

Comes at the last,' and with a little pin

Bores through his castle-wall, and—farewell, king

!

Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood
With solemn reverence ; throw away respect,-

Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty ;

For you have but mistook me all this while

:

I li\.- with bread like you, feel want.

Taste grief, need friends :—subjected thus.

How can you soy to me—I am a king?
Bishop. My lord, wise men ne'er sit and wail their

But presently prevent the wavsto wail.

To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength.

Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe.

And so your follies fight against yourself.

Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come to fight

:

And fight and die is death destroying death ;

Where fearing dying, pays death servile breath.

Anm. My father hath a power; enquire of him ;

And learn to make a body of a limb.

A'. Rich. Thou chid'st me well —Proud Boliiig-

broke, I come
To change blows with thee for our day of doom.
This .ague-fit of fear is over-blown;
,\n easy t.ask it is, to win our own.

—

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power?
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour.

Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky

The state and inclination of the day :

So may you by my dull and hea^-y eye.

My tongue h.ath but a heavier tale to say.

I play the torturer by small and small

To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken :—
Your uncle York is joined with Bolingbroke

;

And all your northern castles yielded up.

And all your southern gentlemen in arms
Upon Ills party.

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough.-

Adz.

{To Aumerle.] Beshrew thee, cousin, T\hich didst lead

Of that sweet way 1 was in to despair t [me forth

What say you now ? What comfort h.ave we now ?

By heavens, I'll hate him everlastingly,

That bids me be of comfort any more.
Go to Flint Castle : there I'll pine away

;

A king, woe's slave, shall kingly woe obey.

That power 1 have, discharge; and let them go
To ear the land that hath some hope to grow,
For I have none : let no man speak again

To alter this, for counsel is but vain.

Aunt. My liege, one word.
A'. Rich. He does me double wrong.

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue.

Discharge my followers : let them hence away
From Richard's night to BoUngbroke's fair day.

\_IiXCH}lt.

SCENE III.—Wales. .Sc/orc Flint Castle.

V.ntcr, -with Drum and Colours, Bolingbroke atui

forces : York. Northumberland, and others.

Poling: So that by this intelligence we learn.

The Welshmen are dispersed ; and Salisbury

Is gone to meet the kin^, who lately landed
With some few private friends upon this coast.

Xorth. The news is very fair and good, my lord :

Richard, not far from hence, hath hid his head.

Ynrk. It would beseem the lord Northumberland
To say, king Richard :—alack, the heavj' day.

When such a sacred king should hide his head

!

North. Your grace mistakes me ; only to be brief.

Left 1 his title out.

1 'or!;. The time hath been.

Would you have been so brief with him, he would
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you.

For taking so the head, your whole head's length.

AWj'k^." Mistake not, uncle, further than you should.

York. Take not, good cousin, further than you
should,

Lest you mis-take : the heavens are o'er our heads.

kolim;. I know it, uncle : and oppose not myself

Against their will.—But who comes here?
Enter Percy.

Welcome, Harry : what, will not this castle yield ?

Percy. The castle royally is mann'd, my lord.

Against thy entrance.
Boling. Royally !

Why, it contains no king?
Percy. Yes, my good lord.

It doth contain a king ; king Richard lies

Within the hmits of yon lime and stone :

And with him are the lord Aumerle, lord Salisbury,

Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman
Of holy reverence, who, I cannot learn.

No7-th. O, belike it is the bishop of Carlisle.

Bolin^. [ To North.] Noble lord.

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ;

Through brazen trumpet send the breath of parle

Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver :—
Henry Bolingbroke
On both his knees doth kiss Kmg Richard s hand.

And sends allegiance, and true faith of heart.

To his most royal person ; hither come
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power,

Provided that, my banishment repeal'd.

And lands restor'd again, be freely granted :

If not, I'll use the advantage of my power,

And lay the summer's dust with showers of blood,

R.ain'd from the wounds of slaughter'd Englishmen ;

The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke

It is. such crimson tempest should bedrench

The fresh green lap of fair king Richard s land.

My stooping duty tenderly shall show.

Go, signify "as much, while here we march
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain.

—

(North, advances to the Castle, tuith

a Trumpet.
Let's march without the noise of threat'ning dnim.

That from the castle's tatter'd battlements

Our f.iir ajipointments may be well perus'd.

Methinks king Richard and myself should meet

With no less terror than the elements
Of fire and water, when '.heir thundering shock

At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven.

Be he the hre, I'll be the yielding water

:

The rage be his, while on the earth I rain

My w.aters ; on the earth, and not on him.

March on, and mark king Richard how he looks.
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.-; /.ir/.' snundetl, and anneered by another Trumfft
'within. Flourish. Enter on the 7va/!s King
Richard, the Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerle. Scroop,

and Salisbury.

York. See, see, kinsr Richard doth himself appear.

As doth the blushing discontented sun
I'rom out the fiery portal of the east,

AVlien lie perceives the envious clouds are bent

To dim his glory, and to stain the track
Of his bright passage to the Occident.

Yet looks he like a kino; : behold, his eye,

As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth

Controlling majesty :—alack, alack, for woe.

That any Harm should stain so fair a show !

A'. Rich. [To Nordi.) We are amazd ; and thus

loug have we stood
To watch t^ie fearful bending of thy knee.
Because we thought ourself tliy lawful king

:

.\nd if we be, how dare thy joints forget

To pay their awful duty to our presence?
If we be not, show us the hand of God
That hath dismissed us from our stewardship ;

i"or well we know, no hand of blood and bone
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre,

L'nless tie do profane, steal, or usurp,
.'^.nd though you think that all, as you have done.

Have torn their souls by turning them from u<.

And we are barren and bereft of friends

;

Vet know,—my .Msister. God omnipotent.
Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf,

Annies of pestilence ; and they shall strike

Vour children yet unborn and unbegot.
That lift your vassal hands against my head.
And threat the glory of my precious croivn.

Tell Bolingbroke, (for yond methinks he is,)

That every stride he makes upon my land
Is dangerous treason : he is come to ope
The purple testament of bleeding war

;

Hut ere the crown he looks for live in peace.

Ten thousand bloody crowns ofmothers' sons

Shall ill become the flower of England's face.

Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace
To scarlet indignation, and bedew
Her pastures' grass with faithful English blood.

North. The King ofheaven forbid, our lord the king
Should so with civfl and uncivil arms
Be msh'd upon ! Thy thrice-noble cousin,

1 larry Bolingbroke. doth humbly kiss thy hand
;

And by the honourable tomb he swears.

That stands upon your roy.al grandsire's bones ;

And by the royalties of both your bloods,

Currents that spring from one most gracious head

;

And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt

:

And by the worth and honour of himself.

Comprising all that may be svi'orn or said —
His coming hither hath no further scope.

Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg
linfranchisement immediate on his knees :

Which on thy royal party granted once.

His glittering anns he wnll commend to rust.

His barbed steeds to stables, and his heart

To faithful service of your majesty.
This swears he. as he is a prince, is just

;

And, as I am a gentleman, I credit nini.

A". Rich. Northumberland, say,—thus the king re-

turns :

His noble cousin is right welcome hither

;

And all the number of his fair demands
Sh.iU be accomplish'd without contradiction :

With all the gracious utterance thou hast.

Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends.—
1 To Aumerle. 1 We do <lcbase ourself. cousin, do we
To look so poorly, and to speak so fair? (not.

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send
Defi.ance to the traitor, and to die ? [words,

^liitn No, good my lord; let's fight with gentle

Till limclcnd friends, and friends their helpful swords.

A". Kieh. O God! C) fiod 1 that eer this tongue of

mine,
Th.at Laid the sentence of dread banishment
On yond' proud man, should take it off again
With worfis of sooth 1 <>, that I were as great
As is my grief, or lessor than my name

!

< )r t hat I could forget what I have been,
( Jr not remember \vliat I must be now 1

SwcH'st Ihriu, proud' he.irt V I'll give thee scope to

heat.
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me.

Aiim Northumberland comes back from Boling-

broke. „
[5"'"""'

A". Rich. What must the king do now? Must he

The king shall do it : must he be depos d V

The king shall be contented : must he lose

The uaiiie of king? o' God's name, let it go :

I'll give my jewels for a set of beads.

My gorgeous palace for a hermitage.

My gay apparel for an alms-man's gown.

My figur'd goblets for a dish of wood.

My sceptre for a palmer's walking-staff,

My subjects for a pair of carved saints.

And my large kingdom for a little grave,

A little little grave, an obscure grave ;—
Or I'll be buried in the king's highway,

_

Some way of common trade, where subjects feet

May hourly trample on their sovereign s head ;

For on my heart they tread, now whilst I live ;

And, buried once, why not upon my head]
_

Aumerie, thou weep'st ; my tender-hearted cousin l—
We'll make foul weather with despised tears ;

Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer corn.

And make a dearth in this revolting land.

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes.

And make some prettv match with shedding tears »

As thus ;—to drop them still upon one place.

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves

Within the earth ; and, therein \a.\d,— There hes

Tiuo kinsmen digg'd theirgraves ivith weeping eyes

Would not this ill do well?—Well, well, I see

I talk but idly, and you mock at me.—
Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland,

What says king Bolingbroke? will his majesty

Give Richard leave to live till Richard die?

V'ou make a leg, and Bolingbroke says ay.

North. My lord, in the base court he doth attend

To speak with you ; may 't please you to come down?

K. Rich. Down, down, I come; like glisterin.a

Phaeton,
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. .

^ „ ,.

[North, retires agnm to Boling.

In the base court? Base court, where kings grow

base,
, , ,

To come at traitors' calls, and do them grace.

In the base court? Comedown? Down, court I down,

king 1
[5mg.

For night-owls shriek, where mounting larks should
\Exeiint, front ahorrc.

Roling. 'What says his majesty?
. , ^,

North. Sorrow and grief of heart

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man

:

Yet he is come.
Hnter King Richard, and his Attendants, pelo7u.

Boling. Stand all apart.

And show fair duty to his majesty.— [A neeh:

My gracious lord,

—

A". Rich. Fair cousin, you debase your prmcelj

knee.
To make the base earth proud with kissing it

:

Me rather had my heart might feel your love.

Than my unpleas'd eye see your courtesy.

Up. cousin, up ; your heart is up, I know.
Thus high at least, {Touching hisown //fizrf.] although

your knee be low.

Kolint;. My gracious lord, I come but for mine own.

A". Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, .and .all.

Holing. So far be mine, my most redoubted lord,

As my true service shall deserve your love.

K. Rich. Well you deserve :—they well desen'O tc

have,
Tli.at know the strongest and surest way to get.

Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes

;

Tears show their love, but want their remedies.—
Cousin, I am too young to be your father.

Thougii you are old enough to be my heir.

What you will have, I'll give, and willing too ;

For do we must, what force will have usdo —
.Set on towards London :—cousin, is it so?

Jiolins;'. Yea, my good lord.

K. Rich. Then I must not say no,

{Flourish. Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—T.angley. r//r Duke of York's Grtrrfc;;.

Enter the Queen aorf t^uo Ladies.

Queen. What sport shall we flcvisc here in this

garden,
To drive away the heavy thought of care?



'Lofiy. Madam, we'll play at bowls
Queen. 'Twill make me think the world is full of nib<;.AiuUhat my fortune runs against the bias.
I l.ady. Madam, we'll dance.
Qt'een. My legs can keep no measure in delielitVVhen my poor heart no measure keeps in grief-

'

l.herefore, no dancing, jrirl : some other sport.
"

I Laiiy. Madam, we'U tell tales.
(jiieeii. Of sorrow, or of joy?
I Lady. Of either, madam.
Queen. Of neither, girl

:

For if of joy, being altogether wanting.
It doth remember me the more of sorrow •

r
'

'L° ^"^^' ^^^^^« altogether had.
It adds more sorrow to my want of joy •

J'O'.what I have. I need not to repeat

;

And what I want, it boots not to complain
I Lady. Madam, I'll sing.

v'-i"ti"- V ,

'Tis weU that thou hast caiise •

wee ' '''^''"' """ ''''"" wouldst thou

'
"^"^'ood

'^°"''^ "'^^''' '"^'^^'^ ^*'°"^'l 't do you

Q"een. And I could sing, would weeping do meAnd never borrow any tear of thee.— "
r.^ood

liut stay, here come the gardeners :

in""".

Let s step mto the shadow of these trees.
Enler a Gardener and two ServantsMy wretchedness unto a row of pins

1 hey II talk of state ; for every one doth soAgamst a change. Woe is forerun with woe.

Whf'iT'rF"' '""^ "'°" "f y°" dangUng apricocksWhich, like unruly children, make fteiFsireStoop with oppression of their prodigal weitrht •

Owe some supportance to the bending t>vi<^?
'

00 thou, and like an e.'vecutioner,
'^

'

Cut off the heads of too-fa>,t-growing .sprays,
1 hat look too lofty m our commonwealth :Ail must be even in our government.
You thus employ'd, I will go root away
.|

'e noisome weeds, that without profit suck
1 he soil s fertility from wholesome Howers.

k-i^r^T'" ^ |hould we, in the compass of a pale.Keep law, and form, and due proportion

'

Showing, as in a model, our firm estate,

u f,^n "f""
=«5-^^'^"^d garden, the whole land,

is full of weeds
; her fairest flowers chok'd up

ufr v^'.^^^'a^'' ^J'
H"P"'"d, her hedges ruin'd.Her knots disorder'd, and her wholelome herbsSwarming with cateriiillars ?

h'".'i!'^;. ., ,^ Hold thy peace :—He that hath suffer'd this disorder'd sprin<^Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf"
I he weeds that his broad-spreading leaves did shelter
1 hat seem d in eating him to hold him up,

'

Are pluck d up root and all, by Holingbroke •

1 mean the earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green
1 Serv. What, are they dead ?

H^i^d the wasteful ^^^^^'J^X^^^^
I^:,'e\lil'strr„TTe'^^j;„"^oryir''^'^"^^^
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees
Lest, being over-proud with sap and blood, '

Wit 1 too much riches it confound itself

-

Had he done so to great and growing men.They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taste
fheir fruits of duty. All superfluous branchesWe lop away, that bearing boughs may live-
liad he done so, himself had biriie the crown
\\ hich waste of idle hours hath quite thrown clown,

I i,erv. Wh.at. think you, then, the king shaU be

Card, nepress'd he is already
; and depos''df'"'''

"^

'

Tis doubt, he will be : letters came last iiijfht
I o a dear friend of the good duke of York s.
I hat tell black tidings.
Queen. O, I am press'd to death,

Through want of speaking I {Comms/oi-uard
1 hou. old Adam s likeness,

Ay ""<"«.

Set to dress this garden, how dares

\vi?l, S-" '"f''^
tongue sound this unple.asing news

'

>\ hat hve, what serpent, hath suggested thee
1 o make a second fall of cursed nmn?Why dost thou say king Richard is dipos'd '
U.arst thou, thou little better thing ihaVi eartjiIJ.vme Ins downfall':' S.ay. wlier.> when, .a. IhowCam St tli..a by these ill tidings? speak, thou wrcrVh.
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\i-^f''-..J^\^°^ "'^' "ladam: little joy have \

nf ff
^'«:h=ird, he is m the mighty holdOf Bolmgbrpke

: their fortunes both are wcigh'd •

In your lord s scale is notiiing but hunself, ^ '

R,?, ir,"?^ K^V
^'^n't'es that make him light

:

P I,-H w ''^''??" "^ Sreat Bolingbrok^ '

\ nH vi,*"'!'"-'"^' f",^?^
die Enghsli peers.And with ihat odds he weighs Eiiig Richard downI ost you to London, and you'll find it so •

^r7,?t^,"x"'°M
"''^"

l"""^ one doth know.
Dr'/h ,7 ;

i^""ble mischance, that art so hght of foo'Doth not thy embassage belong to me.And am I last tliat knows it ? b ! thou think'stTo i,erve me last, that I m.iy longest keepThy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies eolo meet at London London's king i„ woe^°'

St 'if;M '
*".?"' '? "'^' diat my sad look[Should grace the triumph of great Bolinebroke?Gardener, for teUing me IhesI news of wie

I would the plants thou graft 'st may never grow.
r„-...f T> .

[.ExeniU Queen and Ladies

worse.*^"^^"'
'" '"^' "^y "^'« •"'Sht be no

I would my skill were subject to thy curse -
nf'.«""'h ''^'^"i ^

''^^'^
=
"^"^^ •" 'his place,

I II set a bank of rue, sour herb of graceRue even for ruth, here shortly shSll be seenIn the remembrance of a weeping queen [Pxeunt

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—London. Westminster Hall.

^^"tfi^''fj$'''if"''i'"' '!" '*''" "^^ "y"" Throne:

belJr, i- i""^"^'']
"" "'' ^'f'- "^^ Commons"cto.u hnter Bolingbroke, Aumerle Surr,_.v

C/if Bishop of Carlisle, the Abbot of Westminsterand Attendants. Officers Miind t^.-M Bagol '

Boling. Call forth Bagot.

\y^'\ ?if
"°'j ^"^f^ ^P'^^'^ diy mind

;"hat thou dost know of noble Gloster's death.
\V ho wrought It wtth the king, and who peiforiu'dThe bloody office of his timefess end

'""'""" ''

hagot. 1 hen set before my face the lord Aumerle

"man""""'
"'"'"'' ^°"''' "^^ '"""^ "P"" diat

"^"'"'iongue
'°''' ^"""''^' I "^"O" yo"f daring

I

?'^^!'"! j" "^^^y "^^^t °"<=e it hath deliver'd.

h^=?H
^^"^ """^ '''"'" Gloster's death was plolt, ,!

I heard you say._"/.r not my arm ofUntrtl,. '

That reaeheth/rom tlu restful Enslish courtAifar as Calais, to my uncle's head ?"
Amongst much other talk, tli.it very time,
I heard you say, that you had rather refuseThe offer ofa hundred thousand crowns.
J
nan Bohngbroke's return to Eng-land •

wJSswer shall I make torhlfbleTilii';?'''
"^

'""^^'

Sliall I so much dishonour my fair stars.On equal terms to give him chastisement ?

!t-'.i fi
"'"^'' "" ''^'^"^ """c honour soil'd

\V ith the attainder of his sland'rous lips.

nl" '^
'J'y ^'S*- die manual seal of death,r at marks thee out for hell .- I say, thou liest.

^, t„^h
main am what thou luist .s;iid is false

111 thy heart-blood, though being all too base
1 o stain the temper of my knightly sword.
.S«/!«^. B.agot, forbear ; thou slialt not take it m.

rn =n ^?'-
E^'^epting one, I would he were the bes."

#v
di'S presence, that hath mov'd me so.

-rif •

'f *n^' diy valour stand on sympathies
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine

:'

By that fair sun which shows me where thou stand'st

tK*^?'.?
"^^ ^'y- ^"d vauntiiigly tliou .spak'st ii. '

'

Th-at thou wert cause of noble Gloster's death
If thou deny st it twenty times, thou liest

;

And I wiU turn thy falsehood to thy heart.u here it was forgid, with-my rapier's point
•;(""'--7'"'", dar'st not, coward, live to see that da\-
l-'t:. jSow, by my soul, I would it were this hour

'
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.htm. FitJTwalcr, tliuii .irl il.imn'd tt) hcU for this.

Percy. Aiuuerle, thou Ucst ; his honour is as true

Til this appeal, as thou art all unjust

;

And, tliat thou art so, there I throw mj' gage,
T(i prove it on thee to th' extreniest point

Uf n\ortaI breathins^: seize it if tliou dar'st.

.-liim. And if I do not, may my hands rot off,

And never brandish more revengeful steel

l>ver the gUtterini; helmet of uiy foe !

f.iod. 1 task the earth to the like, forsworn Au-
And spur thee on with full as many lies [merle :

As may be hoUa'd in thy treacherous ear
FriMu sun to sun : there is my honour's pawn

;

i;ii.;age it to the trial, if thou dar'st.

.!f<»i. Who sets me else ? by heaven, I'll throw at

1 h ive a thousand spirits in one breast, [all

:

fo answer twenty thousand such as you.
Surrey. My lord Fitzwater, I do remember well

*"he very time Aumerle and you did talk-

I'itz. Tis very true : you were in presence then ;

And you can witness with me this is true.

Surrey. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is true.

Fitz. Surrey, thou liest.

Surrey. Dishonourable boy I

'I'hat lie shall lie so heavy on nij- sword.
That it shall render vengeance and revenge.
Till thou, the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie

In earth as quiet as thy father's s'kuII :

I n proof whereof, there is my honour's pawn

;

Enj;;u;e it to the trial, if thou dar'st.

Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse !

I f I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live,

I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness,
And spit upon him, whilst I say he lies,

And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith,

To tie thee to my strong correction.

As 1 iiitend to thrive in this new world,
.\unierle is guilty of my true appeal

:

Besides, I heard the banish'd Norfolk say,

That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men
To execute the noble duke at Calais.

Aj'.vi. Some honest Christian trust me with a gage
That Norfolk lies, here do I throw down this.

If he may be repe.il'd to try his honour.
Bolini;. These differences shall all rest under ,^^^gc.

Till Norfolk be repeal'd : repeai'd he shall be,

And, though mine enemy, restor'd again
To all his lands and sigT\ories : when he's return'd.
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial.

Bishop. That honourable day shall ne'er be seen.
Many a time hath banish'd Norfolk fought
For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field.

Streaming the ensign of the ChristLin cross
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens

;

And, toil'd with works of war, retired himself
To Italy ; and there, at Venice, gave
His body to that pleasant country's earth.

And his pure soul unto his captain Christ,

Under wnose colours he had fought so long
BoUnz. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead?
Bishop. As surely as I live, my lord. [bosom
Boliit.C' Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the

Of good old Abraham !—Lords appellants.
Your differences shall all rest under gage,
Till we assi^ you to your days of trial

FnterYork, allended.

York. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee
From pluine-pluck'd Richard ; who with willing soul
Adoiits thee heir, and his high sceptre yields
To tne possession of thy royal hand ;

scend his throne, descending now from him.

—

And long live IIenr>-, of that name the fourth 1

BoliiifT. InGoil's name. III ascend the regal throne.
Bishop. Marry, God forbid !

—

\\'orst in this roy.il presence may I speak.
Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth.

Would God, tliiit any in this not)le presence
Were enough noble to be upright judge
(Jf noble Richard I then, true nobleness would
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong.
Wh.it subject can give sentence on his king?
And who sits here that is not Richard's subject J

Thieves are not judg 'd 1 >ut thc-y arc by to hear.
Although apparent guilt be seen in theiii

;

And shall the figure of (lod's m.ajesty.
His ciptain, stew.-ir<k deputy elect,

\iioiiitcd, crowned, planterl many years,
lie judg'd by subject and inferior breath,

And he himself not present? O, forfcnd it, God,
That, in a Christian climate, souls refin'd

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed;
I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks,
Stirr'd up by God, thus boldly for his king.

My lord of Hereford here, whom youcallking.
Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's king

;

And if you crown him, let me prophesy,

—

I'hc blood of Fnglish shall manure the ground,
.\iid future ages groan for this foul act

;

I'cace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels,

.\nd in this seat of peace tumultuous wars
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound.
Disorder, horror, fear and mutiny.
Shall here inhabit, and this land be calld
rhe field of GolMtha and dead men's skulls.

! if you rear this house against this house.
It will the wofuUest division prove,
That ever fell upon this cursid earth.

Prevent it—resist it—let it not be so.

Lest child, cliild's children, cry against you—AVoc I

Xorth. Well have you argu'd, sir ; and, for your
Of capital treason we arrest you here. [pains.

My lord of Westminster, belt your charge
To keep him safely till his day of trial.

May it please you, lords, to grant the coimnons' suit.

Baling. Fetch hither Richard, that in conunon view
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed
Without suspicion.

York. I will be his conduct. [Exit.

Baling. Lords, you that here are under our arrest,

Procure your sureties for your days of answer.
[Tff Carlisle.] Little are we beholden to your love,

And little look'd for at your helping hands.
Ke-enter'YoTV.tWith King Richard,(r«a!Officersfc«;-i>!^

the Cro-un, &-c.

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king.
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts
Wherewith I reign'd? I hardly yet have leam'd
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my kcee :

Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me
To this submission. Yet I well remember
The favours of these men : were they not mine ';

Did they not sometime cry. All hail ! tO me V

So Judas did to Christ : but he. in twelve. (none
Found truth in all, but one ; I, in twelve thousand,
God save the king !—Will no man say. Amen J

Am I both priest "and clerk? well then. Amen.
God save the king 1 although I be not he ;

And yet. Amen, if heaven do think him me.

—

To do what service am I sent for hither?
York. To do that office of thine own good-will

Which tired in.ijesty did make thee offer;
The resignation of thy state and crown
To Henry Bolingbroke.
K. Rich. Give ine the crown;—Here, cousin, seize

the crown
;

Here, cousin, onthissidemy hand ; on that side thine.

Now is this golden crown like a deep well.

That owes two buckets, filling one another ;

The emptier ever dancing in the air.

The other tlown, unseen, and full of water :

That bucket down, and full of tears, am I,

Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high.
Baling. I thought you had been willing to resign.

AT. Rich. My crown, I am ; but still my griefs are
mine

:

You may my glories and my state depose.
But not my griefs ; still am I king of those.

Baling. Part of your cares you give me with your
crown.

A'. Rich. Your cares set up, do not pluck my cares
down.

My care is, loss of care, by old care done

;

Yr)ur care is, gain of care, by new care won.
The cares I give, I have, though given away ;

They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay.
Baling. Are you contented to resign the crown ?

A'. Rich. Ay, no ;—no, ay ;—for I must nothing be

;

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee.
Now mark me, how I will undo myself;

—

1 give this heavy weight from off my head.
And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand.
The pride of kingly sw.iy from out my heart

;

With mine own tears I w.-ish away my balm.
\Vith mine own h.uids I give away my crown.
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state.

With mine uwn breath release all duteous riles

:
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All pompaiid majesty I do forswear j

iMy manors, rents, revenues, I forego ;

My acts, decrees, and statutes, I deny

;

God pardon all oaths that are broke to me !

God keep all vows unbroke are jnadc to thee

!

Make rae, that nothing have, with nothing grievVl,

And thou with all pleas'd, that hast all achiev'd I

Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit,

And" soon lie Richard in an earthy pit

:

God save king Henry, unking'd Richard says.

And send him many years ol sunshine days!

—

M'hat more remains?
North. [Offering apaper.'\ No more, but that you

These accusations, and these grievous crimes, [read
Committed by your person, and your followers,

Against the state and profit of this land ;

That, by confessing them, the souls of men
May deem that you are worthily depos'd.

K. Rich. Must I do so? and must I ravel out

My weav'd up follies? Gentle Northumberland,
If thy offences wore upon record.
Would it not shame thee, in so fair a troop,
To read a lecture of them? If thou wouldst.
There shouldst thou find one heinous article,

—

Containing the deposing of a king.
And craclcing the strong warrant of an oath,

—

Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of heaven,

—

Nay, all of you, that stand and look upon me.
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself,

—

Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your han»
Showmg an outward pity ; yet you Pilates

Have here deliver'd me to my sour cross.

And water cannot wash away your sin.

North. My lord, despatch ; read o'er these articles.

A'. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see

:

And yet salt water blinds them not so mucli,

But they can see a sort of traitors here.

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself,
I find myself a traitor with the rest

;

For I have given here my soul's consent.
To undeck the pompous body of a king

;

Made glory base ; and sovereignty a slave ;

Proud majesty a subject ; state a peasant.
North. My lord,— |man,
K. Rich. No lord of thine, thou haught, insulting

Nor no man's lord ; I have no name, no title,

—

No, not that name was given me at the font,

—

But 'tis usurp'd :—alack, the heavy day.
That I have worn so many winters out.

And knoM' not now what name to call myself I

() 1 that I were a mockery king of snow.
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke,
To melt myself away in water drops I

—

Good king,—great king,—(and yet not greatly good,)
An if my word be sterlmg yet in England,
Let it command a mirror hither straight.

That it may show me what a face I liave,

Since it is bankrupt of his majesty.
Boliitg. Go some of you, and fetch a looking-glass.

\Exit an Attendant.
North. Read o'er this paper, while the glass doth

come. [to hell,

tC. Rich. Fiend I thou torment 'st me ere I comt
Baling. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland.
North. The commons will not then be satisfied.

K. Rich. They shall be satisfied : I'll read enough.
When I do see the very book indeed
vVhere all my sins are writ, and that's—myself

Re-enter Attendant, 7vith a glass.

(jive me the glass, and therein will I read.

—

No deeper wrinkles yet ? Hath sorrow struck
So many blows upon this face of mine,
.\nd made no deeper wounds?—O, flattering glass.

Like to my followers in prosperity,
Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face,

That every day under his household roof
Did keep ten thousand men? Was this the face,

That like the sun did make beholders wink ?

Was this the face, that fac'd so many follies.

And was at last outfac'd by Bolingbroke !

.\ brittle glory shineth in this face

:

As brittle as the glory is the face

;

[Dashes theglttss against the ground.
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers.

Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport,

—

How soon my sorrow hath destroy'd my face.
Boluig. The sh.-idow of your sorrow hath deairoyd

The shadow of your face.

A'. Rich. Say that again.
The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha ! let s see :

—

'Tis very true, my grief lies all within ;

And these external manners of laments
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief.

That swells with silence in the tortu'r'd soul

;

There lies the substance : and I thank thee. Icing,

I-or thy great bounty, that not only .giv'st

Me cause to wail, but teachest ine ttie way
How to lament the cause. I'll beg one boon,
.\nd then be gone and trouble you no more.
Shall I obtain it 1

Boling. Name it. fair cousin.
A". Rich. Fair cousin ! I am greater than a king :

For when I was a king, my flatterers
\\'ere then but subjects ; being now a subject,
I have a king here to my flatterer.

Being so great, I have no need to beg
Baling. Yet ask.
A*. Rich. And shall I have?
Boling. you shall.

A'. Rich. Then give me leave to go.
Boling. Whither?
A'. Rich. AVhither you will,so I were from your sights.
Boling. Go, some of you ; convey him to the Tower.
A'. Rich. O, good 1 Convey'^—Conveyers are you aH

That rise thus nimbly by a true king's fall.

[Exeunt K. Richard, so)jie Lords, and a
Guard.

Boling. On Wednesday next we solemnly set down
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves.

[Exe2int all except the Abbot of West-
minster, the Bishop of Carlisle, and
Aumerle.

Abbot, A woful pageant have we here beheld.
Bishop. The woe 's to come ; the children yet unborn

Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn.
Aitni. You holy clergyman, is there no plot

To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ?

Abbot Before I freely speak my mind herein,
You shall not only take the sacrament
To bury mine intents, but also to effect
Whatever I shall happen to devise.
I see your brows are full of discontent.
Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears :

Come home with me to supper ; I will lay
A plot, shall show us all a merry day. [Exeunt

.

ACT V.

SCENH I.—London. A StrccUtadui^ to the Tower,

Enter Queen and Attendants.

Qnet-n. This way the king- will come ; this is the way
To Julius Caesar's ill-erected tower,
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord
Is dooin'd a prisoner by proud Boling-broke.
Here let us rest, if this rebellious heart
Have anj' resting for her true king"'s queen.

—

E7it€r King Ricliard and Guards.
But soft, but see, or rather do not see.

My fair rose wither : yet look up, behold.
That yuu in pity may dissolve to dew,
And wash him fresh again with true-love tears.

Ah I thou, the model wliere old Troy did stand,
Thou map of honour, thou king- Richard's tomb,
.\nd not kinj:j Richard ; thou most beauteous inn,
\Vhy should hard-favour'd grief be lodg'd in thee.
NN'hen triumph is become an alehouse gxiest?
K. Rich. Join not with ^ef, fair woman, do not so,

To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul,

To think our former state a happy dream ;

Frum which awak'd, tlie truth of what we are
Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, swecl,
To grim necessity ; and he and I

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France,
And cloister thee in some religious house :

Our holy lives nmst win a new world's crown,
VViiich our profane hours here have stricken down.

QiieePi. What, is my Richard both in shape and mii"l
Transform'd and weakened I Hath Bolingbroke
Depos'd thine intellect? hath he been in thy heart V

The lion, dying, thrusteth fortli his paw.
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, witlrrage
To be o'erpower'd ; and wilt thou, pupil-likc\

Take thy corroctiun mildly^ kiss t!ie rod.
And fawn on rage wiiii h.isv- humiltl\.

1 Which art a lion, and a king of bcasu
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A'. Ricli. A kiiur of beasts, indeed ; if aught but

T had been still a nappy king of men. 'it'Ciists.

tiood sometime queen, prepare tlice hence for France :

Think I am dead ; and that even here thou tak'st,

.\b from my death-bed, my last livinjj leave.
In tt-inter's tedious nights sit by the nre
With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales
<-lf woful ages long ago betid

;

-Vnd ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief,
Tell thou the lamentable tale of me.
And send the hearers weeping to their beds

:

For why, the senseless brands will sympathize
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue.
And in compassion weep the fire out";
And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black.
For tile deposing of a rightful king.

Enter Northumberland, alUndtd.
Xcrth. My lord, the mind ofBolingbrokc is duing'd

;

You must to Pomfrct, not unto the Tower.

—

And, madam, there is order ta'en for you

;

V.ith all SAvift speed you must away to France.
A'. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder, wherewitlial

The mountintj Bohngbroke ascends my throne,
The time shall not be many hours ofage
More than it is, ere foul sin gathering head
Shall break into corruption : thou shall think.
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half.
It is too little, helping him to all

;

And he shall tliink, that thou, which know'st the way
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again.
Being ne'er so little urg'd, another way
To pluck him headlong from the usurjied throne.
The love of wicked friends converts to fear

;

That fear to hate ; and hate turns one, or both.
To worthy danger and deserved death.
Xorlh. My guilt be on my head, and there an end.

Take leave, and part ; for you must part forthwith.
A'. Rich. Doubly divorc'd !—Bad men, ye \iolate

.K twofold marriage ; 'twi.\t my crown anci ine,

.\nd then, betwixt me and my married wife.
Let me unkiss the oath 'twixt thee and nic;
And yet not so, for with a kiss 'twas made.
Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north,
%\here shivering cold and sickness pines the chi.'ie

;My wife to France ; from whence, set forth in pomp
She came adorned hither like sweet May,
Sent back like Hallowmas, or short'st day.
Queen. And nmst we be divided? must we part!
A". Rich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and heart

from heart.
Quctn. Banish us both, and send the king with nie.
,\ orlh. That were some love, but little policy.
Queen. Then wliither he goes, thither let me go.
A'. Ruh. So two, together weeping, make one woe.

" eep thou for me in I- ranee, I for tfiee here
;

Better far off, tlian near, be ne'er the near.
Go. count thy way with sighs, I mine with groans.
Queen. So longest way shall have the longest moans.
A. Rich. Tvicc for one step I'll groan, the way

being short,
\nd piece the way out with a heavy heart.
Come, come, in wooing sorrow let's be brief.
Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief:
' Ine kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part

:

Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart.

n r- .
I77teyiiss.\

Queen. Oive me nime own agam ; 'twere no good
i. a take on me to keep and kill thy heart.

I part,

,, ,

,

. f They kiss acaiii.
So, now I have mme own again, be gone.
That I may strive to kill it with a groan.
K. Rich. We make woe wanton with this fond delay

:

Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say.

SCliNU II.—London. ^1 Room in the Duke of
Vork s Palace.

Jinler York and his Duchess.

Jluch. My lord, you told me you would tell the rest,u hen weepmg made you break the story off,Of our two cousins coming into London.
York. Where did I leave !
-''"<* At that sad stop, my lord,

" nere rude niisgovem'<l hands, from windows' tops,
J Ijrew dust and rubbish on King Richard's head.

M.mnted upon a hot and fiery steed, (broke,W luch his aspiring rider seemed to know,

With sluw but stately pace kept on his course,
While all tongues cried—" God save tliee, ' Boliiig-

broke !"

You would have thought the very windows sijake
So many greedy looks of young and old
Through casements darted their desiruig eyes
I'pon his visage ; and that all the walls
iVith painted imagery had said at once,

—

"Jesu preserve thee! welcome, Bohngbroke 1"
\V hilst he, from one side to the other turning,
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed's neck.
Bespake them thus,—" I thank you, countrymen :"
And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along.
Duch. Alas, poor Richard I where rides he the while-
5- ork. As in a theatre, the eyes of men,

-Ifter a well-grac'd actor leaves the stage,
.A.re idly bent on him that enters ne.xt,
"Thinking his prattle to be tedious

;

Fven so, or with much more contempt, men's eyes
Did scowl on Richard ; no man cried, God save liimNo joyful tongue gave him his welcome home :

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ;

Which with such gende sorrow he shook off.
His face still combating with tears and smiles.
The badges of his grief and patience

;

riiat had not God, for some strong purpose, steel'd
1 he hearts of men. they must perforce have melted,
.\nd barbarism itself have pitied him.
But heaven hath a hand in these events.
To whose high will we bound our calm contents.
To Bohngbroke are we sworn subjects now.
Whose state and honour I for aye allow.

Enter Aumerle.
DiKh. Here comes my son Aumerle.

„ York. Aumerle that was ;

But that IS lost for being Richard's friend,
.•\nd, madam, you must call him Rutland now :

I am in parliament pledge for his truth.
And lasting fealty to the new-made king.
Ditch. Welcome, my son : who are the violets now,

That strew the green lap of the new-come spring?
Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not

:

God knows I had as lief be none, as" one.
York. Well, bear you well in this new spring of

time.
Lest you be cropped before you come to prime.
What news from Oxford! hold those justs and

triumphs?
Aunt. For aught I knov.-. my lord, they do
York. You will be there, I know.
Aum. If God prevent it not, 1 purpose so.
York. What seal is that, that hangs without thy

bosom

!

Yea, look'st thou pale ! let me see the writing.
Aiim. My lord, 'tis nothing.

I f,'?' .
^'^ matter, then, who sees it

:

1 will be satisfied ; let me see the writing.
Aii7n. I do beseech vour grace to pardon me:

It IS a matter of small consequence,
^^''"ch for some reasons I would not have seen.
York Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to see

1 fear, I fear,—
pitch M'hat should you fear ?

Tis nothing butsome bond he s entered into

Yor,
That he is bound to _
Boy, let me see the writing.
Aum. 1 do beseech you, pardon lue ; I may not

show it.

York. 1 will be satisfied ; let me see it, I say.
_ , ,

[Snatches it, and reads.
Trca.son ! foul treason I—villain ! traitor 1 slave !

Ditch. What is the matter, my lord?
York. Ho ; who is witliin there? [Enter a Servant.

.. , , ,

.

Saddle my horse.
God for his mercy, what treachery is here!
Ditch. AV'hy, what is it, my lord?
York. Give ine my boots, I say; saddle my horse.

Now. by mine honour, by my life, my troth,
I » ill appeach the villain. [Exit Servant

P'"''- M'hat's the matter ?
York. Peace, foolish woman.
Ditch. I will not |)eace.—What is the matter, son?A ton. Good mother, be content ; it is no more

Than my poor life must answer.

{'.'"f , .
Thy life answer?

/ ork. Uriiig iiie my boots : I will unto the k'uig.

gay apparel 'gainst the triumph day.
ork. Bound to himself I what doth he
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K,.,„/,r Servant w/tA Ms.
\

Vo>-t. [ino'mr
]
.My lio^;e, bc-waro; look to thyself

;

Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand ; thou hast no

cause to fear.

aniazd.

—

I To Servant. J
Hence, villain ! never more come in my

sii?ht. \_Exii Servant.

Ycri. Give me my boots, I say.

Diiclt. Why, York, what wilt thou do?
Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own!
Have we more sons 1 or are we like to have !

Is not my teemingdate drunk up with time?

.Vnd wilt thou pliick my fair son from mine age,

.\nd rob me of^a happy mother's name?
Is he not like thee? is he not thine own?
York. Thou fond mad woman,

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy?
.A. dozen of them here have ta'en the sacrament.

And interchangeably set down their hands.

To kill the king at Oxford.
Diich. He shall be none ;

We'll keep him here : then, what is that to hun?
York. Away,

I-'ond woman ! were he twenty times my son,

I would appcach him.
Ditch. Hadst thou groan'd for hnn,

-As I have done, thou'dst be more pitiful.

V.at now I know thy mind ; thou dost suspect

That I have been disloyal to thy bed,
.A.nd that he is a bastard, not thy son :

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mmd

:

He is as like thee as a man may be,

Not like to me, nor any of my kin.

And yet I love him.
.

York. Make way, unruly woman 1_ [Exti.

York. [U'lt/u'n.] Open the door, secure, foolhardy

Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face? Iking:

Open the door, or I will break it open.
[Bolingbroke iiKloiks the door ; and

afterwards, relocks it.

Enter York.
Boliiig. What is the matter, uncle? speak ;

Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger,

That we may arm us to encounter it.

York. Peruse this writing here, and thou shall know
The treason that my haste forbids me show.

Aimi. Remember, as thou read'st, thy promise

I do repent me ; read not my name there ;
[past

:

My heart is not confederate with my hand.
York. It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it down.—

I tore it from the traitor's bnsom, king

;

Fear, and not love, begets his penitence :

Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove

A serpent that will sting thee to the heart.

Kolittz. O heinous, strong, and bold conspiracy !

O loyal father of a treacherous son I

Thou sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain,

From whence this stream through muddy passages

Hath held his current, and defU'd himself I

Thy overflow of good converts to bad ;

.\nd thy abundant goodness shall excuse

This deadly blot in thy digressing son.

rorR iviaKeway, uuruiv wumcui. i-..>.. ,
r<;r/e. So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd ;

DKCli After, AimerleT'Mount'heeupon hisliorse; And^he shall sp^end mine hmjour^«.^h^h.sJame

Spu?, post, and get before him to the king.

And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee.

I'll not be long behind ; though I be old,

J doubt not but to ride as fast as York

:

And never will I rise up from the ground.
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd tliee. Away

;

Begone 1
{^Exeunt.

SCENE III.—AVindsor. A Room in tite Castle.

Enter BoMn^tiroke as Kins ; Percy, andother Lords.

Boling. Can no man tell ofmy unthrifty son ?

Tis full three months since I did see hira last:

If any plague hang over us, 'tis he.

I would to God, my lords, he might be found :

Enquire at London, 'mongst the taverns there ;

For there, they say, he daily doth frequent.

With unrestraint loose companions,—
Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes.

And beat our watch, and rob oiir passengers ;

While he, young, wanton, and effeminate boy.

Takes on the point of honour to support
So dissolute a crew. [prmce,

Percv. My lord, so.nie two days since I saw the

And told him. of these triumphs held at O.xford.

Baling. And what said the gallant ?

Percy. His answer was,—he would unto the stews.

And from the common'st creature pluck a glove,

And wear it as a favour ; and with that

He would unhorse the lustiest challenger.

Baling. As dissolute as desperate; yet, through

I see some sparkles of a better hope, [both

Which elder days may happily bring forth.

But who comes here?
Enter Aumerle, hastily.

Aiim. Where is the king?
Bolinz. A\'hat means our cousin, that he stares .and

So wildly ? (looks

Aum. God save your grace I I do beseech your

majesty.
To have some conference with your grace alone.

Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here

alone. [Exeunt Percy and Lords.

What is tile matter with our cousin now ?

Aum. [Kneels.] For ever may my knees grow to

the earth.

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth.
Unless a pardon, ere I rise or speak.

Baling. Intended, or committed, was this fault?

If on the first, how heinous e'er it be.

To win thy after-love I pardon thee.

Aum. Then give me leave th.at I inayturn the key.

That no man enter till my tale be done.
Baling. Have thy desire, f Auinorle locks the door.

.As thriftless sons their scraping fathers' gold.

Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies.

Or my sham'd life in his dishonour lies

:

Thou kill'st ine in his life
;
giving him breath.

The traitor lives, the true man's put to death

Dnch. [Within.] What hoi my Uege I for Gods
sake let me hi.

Baling. What shrill-voic'd suppliant makes this

eager cry?
Ditch. UVithin.] A woman, and thine aunt, great

king ; 'tis I.

Speak with me, pity me, open the door ;

A beggar begs, that never begg'd before.

Baling. Our scene is alter'd from a serious tiling.

And now chang'd to " y he Beggar and tlu King.

My dangerous cousin, let your mother in :

I know she's come to pray for your foul sm.
[.Aumerle unlocks the door.

York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray,

More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may.

This fester'd joint cut off. the rest rests sound ;

This, let alone, will all the rest confound.
Enter Duchess.

Ditch. O king, believe not this hard-hearted man !

Love, loving not itself, none other can.

York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou niake

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? [here

!

Diich. Sweet York, be patient.—[AT/if^Af.] Hear me,

gentle liege.

Bohng. Rise up, good aunt.

Diich. Not yet. I thee beseech.

For ever will I walk upon my knees.

And never see day that the happy sees.

Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy.

By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy.

Aum. [hiiteels.] Unto my mothers prayers, I bend

my knee. . .

York. [Kneels.] Against them both ray true joints

bended be.
Ill in.ayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace !

Ditch. Pleads he in earnest ? look upon his face ;

His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest

;

His words come from his mouth, ours from our breast

:

He prays but faintly, and would be denied

;

We pray with heart and soul, and all beside

:

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know

;

Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they grow

:

His prayers are full of false hypocrisy

;

Ours of true zeal and deep integrity.

Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them have

That mercy wliidi true priiyers ought to have.

Baling. Good aunt, stand up.
,_

Ditch. Nay, do not say—" stand up

;

But, "pardon" first, and afterwards, "stand up."
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An if I were thy nurw, ihy tonsjue tn tencli,

Pardon" should be the first wurd of thy sjieerh

I never lonij'd tn hear ,1 word till now

;

Say—" pardon, " kin;,' ; let pity teacli Ihee how:
Tlie word is short, but not so sliort as sweet

;

No word like " pardon," for kings' mouths so meet.
yori. Speak it in French, kinir ; say. fa-rdoiinez tiwy.

Duck. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy V

Ah 1 my sour husbauil, my hartl-hearted lord.

That sett'st the word itself ;u;ainst the word 1

Speak pardon as 'tis current in our land,
The chopping French we do not understand.
Tliine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there

:

Or in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear;
That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce,
I'ity may move thee pardon to rehearse.

Jiolui^. Good aunt, stand up.
Dtich. I do not sue to stand;

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand.
BoliHg. I pardon him, as God shall pardon me.
Ditch. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee I

Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again

;

Twice saying pardon doth not pardon twain,
But makes one pardon strong.
Boliiig. With all my heart

I p.ardon him.
Diich. A god on eartli thou art. (abbot,
BoliiiQ-. But for our trusty brother-in-law, and the

With all the rest of that consorted crew.
1 )estruction straight shall dog them at the heels.
Good uncle, help to order several powers
'i^> Oxford, or where'er these traitors are

:

They shall not live within this world, I swear,
);ut I will have them, if I once know where.
I ncle, farewell : and cousin too, adieu

:

^'our mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true.

Diich, Come, my old son:— I pray God make thee
new. {^Exeunt.

SCENE W.—Another Room in the Castle.

Enter Sir Pierce of Exton aud a Sen'ant.

Extoii. Didst thou not mark the king, what words
he spake?

" Untie I uofriend ~uill rid me ofthis livingfear T'
W'.is it not so ?

Scrv. Those were his very words.
lixton. ** //ai'e /nofriend ?" quoth he: he sp.ike it

And urg'd it twice together ; did he not? [twice,
Serv. He did.
Exton. And speaking it, he wistly looked on me

;

As wlio should say,—1 would thou wert the man
I'hat would diiorce this terror from my heart

;

.Me.ining the king at Pomfret. Come, let's go

:

1 am the king's friend, and will rid his foe. [Exeunt.

SCENE v.—Pomfret. T/ie Dungeon ofthe Castle.

Enter King Richard.

K. Rich. I have been studying Iiow I may compare
This prison, where I live, unto the world :

.\nrl, for because the world is populous.
And here is not a creature but myself,
I cannot do it ;—yet I'll hammer it out.

My brain I'll prove the female to my soul

;

My soul, the father: and these two beget
.\ generation of still-breeding thoughts.
And these same thoughts people this little world

;

In humours, like the people of this world,
I'or no thought is cfntciilcd. The better sort,

—

As thoughts of things divine,—are intermi.x'd
\Vith scruples, and do set the Word itself

Aganist the Word

:

As thu.s,
— ** Come, tittle njies :" and then again,

—

" // is as hard to come, as for a catnel
To thread the postern ofa needless eye."
Thoughts tcndmg to ambition, they do plot
Tnlikely wonders : how these vain weak n;iils

M.iy tear a pass.'ige through the flinty ribs
' "f this hard world, my ragged pris(m walls;
\nfl, for they cannot, die in their own pride,
rtioughts tending to content, flatter themselves
I hat they are not the first of fortune'.s slaves,
••.'.r 5h.airnot be the last ; like silly beggar>.,
Vho, silting in the stocks, refuge their bh.iiiie,

I M.it many liave, and oihvrs must sit there

;

And in this thought they find a kind of case,
lli.ariiig their own misfortune on the back
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l)f such as h.ave before endur'd the hke.
Thus play I, in one person, m.any people,
/\nd none contented : sometimes am 1 king

:

Tlien, treason makes me wish myself a beggar,
.\nd so I am : then, crushing penury
Persuades me I was better when a kinof

;

Tlien, am I king'd again : and. by and by.
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke.
And straight am nothing :—"but whate'er I am,
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is,

AVith nothing'shall be pleas'd, till he be eas'd
With being nothing.—[jl/zwj'f.] Music do I hear!
Ha, ha ! keep time :—how sour sweet music is.

When time is broke, and no proportion kept 1

So is it in the music of men's lives.

And here have I the daintiness of ear
To check time broke in a disorder'd string;
But, for the concord of 1115^ state and time,
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke.
I wasted time, and now doth time waste me ;

For now hath time maae me his numbering clock

:

My thoughts are minutes : and, with sighs, they jar
Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward watch,
Whereto my finger, like a dial's point.
Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears.

Now, sir, the sounds that tell what liour it is.

Are clamorous groans, that strike upom my heart.
Which is the bell ; so sighs, and tears, and gro:-ms,

Show minutes, times, and hours :—but my time
Runs posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy.
While I stand fooling here, his Jack o' the clock.
This music mads me ; let it sound no more ;

For though it have holp madmen to their wits.

In me, it seems, it will make wise men mad.
Vet, ble.ssing on his heart that gives it me 1

For 'tis a sign of love ; and love to Richard
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world.

Enter Groom.
Groom. Hail, royal prince 1

K. Rich. Thanks, noble peer
;

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear.
What art thou ? and how com'st thou "hither,

\\'here no man never comes, but that sad dog
That brings me food to make misfortune live ?

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king,
Wlien thou wert king; who, travelling towards York,
With much ado, at length have gotten leave
To look upon my sometimes royal master's face.

O, liow it yeam'd my heart, when I beheld.
In I^ondon streets, that coronation day,
V,'hen Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary I

That horse that thou so often hast bestrid.

That horse that I so carefully have dress'd !

K.Rich. Rode he on Barbary? Tell me, gentle
Hov/ went he under him? ffriond,
Grooyn. So proudly, as if he disdain'd the ground.
A". Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his

back I

That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ;

This hand hath made him prou<l with clapping him.
Would he not stumble? Woulil he not fall down,
(Since pride must have a fall,) and break the neck
Of that proud man tli.it did usurp his back ?

l-drgiveness, horse I wliy do I rail on thee,
Since thou, created to be aw'd by man,
\\ast bom to bear? I was not made .1 horse ;

And yet I bear a burden like .tn ass,

Spur-gall'd, and tir'd, by jauncing Bolingbroke.

Enter Keeper, with a dish.

Keep. [To the Cjxoam.} Fellow, give place ; here is

no longer st.'iy.

A". Rith. If thou love me, 'tis time tlion wert away.
Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my he.irt

shall say. {Exit.
Keep. My lord, will 't please yon to fall to ?

A'. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do.
Keep. My lord, I dare not : Sir Pierce of F:xton, who

I.iilcly came from the king, coinmanrls the contrarj-.
A'. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster, and

P.ilience is stale, and 1 am weary of it, (thee 1

Strikes t/ie Keeper.
Keep. Help, help, help I

J.nter Sir Pierce of Hxlon, (7«rf .Serv.tnts, armed.
K. Kicli. How now I what means death in this mile

assault t

i
V'ill.iin, thine own hand yields thy death's Instrument.

' \Snatchinfi a iveapon and dittin^i one
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Go thou, rind fill aiioilicr room in l\ell.

[He kills aiwtlicr : then Exton strikes him du-,uit.

That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire,

That staggers thus ray person.—Hxton, thy fierce

hand [land.

Hath with the king s blood stain'd the king's own
Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high ;

Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die.

{Dies.

Exton. As full of valour, as of royal blood :

Both have 1 spilt ; O, would the deed were goad I

For now the devil, that told me I did well.

Says that this deed is chronicled in hell.

This dead king to the living king I'll bear.

Take hence the rest, and give them burial here.
{Exeunt.

SCENE VI.—Windsor. A Room in the Castle.

Flourish. Enter Eolingbroke, as King, "Vork, Lords
and Attendants.

Baling. Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear
Is. that the rebels have consum'd with fire

Our town of Cicester, in Glostershire

;

But whether tliey be ta'en, or slain, we hear not.

E?iter Northumberland.
Welcome, my lord, what is the news?
North. First, to thy sacred state wish I all happiness.

Tlie next news is,— 1 have to London sent

The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent

:

The manner of their taking may appear
At large discoursed in this paper here.

{Pyescntin^ a paper.
Roling. We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains :

And to thy worth will add right worthy gains.

Enter Fitzwater.

Fitz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London
The heads of Brocas, and Sir Bennet Seely,

Two of the dangerous consorted traitors,

That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow.

Holing. Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be forgot

;

Right noble is thy merit, well I wot.

Enter Percy, ivith tlic Bishop of Carhsle.

Percy. The grand conspirator, abbot of Weslmin
star.

With clog of conscience and sour melancholy.
Hath yielded up his body to the grave ;

But here is Carlisle living, to abide
Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride.

Holing. Carlisle, this is your doom,

—

Choose out some secret place, some reverend room.
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life ;

So, as thou liv'st in peace, die free from strife :

For though mine enemy thou hast ever been,
High sparks of honour in thee have I seen.

Enter Exton, with Attendants bearing a coffin.

E.Kton. Great king, within this coffin X present

Thy buried fear : herein all breathless lies

The mightiest of thy greatest enemies,
Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought.
Boling. Exton, I thank thee not; for thou hast

wrought
X deed of slander, with thy fatal hand.
Upon my head, and all this famous land.

Exton. From your own mouth, my lord, , did 1

this deed.
Roling. They love not poison that do poison need,

Nor do I thee: though I did wish him dead,
I hate the murderer, love him murdered.
The .guilt of conscience take thou for thy labour.

But neithermy good word, nor princely favour :

With Cain go wander through the shade of night

And never show thy head by day nor light.

Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe,
Th.it blood should sprinkle me to make me grow :

Come, mourn with me for that I do lament,
And put on sullen black, incontinent

:

I'll make a voyage to the Holy Land,
To wash this blood olTfrom my guilty hand :

—

March sadly after ; grace my mournings here,

In weeping after this untimely bier. [Exeunt.

First Part of King Henry IV.

DRAMATIS PERSONyE

\ Sons to //if King.

King Henry the Fourth.
Henry, Prince o/Il'ales.

Prince John of Lancaster,

,

Ralph Neville, Earl ofIVestmoreland.
Sir Walter Blunt.
Thomas Percy, Earl o/H'orcester.

Henry Percy, Ea7-l o/Northumberland.
Henry Percy, suntanned Hotspur, his Son,
Edmund Mortimer, Earl ofMarch.
Scroop, Archbishop of York,
Archibald, Earl ofDouglas.
Owen Glendower.
Sir Richard Vernon.

Sir John Falstaff.

Sir Michael, a friend oftlie Archbishop of 5
."?

Poins.
Gadshin.
Peto.
Bardolph.
Lady Percy, 7/''?>^/c Hotspur, and Sister to Mortimer
Lady Mortimer, Daughter to Glendower, and lyift

to Mortimer.
Mistress Quickly, Hostess ofthe Boar's Head Tavern,

in Eastcheap.
Lords, Officers, Sheriff. Vintner, Chamberlain. Draw-

ers, Carriers, Travellers, <7«rf Attendants

SCENE,—England.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir Walter Blunt,

and others.

A". Hen. So shaken as we are, so wan with care.

Find we a time for frighted peace to pan
And breathe short-mnded accents of new broils

To be commenc'd in stronds afar remote.
No more the thirsty entrance of this soil

Shall daub her lips with her own children's blood
;

No more shall trenching war channel her fields.

Nor bruise her flow'rets with the arm(}d hoofs
Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes.

Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven.
All of one nature, of one substance breil.

Did lately meet in the 'iitestine shock
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And furious close of civil luitclu'ry,
^ liall now, in mutual weU-beseeniin;^ ranks.

1 irch alt one w.iy, and be no more opposVl
V ^ainst acc(uaintance, kindred, and allies

:

i lie edge of war, like an iU-sheathed knife.

No more sh-all cut hLs master. Therefore, friends.

As far as to the sepulchre of Christ,

iWhose soldier now, under whose blessed cross
We are impressed and en?a(j"d to fight,)

Forthwith a power of Englisli shall we levy

;

Whose arms were moulded in their mothers womb
To chase these pagans, in those holy fields.

Over whose acres walk'd those blessed feet.

Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail'd

For our advantage on the bitter cross.

But this our purpose is a twelvemonth old.

And bootless 'tis to tell you we will go :

Therefore we meet not now.—Then, let me hear
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland,
\Vhat yesternight our council did decree.
In forwarding this dear expedience.

IVest. My liege, this haste was hot in question.
And many limits of the charge set do^vn
But yesternight : when, all athwart, there came
A post from Wales laden with heavy news

;

^Vhose worst was, that the noble Mortimer,
I-eading the men of Herefordshire to fight

Against the irregular and wild Glendower,
Was by the rude hands of that SVelshman taken.
A thousand of his people butchered ;

Upon whose dead corps there was such misuse.
Such beastly, shameless transformation.
By those Welshwomen done, as may not be
\\ ithout much shame re-told or spoken of.

A". Hcii. It seems, then, that the tidings of this

broil

Prake off our business for the Holy Land.
lyest. This, match'd with other like, my gracious

For more uneven and unwelcome news [lord ;

Came from the north, and thus it did import

:

( m Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there.
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald,
That ever-valiant and approved Scot,
At Holmedon met.
Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour ;

As by discharge of their artillery.

And shape of likelihood, the news was told :

For he that brought them, in the very heat
And pride of their contention did take horse.
Uncertain of the issue any way.

A'. Hen. Here is a dear, and true-industrious
friend.

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse,
Stain'd with the variation of each soil

Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours;
And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news.
The earl of Douglas is discomfited :

Ten thousand bold Sects, two and twenty knights.
Balkd in their own blood did Sir Walter see
Uu Holmedon"s plains : of prisoners. Hotspur took
.Mordake earl of Ute and eldest son
1 1) beaten Douglas and the earls of Athol,

( If Murra)-, Angus, and Menteith :

And is not this an honourable spoil?
A gallant prize? ha, cousin, is it not?

irest. In faith.

It is a conquest for a prince to boast of,

A'. Hen. Yea, there thou mak'st me sad, and mak'st
me sin

In en\-y that my lord Northumberland
Should be the father to so blest a son

;

A son who is the theme of honour's tongue
;

Amongst a grove, the verj- str.iightest plant

;

Who is sweet Fortune's nu'nion, and her pride :

Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him,
See riot and dishonour stain the brow
Of my young Harr>'. O that it could be prov'd.
That some night-tripping fairy had exchang'd
In cradle-clothes our children where they Lay,
And call'd mine Percy, his Plantagcnet

!

Then would 1 have his Harry, and he mine.
Bit let him from my thoughts.—What think you, coz,
Of this young Percy's pri<Ic'; the prisoners.
Which he in this adventure hath surpris'd.
To his own u.se he keeps 1 and sends me word,
I shall have none but Mordake earl of Fife.

litest. This is his uncle's teaching, this is Worccs-

M.ilevolent to you in all aspects ;

Which makes him prune himself, and bristle up
I he crest of youth against your dignity.
A". Hen. But 1 have sent for him to answer this

;

.\.nd for this cause a while we nuist neglect
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem.
Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we
WiU hold at Windsor: so inform the lords:
But come yourself with speed to us again

;

For more is to be said, and to be done.
Than out of anger can be uttered.

Il'est. I will, my liege. [Exeunt

SCENE II.—London. Another Roomin the Palace.

Enter Prince Henry and Falstaff.

Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad!
P. Hen. Thou art so rat-witted, with drinking of old

sack, and unbuttoning thee after supi^er, and sleeping
upon benches after rioon, that thou hast forgotten to
demand that truly, which thou wouldst truly know.
What a devil hast thou to do with the time of the day J

unless hours were cups of sack, and minutes capons,
and clocks the tongues of bawds, and dials the signs'

of leaping-houses, and the blessed sun himself a fair

hot wench in flame-colour'd taffeta : 1 see no reason
whythou shouldst he so superfluous todemandthe time
of the day.
Fal. Indeed, you come near me now, Hal : for we

that take purses, go by the moon and the seven stars,

and not by Phcebus.^he, " that luanderin^ k7iighf so
fair." And, I pr'ythee, sweet wag, when thou art
king,—as, God save thy grace, (majesty, I should say,
for grace thou wilt have none,)

—

P. Hen. What ! none ?

Fal. No, by my troth ; not so much as will serve to
be prologue to an ^^^ and butter.

P. Hen. Well, how then t come, roundly, roundly.
Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king,

let not us, that are squires of the nigiit's body, be
called thieves of the day's beauty : let us be Diana s
foresters, gentlemen of the shade, minions of the
moon ; and let men saj', we be men of good govern-
ment, being governed, as the sea is, bj' our noble and
chaste mistress the moon, under whose countenance!
we steal.

P. Hen. Thou sayest well, and it holds well, too

;

for the fortune of us, that are the moon's men. doth
ebb and flow like the sea, being governed, as the sea
is, by the moon. As for proof, now : a purse of gold
most resolutely snatched on Monday night, antl most
dissolutely spent on Tuesday morning ; got w-ith swear-
ing—"lay by;" and spent with crying—"bring in:"
now in as low an ebb as the foot of the ladder, and by
and by in as high a flow as the ridge of the gallows.
Fal. By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad. And i^

not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench ?

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla. my old lad of the
castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet robe of
durnnce?
Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ! what, in thy

quips, and thy quiddities ? what a plague have I to do
with a buff j(?rkin ?

/'. Hen. \Vhy, what a pox have I to do with my
hostess of the tavern t

P. Hen. Did I ever call for tliee to pay thy part!
Fal. No ; I'll give thee thy due ; thou hast paid all

there,
P. Hen Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin

would stretch ; and where it would not, I have used
my credit.

Fal. Yea, and so used it, that were it not here ap-
parent that thou art heir apparent,—but, I pr'ythee.
sweet w.ajj. shall there be gallows standing in Englan(l
when thou art king! and resolution thus fobbed, as it

is, with the rusty curb of old father antick, the law!
Do not thou, when thou art king, hang a thief
P. Ilett. No ; thou shalt.
Fat. Shall I ! O rare I By the Lord, I'll be a bra\ c

judge.
P. Hen. Thou judgest false already : I mean, thou

shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and so become
,a rare hangman.
Fal. Well, Hal, well: and in some sort it Jumps

with my humour, as well .as waiting in the court, I can
tell you.
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P. Ilfn. For oblainincj of suits?

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits, whereof the hanj;-

man hath no lean wardrobe. 'S blood, I am as melan-
choly as a ^ib cat, or a lugged "bear.

P. Hen. Or an old lion, or a lovers lute.

Fal. Yea, or the drone of .a Lincolnshire bagpipe.
P. Htn. What sayest thou to a hare, or the njclan-

choly of Moor-ditch 2

Fnl. Thou hast the most unsavory similes, and art,

indeed, »he most .comparative, rascallest, — sweet
young prince.—but, Hal. I prythee, trouble me no
more with vanity. I would to God, thou and I knew
where a commodity of good names were to be bought.
Anold lord ofthe council rated me the other day iii the
street about you, sir ; but I marked him not ; and yet
he talked very wisely ; but I regarded him not ; and
yet he talked wisely, and in the street too.

P. Hen. Thou didst well ; for wisdom cries out in

the streets, and no man regards it.

Fal. O, thou hast damnable iteration, and art,

indeed, able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done
much harm upon me, I-ial,—God forgive thee for it I

Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing ; and now,
am I, if a man should speak truly, little better than
one of the wicked. I must give over this life, and
I will give it over ; by the Lord, an I do not, I am
a villain : 111 be danmed for never a king's son in

Christendom.
P. Hen. Where shall we take a i)urse to-morrow,

J.-ick?
Fal. Where thou wilt, lad, I'll mal:e one ; an I do

not, call me a villain, and baffle me.
P. Hen. I see a good amendment of life in thee ;

from praying to purse-taking.

Enter Poins, at a distance.

Fal. Why, Hal, 'tis my vocation, Hal 1 'tis no sin

for a man to labour in his vocation. Poins !—Now shall

we know if GadshiU have set a watch.—O, if men
were to be saved by merit, what hole in hell were hot

enough for him? This Ls the most omnipotent villain

that ever cried " Stand !" to a true man.
P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned.
Poins. Good morrow, sweet Hal. What says mon-

sieur Remorse ? What says Sir John Sack-and-Sugar ?

Jack, how agrees tlie devil and thee al)0ut thy soul,

that thou soidest him on Good-Friday last, for a cup
of Madeira and a cold capon's leg?
P. Hen. Sir Joh.n stands to his word,—the devil

shall have his bargain ; for he was never yet a breaker
of proverbs,—lie will give the devil his due.
Poins, Then art thou damned for keeping thy word

with the devil
P. Hen. Else he had been damned for cozening the

devil.

Poins. But my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning,
by four o'clock, early at GadshiU ! There are pilgrims

going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and traders

riding to London with fat purses : I have vistors for

you "all : you have horses for yourselves : GadshiU
lies to-night in Rochester : I have bespoke supper to-

morrow night in Eastcheap : we may do it as secure
as sleep. If you will go' I will stutf your purses full of

crowns ; if you will not. tarry at home ana be lianged.

Fal. Hear, ye, Yedward ; if I tarry at home, and go
not, I'll hang you for going.
Poins. You will, chops ?

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one?
P. Hen. Who, 1 rob ? I a thief S not I, by my faith.

/•",»/. There's neither honesty, manhood, nor good
fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not of the blood
royal, if thou darest not stand for ten shillings.

P. Hen. Well, then, once in my days I'll be a
madcap.
Fal. Why. that's well said.

P. Htn. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home.
Fal. By the Lord, ITi be a traitor, then, when thou

art king.
P. lien. I care not.

Poins. Sir John, I pr'ythee, leave the prince and me
alone ; I will lay hnn down such reasons for this

adventure, that he shall go.

Fal. Well, God give thee the spirit of persuasion,

and him the ears of profiting, that what thou speakest

may move, and what he he.ars may be believed, that

the tiue prince may (for recreation sake) prove a false

thief : for tlie poor abuses of the time want counte-

nance. Farewell : you shall find me in Eastcheap.

P. Hen. Farewell, thou latter spring! Fareivell.
AU-halloivn summer 1 [Fxil Faistalf.
Poins. Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride wiLli

us to-morrow : 1 have aJest to execute, that I c.'tnnot

manage alone. Falstafl; Bardolph, Peto, and Gads-
hiU shall rob those men that we have already way-
laid ; yourself and I will not he there : and when they
have the booty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this

head from my shoulders.
P. Hen. But how shaU we part with them in setting

forth ?

Pains. Why, we wiU set forth before or after them,
and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at
our pleasure to fail ! and then will tliey adventure
upon the exploit themselves ; which thev shall have
no sooner achieved, but we'll set upon them.
P. Hen. Ay, taut 'tis like that they will know us, by

our horses, by our habits, and by every other appoint-
ment, to be ourselves.
Poins. Tut ! our horses they shall not see, I'll tie

them in the wood ; our visors we will change, after
we leave them ; and. sirrah, I have cases of buckram
for the nonce, to inmask our noted outward ,<;'armcnls.

P. Hen. But 1 doubt they will be too hani for us.

Poins. Well, for two of them. I know them to be
as true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and frr

the third, if he light longer than he sees reason, I'll

forswear arms. The virtue of this jest will be, the
incomprehensible lies that this sajne fat rogue will

tell us. when we meet at supper : how thirty, at leasf.

he fought with ; what wards, what blows, what extre-

mities he endured ; and in the reproof of tliis lies the
jest.

P. Hen. WeU, I'll go with thee: provide us all

things necessary, andineet me to-morrow night in

Eastcheap ; there I'll sup. Farewell.
Poins. Farewell, my lord. \F.xi!.

P. Hen. I know you aU, and will a whUe uphold
The unj'ok'd humour of your idleness

:

Yet herein wiU I imitate the sun,
Who doth permit the base contagious clouds
To smother up his beauty from the world.
That, when he please again to be himself.
Being wanted, he may be more wonder'd at.

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists
Of vapours, that did seem to strangle him.
If all the year were playing holidays.
To sport would be as tedious as to work ;

But when they seldom come, they wish'd for come,
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents.
So, when this loose behaviour I throw oS,
.\nd pay the debt I never promised.
By how much better than my word I am.
By so much shall I falsify men's hopes

;

.»,nd, like bright metal on a sullen groimd.
My reformation, glittering o'er my fault,

I Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes,

Tlian that which liath no foil to set it off.

I'll so offend, to make offence a skill

;

Redeeming time, when men think least I wiU.
[Hxit.

SCENE III.—London. Another Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worcester,
Hotspur, Sir Walter Blunt, and otlters.

A'. Hen. My blood hath been .too cold and tem-
Unapt to stir at these indignities, [perate.

.\nd you have fountl me ; lor accordingly.
You tread upon my patience : but, be sui:e,

I will from henceforth rather be myself.

Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my conilition ;

Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young ilowa.

And therefore lost that title of respect.

Which the proud soul ne'er pays but to the proud.
Wor. Our house, my sovereign liege, little deserves

The scourge of greatness to be u.sed on it;

And that siime greatness, too, which our own hands
Have help to make so portly.
North. My lord,—
K. Hen. Worcester, get thee gone, for I do see

Danger and disobedience in thine eye

:

O. sir. your presence is too bold and peremptorj'.
.'\nd majesty might never yet endure
The moody frontier of a servant brow.
Vou have good leave to leave us: when we need
Your use and counsel, w'e shall .send for you.—

r

f/j'.viV Worcester
[ To North.] You were about to speak



Scene 3.

North. Yea, my good lord,

Those prisoners in your liighuess' name demanded,
Which Harry Percy here, at llohnedon took,

AVere, as he siiys, not with such strength denied,
Ns is deliver'd to your majesty :

Eitlier envT, therefore, or misprision.

Is guilty of this fault, and not mj' son.

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners.
But I remember, when the fight was done,
W hen I was dry with rage and extreme toil,

r>reathless and faint, leaning upon my sword,
C.iu.e there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress'd.

I'resh as a bridegroom ; and his chin, new reap'd,
-Show'd like a stiibble-land at harvest-home ;

H e \\ as perfumM like a milliner

;

-Vnd "tuixt liis finger and his thumb he held
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon
lie gave his nose, and took 't away again

;

Who, therewitli angry, when it next came there.
Took it in snuff : and still he smil'd and talk'd

;

And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by.
He call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly.
To bring a slovenly unhandsome cor^c
Uetnixt tlie wind and his nobilitj-.

AVith many holiday and lady terms
He question'd me j among the rest, demanded
My prisoners in your majesty's behalf.
I then, all smarting, with my wounds being cold,
To be so pester'd with a popinjay,
nut of my grief and my impatience,
-Vnswer'd neglectuigly, I know not what

,

I Ic should, or he should not ;—for he made me mad
To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet,
And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman.
Of gims, and drums, ajid wounds,—God save the

niark !

—

And telling me, the sovereign'st thing on earth
Was pannaceti for an inward bruise ;

And that it was great pity, so it was.
This villainous saltpetre should be digg'd
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth.
Which many a good tall fellow had destroy'd
So cowardly ; and but for these vile guns.
He would huuself have been a soldier.

This bald unjointcd chat of his, my lord,

I answer'd indirectly, as I said ;

And I beseech you, let not his report
<Jome current for an accusation,
Betwixt my love and your high majesty.
Hhmt. The circumstance consider'd, good ;U3' lord.

Vihatever Harr>' Percy then had said
To such a person, .ind in such a place,
At such a time, with all the rest re-told.
May reasonably die, and never rise
To do him wrong, or any w.iy impeach
AVhat then he said, so he unsay it now.

A.". Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners,
lUit with proviso and exception,
liiat we, at our own charge, shall ransom straight
1 lis brotl»er-in-law. the foolish Mortimer
\Mio, on my soul, hath wilfully betray'd
The lives of those that he did lead to fight

Against the great magician, danm'd Glendowcr,
A\ hose daughter, as we hear, the earl of March
! I.ith lately married. Shall our coffers, then,
lie emptied to redeem a traitor home?
Sh.dl we buy treason? and indent with fears,
AV'lien they have lost and forfeited themselves?
N's on the barren mountains let him starve ;

l"r 1 shall ever hold that man my friend,
Mhose toiigjc sliall ask me for one penny cost.
To ransom home revolted .Mortimer.

}(ot. Revolted Mortimer 1

He never did f;Ul off, my sovereign lieec,
lint by the chance of war :— to prove that true,
.^^eeds no mure but one tongue for all those wounds,
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took,
When on the gentle Severn's sedgy bank,
In single opposition, hand to hand.
He did confound the be.t p.irt of an hour
In changing hardiment with gre.it Glendowcr:
Three times they brcilli'd, and three times did they
l'j)on agreement, of swift Severn's flood

;

[drink,
W ho then, .iffrighted with their bloody looks,
k.-iii fearfully among the ttembliiig reeds.
And hid his crisp he.id in the hollow bank,
Hlood-stauitd with the^e v.ili.uit combatanlb.
Never did base and rotten policy
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Culuur her \\orking with such deadly wounds;
Nor never could the noble Mortimer
Receive so many, and all willingly
Then, let him not l>c slander'd with revolt.

K. Hen. Thou dost belie him. Percy, thou dost belie
He never did encounter with Glendower : Ihim ;

I tell thee.
He durst as well have met the devil alone,
.Vs Owen Glendower for an enemy.
.•\rt thou not asham'dY But, sirrah, henceforth
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer

:

.Send me your prisoners with the speediest means.
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me.
As will displease you.—My lord Northumberland,
A\'e license your departure with your son.

—

Send us j'our prisoners, or you'll hear of it.

[HxcHiit King Henry, Blunt, and train.
Hot. And if the devil coine and roar for them,

1 will not send tiiem :— I will after straight,
.A.nd tell him so ; for I will ease my heart,
.VIbeit I make a hazard of my head.
Aorl/i. What ! drunk with choler ? stay, and pause

Here comes your uncle. [a while
Re-enter Worcester.

Hot. Speak of Mortimer ;

'Zounds I I will speak of hhn ; and let my soul
AA'ant mercy, if 1 do not join with him

:

Yea, on his part, I'll empty all these veins,
.Vnd shed my dear blood drop by drop i' the dust.
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer
As high i' the air as this unthankful king.
As this ingrate and canker'd Bolingbroke.
North. [ To Wor.] Brother, the king hath made

your nephew mad.
IVor. Who struck tiiis heat up after I was gone ?

Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners

;

.A-iid when 1 urg'd the ransom once again
Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale.
And on my face he turn'd an eye of death.
Trembling ev,en at the name of Mortimer.

lyor. I cannot blame him : was he not proclaim 'd
By Richard, that dead is, the next of blood?
North. He was ; 1 heard the proclamation :

.\nd then it was when the unhappy king
( Whose wrongs in us God pardon I) did set forth
Upon his Irish expedition ;

I'rom whence he intercepted did return
To be depos'd, and shortly murdered.

IVor. And for whose death, we in the world's wide
Live scandaliz'd, and foully spoken of. (moutli
Hot. But, soft, I pray you, did king Richard then

Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer
Heir to the crown?
North._ He did ; myself did hear it.

Hot. Nay, then, I cannot blame his cousin king.
That wish'd him on the barren mountains starv'd.
But shall it be, that };ou, that set the crown
Upon the head of this forgetful man.
And for his sake wear the" detested blot
Of inurd'rous subornation, shall it I)e,

That you a world of curses undergo.
Being the agents, or base second means,
The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather !

C>, pardon me, that 1 descend so low.
To show the line, and the predicament.
Wherein you range under this subtle king;
Shall it, for shame, be spoken in these days.
Or fill up chronicles in time to come.
That men of your nobility and power,
Did g.'ige them both in an unjust behalf,

—

As both of you. (iod pardon it ! have done,

—

To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose.
And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbrokc?
And shall it, in more shame, be farther spoken.
That you are fooled, discarde<l. ,ind shook off
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent

!

.No
; yet time serves, wherein you may redeem

Your banish'd honours, and restore yourselves
Into the good thoughts of the world again

;

Re\ enge the jeering ,and <Iisdain'd contempt
Of this proud king, who studies day and night
To answer all the ilebt he owes to you.
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths.
Therefore, 1 say,

—

IVar. Peace, cousin, s;iy no more

:

And now I will unclasp a secret book.
And to your quick-conceiving discontents
I'll read you matter deep and dangerous >
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As full of peril and adventurous spirit.

As to o'er-walk a current, roaring loud,

On the unsteadfast footin.? of a spear.

Hot. If he fall in, ijood night;—or sinlCbr swira :

Send danger from the east unto the west.

So honour cross it from the north to south.

And let them grapple :—O, the blood more stirs

To rouse a lion, than to start a hare.
North. Imagination of some great exploit

Drives him beyond the bounds of patience.
Hot. By heaven, methinks, it were an easy leap.

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon ;

Or dive into the bottom of the deep.
Where fathom-line could never touch the ground,
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks,

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear
Without corrival all her dignities :

But out upon this half-faca fellowship !

IFor. He apprehends a world of figures here,
But not the fonn of what he should attend.

—

Good cousin, give me audience for a while.

Hot. I cry you mercy.
War. Those same noble Scots,

That are your prisoners,

—

Hot. I'll keep them all

;

By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them ;

No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not

:

I'll keep them, by this hand.
tVor. You start away.

And lend no ear unto my purposes.

—

Those prisoners you shcdl keep.
Hot. Nay, I will ; that's flat

He said, he would not ransom Mortimer

;

Forbade my tongue to speak of Mortimer;
But I will find him when he Ues asleep.
And ill his ear I'll holla—" Mortuner !"

Nay. I'll have a starling shall be taught to speak
Nothing but " Mortimer," and give it him.
To keep his anger still in motion.

JVor. Hear you, cousin; a word.
Hot. All studies here I solemnly defy.

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingijroke :

And that same sword-and-buckler prince of Wales,

—

But that I think his father loves him not.
And would be glad he met with some mischance,
I'd have him poison'd with a pot of ale.

ll^or. Farewell, kinsman : I will talk to you.
When you are better temper'd to attend.
North. Why, what a wasp-tongue and impatient

.'Vrt thou to break into this woman's mood, [fool

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own I

Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp'd and scourg'd
with rods.

Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke.
In Richard's time,—what do ye call the place ?

—

A plague upon 't—it is in Gloucestershire ;

—

*Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept,

—

His uncle "York ;—where I first bow'd my knee
Unto this king of smiles, this Bohngbroke,
When you and he came back from Ravenspurg.
North. At Berkley castle.

Hot. You say true ;

—

Why, what a candy deal of courtesy
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me I

Look,—" liihen his infantfortune came to age."
And,—" gcntie Harry Percy,"—a.nd. " Mndcousin,"—
O, the devil take such cozeners !—God forgive me !

—

Good uncle, tell your tale : for I have done.
H^or. Nay, if you have not, to 't again ;

"We'll stay your leisure.

Hot. I have done, i' faith.

IFor. Then once more to your Scottish prisoners.

Deliver them up without their ransom straight.

And make the Douglas' son your only mean
For powers in Scotland ; which, for divers reasons
AVhich I shall send you written, be assur'd.

Will easily be granted.^ To North. ) You, my lord,

Y'our son in Scotland being thus emoloy'd
Shall secretly into the bosom creep
Of that same noble prelate, well belov'd,

The Archbi3h<:)p.
Jfot. Of York, IS it not?
H'or. True ; who bears hard

His brother's death at Bristol, the lord Scroop.
I speak not this in estimation,
.\s v.hat I think might be, but what I know
Ss ruminated, plotted, and set down

;

And only stays but to behold the face
Of that occasion that shall bring it on.

Hot. I smell it.

Upon my life, it will do wondrous well.

North. Before the game's afoot, thou still lett'stslip

Hot. Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot :

—

.\ud then the power of Scotland, and of York,

—

To join with Mortimer, ha?
ll'or.

_
And so they shall.

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd.
War. And 'tis no little reason bids us speed.

To save our heads by raising of a head ;

For, bear ourselves as even as we can,
The king will always think him in our debt,
.\nd thiiik we think ourselves unsatisfied.
Till he hath found a time to pay us home

:

.Vud see already how he doth begin
To make us strangers to his looks of love.
Hot. He does, lie does : we'll be reveng'd on him.
Wor. Cousin, farewell :—No further go in this.

Than I by letters shall direct your course.
When time is ripe, (which will be sudilenly.)
I'll steal to Glendower and lord Mortimer;
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once,
(As I will fashion it,) shall happily meet,
To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms.
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. [trust.

North. Farewell, good brother : we shall thrive, I

Hot. Uncle, adieu :—O, let the hours be short.

Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport

!

yExei'.nt.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Rochester. An Inn-Yard.

Enter a Carrier, with a lantern in his hand.

I Car. Heigh ho ! An't be not four by the day, I'll

be hanged : Charles' wain is over the new chumiey,
and yet our horse not packed.—What, ostler 1

Ost. \lVithin.\ Anon. anon.
1 Car. I pr'ythee, Tom, beat Cut's saddle, put a

few flocks in the point ; the poor jade is wrung in the
withers out of ail cess.

Enter another Carrier.

2 Car. Peas and beans are as dank here as a dog,
and that is the next v/ay to give poor jades the bots

:

this house is turned upside down, since Robin ostler

died.
1 Car. Poor fellow \ never joyed since the price of

oats rose ; it was the death of him.
2 Car. I think this be the most villainous house in all

London road for fleas : I am stung like a tench.
1 Car. Like a tench ! by the mass, there is ne'er a

king in Christendom could be better bit than I have
been since the first cock.
2 Car. Why, they will allow us ne'er a jorden. and

then we leak in your chimney ; and your chamber-lie
breeds fleas like a loach. [come away.

1 Car. What ostler 1 come away and be hanged

;

2 Car. 1 have a gammon of bacon, and two razes of
ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing-Cross.
i Car. 'Odsbodyl the turkeys in my pannier are

quite starved.—What ostler I—A plague on thee ! hast

thou never an eye in thy head? canst not hear! An'
'twere not as good a deed as drink, to break the pate
of thee, I am a very villain.—Come and be hanged :

—

hast no faith in thee ?

Enter Gadshill.

Cads. Good morrow, carriers. What's o'clock?
I Car. I think it be two o'clock.
Gads. I pr'ythee, lend me thy lantern, to see my

gelding in the stable.
1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye : I know a trick worth

two of th.at, i' faith.

Gads. I pr'ythee, lend me thine.

iCar. Ay, when? canst tell?—Lend me thy lantern,

quotha?-marry, I'll see thee han.ged first.

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean to

come to London?
2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I

warrant thee.—Come nei.ghbour Mugs, we'll call up
the gentlemen : thev will along with company, for they
have great charge

_
[i"Ar««; Carriers.

Gads. "W'h.it, ho I chamberlain
Cham. [Within I At hand, quoth pick-purse.
Cads. That's even as fair as—at nana, quoth the
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chamberlain ; for tlioii vaiiest no more from pickintj

of purses, than ^ving direction doth from labouring
thou layest the plot how.

Enter Chamberlain.

CItam. Good morrow, master Gadsliill. It holds
current, that 1 told you yesterni;.jflit : there's a frank
Hn in the wild of Kent liatli brnucfht three hundred
r.tarks with him in gold : I heard liiui tell it to one
his cpuipaiiy, last iiisfht at supper; a kind of auditt

one that hath abundance of charge too, God kno „

what. They are up already, and call for eggs and
butter : they will away presently.
Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with saint Nicholas'

clerks. I'll give thee this neck.
C/iaiii. No, I'll none of it : I pr'ythee, keep that for

the hangman ; for I know thou worship'st saint Nicholas
as truly as a man of falsehood may.

Gac^s. Wh.at talkest thou to nie of the hangman
If I hang, I'll make a fat pair of gallows; for if _

hang, old Sir John hangs with me, and thou knowest
he's no starveling. Tut 1 tlicre are other Trojans
that thou dreamest not of, the which, for sport sake.
are content to do the profession some grace ; that
would, if matters should be looked into for their own
credit sake, make all whole. I am joined with no foot
land-rakers, no long-staff, sixpenny strikers, none of
these mad, mustachio purple-hued malt-worms ; but
with nobility and tranquillity, burgomasters and great
oneyers, such .as can hold in ; such as will strike
sooner than speak, and speak sooner than drink, and
drink sooner than pray : and yet I lie ; for they pray
continually to their saint, the commonwealth ; or,

rather, not pray to her, but prey on her, for they
ride up and down on her, and make her their boots.
Clinm. What ! the commonwealth their boots ! will

she hold out water in foul wad?
Gat^s. She will, she will; justice hath liquored her.

\\e steal as in a castle, cock-sure; we have the
receipt of fem-seed, we walk invisible.

Chain. Nay, by my faith, I think you are more be-
holden to the night, than to fern-seed, for your walking
invisible.

Gads. Give me thy hand : thou shalt have a share
in our purchase, as I am a true man.
Chain. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a

false thief.

Gads. Go to ; homo is a common name to all men.
Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of the stable.
Farewell, you muddy knave. [Examt.

SCENE l\.—T!te Road by G^AshiW.

Enter Prince Henry and Poins ; Bardolph and Peto,
at some distance.

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter : I ha\'e removed
FaLstafTs horse, and he frets like a gimimed velvet.

P. Hen. Stand close. [ They retire.

Enter FalstafT.
Fat. Poins ! Poins, and be hanged ! Poins

!

P. Hen. [Coining- fonuard. 1 Peace, ye fat-kid-
neyed rascal 1 What a brawling dost thou keep I

Fal. Where's Poins, Hal?
P. Hen. lie is walked up to the top of the hill

:

III go seek him.
[Pretends to seek Poins, and retires.

Fal. I am accursed to rob in that thieFs company
;

the rascal hath removed my horse, and tied nim 1

know not where. If I travel but four foot by the
sijuire tuthcr afoot, I shall break my w ind. Well. I

doubt not but to die a fair death <or all this, if I

'scape hanging for killijig that rogue. I have forsworn
liis company hourly any time this two-and-twenty
years, and yet I am bewitched with the rogue's com-
pany. If the r.-iscal have not given me medicines to
make nic love him, I'll be haiiged; it could not be
else; 1 have drunk medicines.— Poins!— Hall—

a

pLague upon you both 1—Bardolph 1—Peto ! Ill starve,
t-re ni rob a foot farther. An 'twere not as good a
deed as drink, to turn true man, and leave these
rogues, I am the veriest varlet that ever chewed with a
tot^th. Eight yards of un-.'vcn ground is three score
and ten miles afoot wnth me ; and the stony-hearted
» ill.iins know it well enough : ;i ulague upon 't, when
iliievcs cannot be true o.i'- lo.inotncr! [They whistle]
W hew I—A plague upon i on all I Give me my horse,
you rogues ; give me my ii'Tse, and be hangcfl.
P. lien. [Coming/oruiard.

| I'cace. ye fat-guts I lie

down ; lay thine ear close to the groun<r, and list it

thou canst hear the tread of travellers.

Fal. Have you any levers to life mc up again,
being down ? 'Sblood I Fll net b -ar mine own Hesh
so far .afoot again, for all the coin in thy father's e.\-

chequer. What a plague mean >c to colt me thus?
P. Hen. Thou liest ; thou art not colted, thou art

uncolted.
Fal. I pr'ythee, good prince Hal, help me to my

horse, good king's son.
P. Hen. Out, you rogue 1 shall I be your ostler?
Fal. Go, hang thyself in thine own heir-apparent

garters I If I be ta'en, I'll peach for this. An 1 have
iiot ballads made on you all, and sung to filthy tunes,
let a cup of sack be my poison ;—when a jest is so
forward, and afoot too I— I hate it.

Enter Gadshill.
Gads. Stand.
Fal. So I do, against my will.

Poins. O' 'tis oiir setter : I know his voice.
[Enter Bardolph and Peto.

Bard. What news ?

Gads. Case ye, case ye ; on with your visors : there's
money of the king's coming down the hill ; 'tis goingto
the king's exchequer.
Fal. "i'ou lie, you rogue ; 'tis going to the king's

tavern.
Gads. There's enough to make us all.

Fal. To be hanged.
P. Hen. Sirs, you four sh.all front them in the narrow-

lane ; Ned Poins and 1 will walk lower : if they 'scape
from your encounter, then they light on us.

Peto. How many be there of thiem ?

Gads. Some eight, or ten.
Fat. Zounds 1 will they not rob us?
P. Hen. What, a coward. Sir John Paunch J

Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your grand-
father ; but yet no coward, Hal.
P. Hen. Well, we leave that to the proof.
Poins, Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the

hedge : when thou needst him, there thou shalt find
" m. Farewell, and stand fast.

Fal. Now cannot I strike him, if I should behanged
P. Hen. [Aside to Poins.] Ned, where are our dis-

guises?
Poins. Here, hard by : stand close.

[Exeunt P. Henry and Poins.
Fal. Now my masters, happy man be his dole,

say I : every man to his business.
Enter Travellers.

1 Tra-u. Come, neighbour : the boy shall lead our
horses- down the hill ; we'll walk afoot a while, and
ease our legs.

Fal. Gaels. &-c. Stand I

Travellers. Jesu bless us 1

Fal. Strike ; down with them ; cut the villains'
throats:—ah, whoreson caterpillars! bacon-fed knaves!
they hate us youth :—down with them ; fleece them.

vellers. O I we are undone, both we and ours.
for ever.
Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves, are ye undone?

No, ye fat chuffs; I would your store 'were here I

On, bacons, on 1 What, ye knaves I young men nuist
live. You are grand-jurors are ye? AV'e'll jure ye.
i' faith. '[Exeunt Fal., Gads. Crc., driving 'the

Tr.aveUers out.

Re-enter Prince Henry and Poins, in buckram suits.

P. Hen. The thieves have bound the true men.
Now could thou and I rob the thieves, and go merrily
to London, it would be argument for a week, laughter
for a month, and .a good jest for ever.

Poins. Stand close ; I hear them coming.
( They retire.

Re.enter FalstafT. Gadshill, Bardolph, and Peto.
Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and then to

horse before day. An the prince and I'oins be not two
arrant cowards, there's no equity stirring : there's no
more valour in that Poins, than in a wild duck

P. Hen. your money 1

Poins. Villains I

[As tliey are sharing, the Prince and Poins rush
out and set ufon them. Gadshill, Bardolph.
and Peto run away : and I-"alstaff. a/ter a
blow or tJuo, runs away too, leaving (he booty
behind.

P. Hen, Got with much case. Now merrily to horse

:

The thieves are scatter'd, and posscss'd with fear
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So stronffly, that they dare not meet each other

;

Hach takes liis fellow for an officer.

Away, sfoorl Ned. Falstaff sweats to death,
And lards the lean earth as he walks along :

^Vere 't not for laughing, I should pity hini.

J^oiiis. How the rogiieroar"dI [Exeunt.

SCENK III.—Warkworth. A Room in the CastU.

llntcr Hotspur, readijt^ a lctti:r.

"—Hutfor nu'ue 07un pari, my loni, I could be ivcll
contested to be there, in respect of the love I bearyour
house."—He could be contented,—why is he not, then?
In respect of the love he bears our house :—he shows
in this, he loves his own barn better than he loves our
house. Let me see some more. " T/iepurposeyou
midertake, is dajtgerons :"•—Why, that's certain : 'tis

dar^erous to take a cold, to sleep, to drink ; but I tell

you, my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck
this flower, safety. *' Tlie purpose you iiuderta/ce, is
dangerous ; thefrier.dsyou have named, uncertain ;

t/ie time itselfunsorted ; andyour whole plot too lisrht
for the counterpoise of so great aJt opposition."—Say
you so, say you so ? I say imto you again, you are a
shallow, cowardly hind, and you lie. What a lackbrain
is this I By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as ever
was laid ; our friends true and constant : a good plot,
good friends, and full of expectation : an excellent
plot, very good friends. What ,i frosty-spirited rogue
is this I Why, my lord of York commends the plot.
and the general course of the action. 'Zounds I an I

were now by this rascal, I could brain him with his
lady's fan. Is there not my father, my uncle, and my-
self? lord Edmund Mortimer, my lord of York, and
Owen Glendower? Is there not, besides, the Doug-
l.TS? Have I not all their letters, to meet me in arriis

by the ninth of the next month? and are they not.
some of them, set forward already ? What a pagan
rascal is this ! an infidel I Ha ! you shall see now, in

very sincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the
king and lay open all our proceedings. O, I couki
divide myself, and go to buifets, for moving such a
(Ush of skimmed milk with so honourable an action !

j

Hang him I let him tell the king : we are prepared
will set forward to-night.

Enter Lady Percy.

How now, Katel I must leave you within these two
hours.

Lady. O, my good lord, why are you thus alone ?

For what offence have 1 this fortnight been
A banish'd woman from my Harry s bed ?

Tell me. sweet lord, what is 't that takes from thee
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep?
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth.
And start so often when thou sitt'st alone ?

Why hast tliou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks

;

And g^iven my treasures and my rights of thee.
To thick-ey'd musing and curs'd melancholy ?

In thy faint slumbers, I by thee have watch'd.
And neard thee murmur tales of iron wars

;

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed

;

Cry, "Courage/ to' tlu field !" — And thou hast
talk'd

Of sallies and retires, of trenches, tents,

Of palisadoes. frontiers, parapets.
Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin.
Of prisoners' ransom, and of soldiers slain.

And all the 'currents of a heady fight.

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war.
And thus hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep.
That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow,
Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream ;

And in thy face strange motions have appear'd.
Such as we see when men restrain their breath
On some great sudden hest. O, what portents are

these?
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand.
And 1 nuist know it, else he loves me not.
Hot. What, ho! [Enter Servant.] Is Gilliams with

the packet gone ?

Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago.
Hot. Hath liutler brought those horses from the

sheriff?
Serr. One horse, my lord, he brought even now.
J/ot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear. is it not ?

.Serr. It is. my lord.
Hot. 1 hat roan sluall be my throne.

Well. I will back him straight : O. csperancc !—
Bid liutler lead hiin forth into the piirk.

[Exit Ser\-ant.

I.ndy. But hear you. my lord.

Hot. What say'st thou, my lady 1

Lady. What is it carries you away ?

Hot. Why, my horse.
My love,—my horse.
Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape !

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen.
As you are toss'd with. In faith,

I'll know your business, Harry, that I will.

I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir

About his title, and hath sent for you
To line his enterprise ; but if you go.

—

Hot. So far afoot. I shall be weary, love.

Lady. Come. come, you paraquito, answer me
Directly unto this question that 1 ask :

In faith, I'll break thy little finger, Harry,
An if thou wilt not tell me all things true.

Hot. Away,
Away, you trifler !—Love ?—I love thee not,

I care not for thee, Kate ; this is no world
To play with mammets. and to tilt with lips

;

We must have bloody noses and crack'd crowns.
And pass them current too.—Gods me, my horse !

—

What say'st thou, Kate? what wouldst thou ha\c
with me ?

Lady. Do you not love me ? do you not. indeed ?

Well, do not, then ; for since you love me not,

I will not love myself. Do you not love me !

Nay, tell me if you speak in jest or no.
Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride?

And when I am on horseback, I will swear
I love thee infinitely. But hark you. Kate;
I must not have you henceforth question me
Whither I go. nor reason whereabout

;

Whither I must, I must ; and, to conclude.
This evening must 1 leave you, gentle Kate.
I know you wise ; but yet no farther wise
Than Harry Percy's wife : constant you are

;

Xjut yet a woman ; and for secrecy.
No lady closer ; for I well believe
Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know ;

And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate.
Lady. How ! so far?
Hot. Not an inch further. But, hark you. Kate

;

Mhither I go. thither shall you go too

;

To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you.

—

Will this content you, Kate ?

Lady. It must, of force.

[Exeunt

SCENE IV.—Eastcheap. A Room in the Boar's
Head Tavern.

Enter Prince Henry.

P. Hen. Ned. pr'jthee. come out of that fat room,
and lend me thy hand to laugh a little.

Enter Poins.
Poins. Where hast been, Hal ?

P. Hen. With three or four loggerheads, amongst
three or four score hogsheads. I have sounded the
very base string of numiUty. Sirrah. I am sworn
brother to a leasn of drawers ; and can call them all

by their Christian names, as— Tom. Dick, and
Francis. They taice it already upon their salvation,
that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am the
king of courtesy ; and tell me flatly I am no proud
Jack, like Falstaff; but a Corinthian, a lad of mettle,
a good boy. (by the Lord, so they call me.) and when
I am King of England. I shall command .ah the good
lads in Eastclieap. Thej- call drinking deep, dying
scarlet ; and when you breathe in your wateruig. they
cry " Hem !" and bid you play it off.—To conclude. I

am so good a proficient in one quarter of an hour,
that I can drink with any tinker in his own language
during iny life. I tell tliee, Ned, thou hast lost much
honour, tliat thou wert not with me in this action.
But, sweet Ned.—to sweeten whicK name of Ned, I

jjive thee this pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now
into my hantl by an underskinkcr, one that never
spake other English in his life, than—" Eight shillings
atui sixpence," and—" Vou are •welcome," with this

shrill addition,— '* Ation, anon, sir ! Score a pint of
bastard in the Half-moon," or so :—But. Ned. to

drive away the time till Falstaff come, I pr'ythee. do
thou stand in some By-room, while I question my ,

puny drawer to what end he gave me the sugar ; and

I
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" Francis 1" that his tale
anon." Step aside, and

{Exit Poins.

du tlioii nocr Iea\c caninsj
to me niity be nothinjj butj
rn show thee a precedent.
Poiiis.

(
Going. ] Francis 1

P. Hen. Thou art perfect.
Poiiis. [Goin^.l Francis !

Enter Fr.^ncis.
F»-/r«. Anon, anon, sir.—Look down into the Pome-

^ranate, Kaljjh.
P. Hen. Come hitlier, Francis.
Fran. My lord.
P. Hen. How lon.^ hast thou to serve, Francis?
FruH. Forsooth, hve years, and as much as to—Poms. [ll-tthiii.\ F'rancisI
Fran. Anon, anon, sir.
P. Hen. Five years 1 by V lady a Ion? lease for thechnkmg of pe\vter. But, Fr.incis, dafest thou be sn

valiant as to play the coward with thy indenture, andshow It a fair pair of heels and run from it?

u,v^"x "^ '"'''•
f'f'

I"" be sworn upon all the books
ni tngland I could find m my heart—
Poins. [ll-ii/n,:.] Francis!
Fran. Anon, anon, sir.

P. Hen. How old art thou, Francis?

be'lT""'
^^^ "'^ see,—about Michaelmas next I shall

Poins. [Jl'it/iin.] Francis I

Fran. Anon, sir.-Pray you, stay a little, my lord.
P. Hen. Nay, but hark you, Fiftncis ; for the suearthou jfavest me-twas a pennyworth, was 't not tFran U lord, sir, I would it had been two.
P. Hen I will !^ve thee for it a thousand pound :ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalt have it
Poins. [ll-ii/iin] Francis!
Pran. Anon, anon.
P. Hen. Anon, Francis? No, Francis ; but to-mor-row, iraiicis; or, Francis, on Thursday; or, indeed,

1 rancis, when thou wilt. But, Francis—
Fra?i. My lord ?

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathern.jerkin, crystal-
button, nott-pated, agfate-riiig. puke-stocking, caddis
garter, sniooth-ton,s,nie, Spanish-pouch—

J- ran. O lord, sir, who do you mean ?

nnlJ^l'i
.^'•y/heii, your brown bastard is youronly dnnk tor, look you, Francis, your white canvas

somtich
""^

=
'"^"''^' ^''- '* <^^""°' '=™"^^°

Fran. Wliat, sir ?
Poins. [IVithin.] Francis I

thfm''^'?
^"'^^' ^°" ''°^'"'

'
°°^' """^ ""' '"^^'^

[Here they both callhim ; Francis stands
ama:ed, not kntnvin^-whie/i-aiay to ro

tr- J ,ir.
Enter WTAwar.

rnliinl^? ^X?'^'' ^'f
"dest thou stiU, and hearest such a

V? I *^i T:.''SH \° «he quests within. \Hxit Fran I

the door ; shall 1 let them in ?
P. Hen I-et them alone a while, and then open thedoor. [Ajr/ZVuitner.) Poins I

"ptu uie

.
Re-enUr Poins,

Potns. Anon, anon, sir.

-.r^'-,i'fh'
?'"'^''- Fa'staff and the rest of the riiie^ esarc at the door ; shall we be merry ?

Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye •

the drawer? come, what sth,. i.i=.,»v

271

the drawer? come, what 's the issue.
P. Hen. I am now of aU humours. 'tltat have show dthemselves humours, since the old days of «oodinanAdam to the pm.il a^e of this present'^twelve o'clock

Whai v".'^Hn.L
'p''"'^ ":""" ^"^'"ge. -wUh J:«^.iwnat s u clock, h rancis? '

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. ^n~ii
P. Hen. That ever this fellow should have fewerwords han a parrot, and yet the son of a wom.anill, industry is-up-st.iirs and down-stairs- his elo.|uence-the parceiof a reckoning. lannotvetof

m?Si'„e"sii'','r';"'"^'V"
"f ";^ '^^°«''

=
he tharkiHsl

r^sh^s hi 1,.^'n 1 '""-"i
'^"'"'^ "' J*"«^ " •' I'reakfast,washes his hands, and says to h s wife,—" Fie uiou

ts'she' "^',' ' """" '^T'^
'

'' '"y^oeetHa^y-
Live my roan Iwrse a dreneJ,: says he ami i

Z^A-ii\1^ prythec call m I'alstaff: III play Percv

wife "?• J?!^'"/'* "'^T *'V'"
Pl'-'y <!«"<= ^/ortLcr hT:

fa »ilow.
"^' ""• ''"'"''•"•''• t^U i" ribs, oill

Enter Falst.iff, Gadshill, Hardolph, and Peto

;

Jol/o7wd 6y ymncis, 7vit/i ivine.
Joins W elcome, Jack : where hast thou been?
Eal. A plague of all cowards, I say, and a ven-

geance too ! marry, and amen I-Give me a cup ef
sack, boy.—Ere I le.-«l this life long. Til sew nether-
stocks, and mend them, and foot them too. A plap-uc
of all cowards !—Give me a cup of sack, rogue —Is
there no virtue extant? [Hedrinis
.

{'; ^.f"--P)'}'{^ *''°" ""S^'er see Titan kiss a dish of
liutter .' pitiful-hearted butter, that melted at thesweet tale of the sun 1 if thou didst, then behold thatcompound.
.

Fal You rogue, here 's lime in this sack too : tkere
is nothing but roguery to be found in villainous man :yet a coward is worse than a cup of sack with lime in
It,—a villainous coward.—Go thy ways, old Tack diewhen thou wilt, if manhood, good manhood, be not
forgot upon the face of the earth, then am I a shotten
herring. There live not three good men nnhan^'ed
in England

; and one of them is fat, and grows 6ld :ood help the while! a bad world, I say 1 would I

I

were a weaver ; I could sing psalms or anything A
I

plague of all cowards, I say still.
*

i

& ?".', ^°^^ "°'^' wool-sack I what mutter you ?Pal A kin.^s son ! If I do not be.it thee out of tl-.vkingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all tliv
subjects afore thee liks a flock of wild t^eese I'llnever wear hair on my face more. You Prince of

n V „.,. ,
[matter?' J/"'- ^^ hy. you whoreson round man, what "s the

Pal^ Are you not a coward? answer me to that:and Poms there ?

I Poins. -Zoirndst ye fat paunch, an ye call metoward, 1 11 stab thee.

T '^fi';!,'
'^^" *^1 coward I I'll see thee damned ere

,

I call thee coward : but I would give a thousand pound
I could run as fast as thou canst, -i'ou are straighenough in the shoulders, you care not who sees yourback: caU you that backing of your friends? Aplague upon such backing ! give me them that will

P Ir^; o^- u •
, ., ,•

t"^"" drunkest last.
P. Htn. O villain I thy lips are scarce wiped since

cow^dststm''s"aVh '• '^•^""'"^'J Aplagueofall

P. Hen. What s the matter?
Fal Whatjs the matter! there be four of us herehaj e ta en a thousand pcnind this day morning
? ^"ilu

^^^^'^ 's it. Jack ? where is it ?

,

fal. Where is it ! taken from us it is; a hundred
I

upon poor f.jur of us.
nuimrcu

I

P. Hen. What, a hundred, man?

la rwtn^ff^lif
"^"''

'i ' """^ ""' at half-sword with

bv n,?r,.l r"'
"''' .houfs.together. I have 'scap'dby miracle, i nm eight times thrust through thedoublet, four through the hose ; my buckler cutthrough and through; my sword hacked like a han -

^Zrr^»' ">-'"'!"' ' I "ever dealt better since I was a

TT/;^^J'°''^'^J"'%'^Z- '^ P'-^S^e °f ^" cowards!

t7,?.i, ^h '^P*^'^/ -^ ^^"^ "P^^"*^ "^o-'e "T less than
trutli they are villains, and the sons of darkness

/. Hen. Speak, sirs; how was it?
(,ads.JWc four set upon some dozen,—
Eal. Sixteen, at least, my lord.
Gads. And bounrl them.
Peto. No, no, they were not bound.

tl'm': or°i'a'n".^aTei!irserrEte%t^'^^ "'"" ''

nifntjt i^o^u"!"
*"""'-'• ^°-"« ='"

"""^^n'Jj,-;-

^"/>,^" U'i'"l'T"''/'"-"
'«.'•,'"•<' then come in the

r /Til ,.''"• '^""S''^ y W't'' tlieni all?
/•"/. All! I know not what ye call .all- but if I

^.lurht not with fifty of them, I ani a bunc of d sh

lick tlien'nn t'„"7 "'
l^""""

P"'' ^^ "Po.i poor old
J.ick, then am I no two-legged creature.

.>f t'heiiT' "^ ^'"'' ^°" ' ""' "uirdercd some

tw^"of ^^^Z^,.?'f
"=" '"{*' P'-'y"'^' *" = I have pepperedt»o o( them; two, I am sure, I have paid: tworogues in buckram suits. I tell thee what, Hal, if I

!.;•'
i'ff

^ "e spit in my face, c.ll iiie horie. Thou
m M.tt "%• "'' "''"'

• •
""-'e ' l^'y. «'«1 tl'us I bore

>' Vr i.'/u'"'
'y^^"""" '" buckr-.m let drive at ine,_

Pouts. Ay, ay, he said four



272 FIRST FART OF KING HENRY IV. Act 2.

Fttl, These four caiue all a-froiit, aiid mainly tliriisl

at ine. I made me no more ado, but took all tlieir

seven points in my target, thus.

P. Hen. Swen J why, there were but four even now.
Fat. In buckram.
PoLiis. Ay, four, in buckram suits.

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else.

P. Hen. Pr'ythee, let him alone ; we shall have
more anon.
Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal!
P. Hen. Ay, and mark thee too. Jack'.

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. Tht;se
nine in buckram, that I told thee of,

—

P. Hen. So, two more already.
Fal. Their points being broken,

—

Poins. Down fell their hose.
Fal. Beg;m to give me ground : but I followed me

close, came in, foot and hand ; and with a thought,
seven of the eleven I paid.
P. Hen. O monstrous ! elevati buckram men grown

out of two.
Fal. But, as the devil would have it, three misbe-

gotten knaves, in Kendal green, came at my back, and
let drive at me ;—for it was so dark, Hal, that thou
couldst not see thy hand,

P. Hen. These lies are like the father that begets
them,—gross as a mountain, open, palpable. \\ hy,

thou clay-brained guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou
wlioreson, obscene, greasy tallow-keech,

—

Fal. What, art thou mad 'i art thou mad ? is not the
truth the truth?
P. Hen. Why, how couldst thou know these men in

Kendal green, when it was so dark thou couldst not
see thy hand J come, tell us j'our reason : what sayest
thou to this ?

Poins. Come, your reason. Jack,—your reason.
Fal. What, upon compulsion t No : were I at the

strappado, or all the racks in the world, I would not
tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason on compul-
sion I if reasons were as plentj' as blackberries, I would
give no man a reason upon compulsion, I.

P. Hen. I'll be no longer guilty of this sin ; tliis san-

guine coward, this bed-presser, this horse-back-
breetker, this huge hill of flesh,

—

Fal. Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, you dried
neat's tongue, bull's pizzle, you stock-fish,—O for

breath to utter what is like thee !—you tailor's yard,
you sheath, you bow-case, you vile standing tuck,

—

P. Hen. Well, breathe awhile, and then to it again

:

and when thou hast tired thyself in base comparisons,
hear me speak but this.

Poins. Klark, Jack.
P. Hen. We two saw you four set on four ; you bound

the'm, and were master of their wealth.—Mark now,
how a plain tale shall put'you)down —Then did we tw*
set on you four ; and, with a word, out-faced you from
your prize, and have it ; yea, and can show it you here
in the house :—and, Falstaff, you carried your guts
away as nimbly, mth as quick dexterity, and roared
for mercy, and still ran and roared, as ever I heard
bull-calf. What a slave art thou, to hack thy sword as

thou hast done, and then say, it was in fight I What
trick, what de\nce, what starting-hole, canst thou now
tind out, to hide thee from this open and apparent
shame ?

Poins. Come, let's hear. Jack ; what trick liast thou
now?
Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he that

made ye. Why, hear ye, my masters : was it for me
to kill the heir-apparent ? Should I turn upon the true

prince V Why, thou knowest I am as valiant as Her-
cules : but beware instinct ; the lion will not touch the

true prmce. Instinct is a great matter ; I was a coward
on instinct 1 shall think the better of myself and thee,

during my life ; I for a valiant Hon, and thou for a true

prince. But, by the lord, lads, I am glad you have tile

money.—[ To tlu Hostess -mithin.X Hostess, clap to

the doors;—watchtonight, pray to-morrow.—Gallants,
lads, boys, hearts of gold, all the titles ofgood fellow-

ship come to you ! \\'hat, shall we be merry? shall we
have a play extempore ?

P. Hen. Content ;—and the argument shall be, thy
running away
Fal. Ah, no more of that, Hal. an thou lovest me

!

Fnter Hostess.
Host. My lord the prince,

—

P. Hen. How now, my lady the bCttcss 1 what sayest

Uiou to me ?

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of lln

court at door would speeik with you : he says he comes
from your father.

P. Hen. Give him as much as will make him a royal
man, and send him back again to my mother.
Fal. What manner of man is he?
Host. An old man.
Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight

Shall I give him his answer J

P. Hen. Pr'ythee, do. Jack.
Fal. 'Faith, and I'll send him packing. \Exit
P. Hen. Now, Sirs:—by'r lady, you fought fair—so

did you, Peto ; —so did you, Bardolph : you are lions
too, you ran away upon instinct, you will not touch the
true prince ; no,—fie I

Bard. 'Faith I ran when I saw others run.

P. Hen. 'Faith, tell me now in earnest,—how cainc
FalstatTs sword so hacked ?

Peto. Why, he hacked it with his dagger ; and said
he would swear truth out of England", but he would
make you believe it was done in fight ; and persuaded
Hs to do the like.

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear-grass,
to make them bleed ; and then to beslubber our gar-
ments with it, and to swear it was the blood of true
men. I did that I did not this seven year before,
— I blush to hear his monstrous devices.

P. Hen. Q villain ! thou stolest a cup ofsack eighteen
years ago, and weft taken \vith the manner, and ever
since thou hast blushed extempore. Thou hadst fire

and sword on thy side, and yet thou ran'st away ; what
instinct hadst thou for it ?

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors 1 do you
behold these e.\halatious ?

P. Hen. I do.
Bard. What think you they portend?
P. Hen. Hot livers and cold purses.
Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken.
P. Hen. No, if rightly taken, halter.—Here comes

lean Jack, here conies \)ax&-\>on'i.—{Re-enter Falstaff.
|

How now, my sweet creature of bombast! How
long is't ago. Jack, since thou sawest thine own
knee ?

Fal. My own knee I when I was about thy years.
Hal, I was not an eagle's talon in the waist ; I could
have crept into any Alderman's thumb-ring : a plague
ofsighing iuid grief I it blows a man up like a bladder.

—There's villainous news abroad : here was Sir John
Bracy from your father ; you must to the court in the
morning. That same mad fellow of the north, Percy

;

and he ef Wales, that gave Amaimon the bastinado,
and made Lucifer cuckold, and swore the devil his

true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh hook,—what
a plague, call you him 'l

—
Poins. O, Glendower.
Fal. Owen, Owen,—the same ; and his son-in-law,

Mortimer ; and old Northumberland ; and that sprightly
Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs o' horseback up a
hill perpendicular,^

P. Hen. He that rides at high speed, and with his

pistol kills a sparrow flying.

Fal. You have hit it.

P. Hen. So did he never the sparrow.
Fal. Well, that rascal hath good metal in him ; he

will not run.
P. Hen. Why. what a rascal art thou, then, to praise

him so for running ?

Fal. O' horseback, ye cuckoo ! but, afoot, lie will

not budge a foot.

P. Hen. Yes, Jack, upon instinct.

Fal. I grant ye, upon instinct.—Well, he is there
too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue-caps
more : Worcester is stolen away to-night ; thy father's

beard is turned white with tlie news : you may buy
land now as cheap as stinking mackarel.

P. Hen. Why then, it is like, if there come a hot
June, and this civil buffetmg hold, we shall buy
maidenheads as they buy hob-nails, by the hundreds.
Fal. By the mass, lad, thou sayest true ; it is like,

we shall have good trading that way,— lint tell me,
Hal, art thou not horribly afeardv thou being heir-

apparent, could the world pick thee out three sucli

enemies again, as that fiend Douglas, tli.it spirit Percy,

and that devil Glendower? Art thou not horribly

afraid? doth not tliy blood thrill at it ?

" P. Hen. Not a whit, i' faith ; I lack some of thy

instinct
Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow«
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nheii thou coincst to thy father : if thou love me,
(iraclise an answer.

P. Hen. Do tliou stand for my father, and examine
nie upon the paruculars of my life.
Fat Shall I » content :—this chair shall be my state,

this clasger my sceptre, and tliis cushion my crown.
/. Hen. Thy state is taken for a joint-stool, thy

uolden sceptre for a leaden daijijer, and thy preciou
rich cron-n for a pitiful bald crown I

F,!l. Well, an the lire of grace be not quite out of
;h<.c, now shalt thou be moied.—Give me a cup of
s.ick, to make rame eyes look red, that it may be
,'"',?. '.".ave wept

; for I nmst speak in passion, and
1 will do It m kmg Cambyses' vein.

/'. Hen. Well, here is my le^'.

Fal. And here is my speech.—Stand aside, nobUity.

r,-^, ''^^^ • ^'"* '^ excellent sport, i' faith I

bLtl. Weep not, sweet queen ; for trickling tears
are vain.

{f'-J''-
O' "'? ff*er ! how he holds his countenance

;

tal. tor Gods sake, lords, convey my uistful
queen

;

I'or tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes
Host. O rare I he dotli it as like one ' of these

harlotry players as ever 1 see 1

1 "^l";
y^'^'^' Sood pint-pot I peace, j^ood tickle-

brati!—Harry, I do not only marvel where thou
spendest thy time, but also how thou art accoin-
Iianied

:
for Uiough the camomile, the more it is

trodden on, the faster it grows, yet youth, the more it
IS wasted, the sooner it wears. That thou art my son,
I have partly thy mother's word, partly my own
opinion

:
but chiefly, a villainous trick of thine eye,and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, that doth

warrant me. If, then, thou be son to me, here lies the

Gu"^f 'r"J.^'' ""^i"^ ^™ '° "'^' art thou so pointed at?
bha^l the blessed sun of heaven prove a micher, and
eat blackberries f a question not to be asked. Shall
the son of Engkuid prove a thief, and take pursesV a
question to be asked. There is a thing. Harry, which
thou hast often heard of, and it is known to many in
our land by the name of pitch : this pitch, as ancient
writers do report, doth defile ; so doth the company
thou keeppt

: for, Harry, now I do not speake to thee
in drmk, but m tears; not in pleasure, but in pas- r. Hen Gtsion; not m words only, but in woes also :-and yet walk up alx,ere IS a virtuous man. whom I have often noted in ami good consciencethy conipanv but I know not his name. ftnajesty ? " '

" '=°»*':"^n<:'-

h' /a"'
°^' manner of iiian, an it hke y

27.^

hat. A goodly portly man. i" faith, and a corpulent

:

of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, aiid a most noble
carnage

; and, as I thmk, his age some fifty, or, by r
lady, inchnmg to threescore ; and now I rememberme his name IS Falstaff-; if that man should belewdly given, he deceiveth me; (or, Harrj', I see
virtue m his looks. If, then, the tree may be knownby the fruit, .ns the fruit by the tree, then, peremp-
only I speak It, there isvirtue in that Falstafi": himkeep with, the rest banish. And tell me now, thounaughty varlet, teU me, where hast thou been thismonth y

P- Hen. Dost thou speak like a kingt Do thou
stand for me, and 111 play my father

/;^2/. Depose me? if thou ciost it half so gravely, so
majestically, both m word and matter, hang me up by
Ihe heels for a rabbit-sucker, or a poulter's hare.
P. Hen. W'kW. here I am set.
FcU And here I stand :---judge, my masters.
£ / ,".• ^",'V

"^'.'y' wl'tiicecomeyou?

^''tr
'^'y "°'''<= '"'' ffm Kastcheap.

^U/ 'cv.!
"."""'P'?"".^ ' J"^ "^thee are grievous,

.-^f ^'''°°''' 'ny iTd. they are false :-iiay. I'll
tickle ye for a young prince, i' faith.

P. Hen Swearest thou, ungracious boy? henceforthneer look on ine. Thou art violently carriec? away

Whv rlol, ,f,

'"^"'-^ tnii of man is thy companion.
.L/i 1," "'.""

"'i^'-'iV^ >"''' 'hat trunk of humours,

d OD^l "/I,t" h''
"f ^<-'\'li"S''^. that swoln parcel of

ctoa'kbaWnf
' ,"^"",1 •i"'"'"^'!

of sack, that stuffedc.oalc-t)ag of ^its that roasted Maim ngtree ox withthe pueiaing m his belly, that revereiPd V'ice tl 1

^Vherei'n'i"T-
""' ^'fr ™'^''"- «hat Vanity i.Veas

U.\ ^^^^rZ^S^':^^^^l:^'^^^ ;-;;;
Ar^hoviesrana-^ack after suppe;

wherein worthy, but iu uoUiiiig J

all tluii>,s?| Item '--

Fal. I would your grace would take me with you •

whom means your grace V

P. Hen. That villainous abominable misleaderof
youth, 1-alstaft. that old white-bearded Satan.
tal. My lord, the man I know.
P. Hen. I know thou dost.
Fal But to say, I know more harm in huii than in

myself were to say more than I know. That he is
old, (the more the pity,) his white hairs do witness it;
but that he is, (saving your reverence,) a whorc-
master, that I utterly deny. If sack and sugar be a
mult, God help the wicked ! If to be old ai'id merrybe a sin, then many an old host that I know, isdamned : if to be fat be to be hated, then Pharaoh's
lean kine are to be loved. No, iny good lord ; banish
Feto, banish Bardolph. banish Poins : but, for sweet
Jack F^stafT, kind Jack Falstaff, true Jack Falstaff,
valiant Jack Falstaff, and therefore more valiant
being, as he is, old Jack Falstaff, banish not him thy
Harry s company, banish not him thy Harry's coiii-
pany .-—banish plump Jack, and banish all the world
P. Hen. I do, I will. [A knoekin^ heard,

[h.xeunt Hostess. Francis, and Bardolph
Re-enter Bardolph, rnnninj^.

Bard. O, my lord, my lord I the sheriff, with a most
monstrous watch, is at the door.
Fal. Out, you rogue I Play out the play : I have

much to say in the behalf of that Falstaff.
Re-enter Hostess.

Host. O Jesu ! my lord, my lord !

—

,: i^'i
"",'• "eigh, heigh

! the devU rides upon a
fiddlestick : what s the matter ?

Host. The sheriff and all the watch are at the door
they are come to search the house. Shall I let them

/•a/ Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true pi«ce
ofgold a counterfeit: thou art essentially mad, with-
out seeming so.
P. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without instinct.
J-al I deny your tmrjor : if you will deny the

.heriff, so: if not, let him enter: if I become not a
cart as well as another man, a plague on my bringing
up I I hope I shall as soon be strangle;! with a halter
as another.

P. Hen. Go, hide thee behind the arras :—the rest" -'— -' my masters, for a true face,

F,^ Both which I have had ; but tlieir date is out,and therefore 1 11 hide me.

P H. , !,'^>'',""'l''':if<f*'''''« Prince 3«<f Poins.
P. Hen. Call m the sheriff.

•£«'''•'• Sheriff <j«(^ Carrier
Now, master sheriff, what's your will with me'

i//«-. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue aiid cryMath follow d certain men into this house
/-". Hen. What men ?
.'iher. One ofthem is weU known, my gracious lordA gross fat man.

^,i"'t, --L ^^ '^' a^ butter.
J

. Hen. The nian, I do assure you, is not here ;For I myself at tins time have employed hun.Ami, sheriff I will engage my word to thee,
,: "'''V i."'"'' "y to-morrow dinner-time,
bend hun to answer thee, or any man
1- or anything he shall be charg'd withal

:

Aiu so, let me entreat you leave the house.
.S-Af^. I wUl, my lord. There are two gentlemenHave m this robbery lost three hundred marks

u l-Mi '""^y'^'^.f :
"f he have robbd these men,lie SI1.UI be answerable ; and so. farewell

S/ter. Good night, my noble lord
P. Hen. I think it is good-morrow, is It not ?
^iier. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o'clock.

P If... Tl.! 1

f^>f,««' Sheriff.,W Carrier.

r n I

This oily rascal is known as well as Paul's.Go call hmi forth [snorting like a horse.
Potns. Fa staff1-fast asleep {>ehind tlie arras, and/

.
Hen. H.-irk, how hard he fetches breath. Search

his pockets. [Vomsseareiies.^ What hast thou found

r

J""'/. Nothing but papers, my lord.
/

.
Hen. Let s see what they be : read them.Poms. {Reads.

\

Item, A Capon . . .

:m, Sauce ....
Sack, two imIIoiis

, Bread
P. Hen. Omoiistrousl but one'h.-ilf.i.ei'mywurth of

2J. 2d.

id.
5<-. a/.
2J-. dd.
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bread to this intolerable dmH of sack !—What there is
L-lse, keep close ; we'll read it at more advantage
1 here let hun sleep till day. I'll to the court in the
morainif ; we must aU to the wars, and thy place shall
r>e honourable. I'll procure tliis fat roa-ue a charire of
toot; and. I know, his death will be a mardh of
twelve-score. 1 he money shall be paid back

Aci ^.

twelve-score. The money shall be paid back a<»ain
witli advantage. Be with me betimes in the mornino-

;

*nrt so good morrow, Poins.
Poi/is. Good morrow, good my lord. [Exiienf.

ACT III.

SCENE 1.—Bangor. A Room in tlis Archdeacon's
Hoitse.

I- liter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and Glen-
dower.

Mort. These pronuses are fair, the parties sure,
-ind our mduction full of prosperous hope.

tloi. Lord Mortimer, and cousin Glendower, will
vou sit down !—And, uncle Worcester :—a plague uponu I I have forgot the map.

Gleiid. No, here it is.

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur ;i-or by that name, as oft as Lancaster
JJoth speak of you.
His cheek looks pale, and with a rising- sieh.Ho wisheth you in heaven.
Hot And you in heU, as oft as he hears OwenGlendower spoke of.

(;&«c?. I cannot blame him : at my nativity.The front of heaven was full of fiery shapesfOfburmng cressets
; and at mv birth,

ii , -^^^ ^"'^ '"'S^ foundation of the earth
Sli.ik d like a coward.

Hot. Why, so it would have done at the sameseason,
11 your mothers cat had but kitten'd, though yourselfhad never been born.

:

^iJ^'."^\
^ f^'"

"^'^ '^'* ^^^ »'-'''<« "I'en I was bom. I

Hot. And I say the earth was not ofmy mind, Iyo" ^iPPpse as fearing you it shook. (tremble.

lFI n u
^ heavens were all on fire, the earth did

Hot. O, then the earth shook to see the heavens onAnd not in fear of your nativity. ffire
Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth
In strange eruptions ; oft the teeming earth
Is with a kind of colic pinch'd and vex'dBy the imprisoning of unruly wind
Within her wonib ; which, for enlargement striving,
Shakes the old beldam earth, and topples down
Steeples, and moss-grown towers. At your birthOurgrandam earth, having this distemperature.
In passion shook.

Clciid. Cousin, of many men
1 do not bear these crossings. Give me leaveTo tell you once again.—that at my birth,
The front of heaven was fiill of fiery shapesThe goats ran from the mountains, and the herdsWere strangely clamorous to the fritrhted fields
1 hose sigiis have mark'd me extraordinary :And all the courses of my life do show,
I am not in the roll of common men
4},''<i''V.^he living,—clipp'd in with the sea
That chides the banks of Enjjland, Scotland, Wales,-
. 1 ,

* '^^^'^ ™^ f"P''- °'' '^a* read to me ?And bring him out, that is but woman's son.Can trace me in the tedious ways of art,And hold me pace in deep exi^eriments.
Hot.\ think there is no man speaks better Welsh -

1 11 to dinner.

']l">''-^f''^''''-
cousin Percy ! you will make him mad.

,',",„? "^^'^ '^''" *P'"'^ '^fo'" "'e vasty deep.
Hot. Why, so can I, or so can any man

But will they come, when you do call for them?
G/f«rf. Why, I can teach thee, cousin, to coimnand

the devil.

Hot KuA I can teach thee, coz, to shame the devil,—Ey telling truth : tell truth, and shame the devil
If thou have power to raise him, bring him hither •

And I'll be sworn, I have power to shame him heiice
O, while you live, tell truth, and shame the devil I

"

Mort. Come, come.
No more of this unprofitable chat.

G<fe«rf Three times hath Henry Boliiigbrokc inaile
head

Aaainst my power; thrice from the banks of Wye,

And sandv-boHom'd Severn, have I sent him
Bootless hiiiiie, and weather-beaten back
Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather too!How scapes he agues, in the devil's name!
G/wrf. Come, here's the man : shall we divide our

right,

.A.ccording to our three-fold order ta'en ?
Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it

Into three limits, very equally :—
England, from Trent ajid Severn hitherto.
By south and east is to my part assioTi'd

^"^''.w'Jl'"'?' '^Y'^',^^'
beyond the Se%em'shore.And all the fertile land within that boundTo Owen Glendower :-and, dear coz, to you

I he remnant north, lying off from Trent
^Jl- °"; Jpdentures tripartite are drawn ;Which being seated interchangeably,
(A business that this night may execute,)

:
To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I,

[

And my good lord of Worcester, wiU set fortli

I

i o meet your father and the Scottish power,
,

As IS appcmted us, at Shrewsbury.
My father Glendower is not ready yet
L^?"" *a'' '^e need his help these fourteen days:-
iL/oGlend.] Withm that space you may have drawn

together
Your tenants friends, and neighbouring gentlemen.

L,le>td. A shorter time shall send me to" you, lords •

And in my conduct shall your ladies come

;

I

Prom whom you now must steal, and take no leave

:

For there will be a world of water shed.
Upon the parting of your wives and you
Hot. Methhiks my moiety, north from Burton here.

In quantity equals not one of yours

:

!

See how this river comes me cranking in,
.\nd cuts me from the best of all ray landA huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out.

A 1^'^ "'? current in this place damm'd up :And here the smug and silver Trent shall run
1
In a new channel, fair and evenly

:

It shall not ivind with such a deep indent,
1 o rob me of so rich a bottom here
GYwo-. Not wind? it shaU, it must; you see, it doth.Mort. Yea, but mark how he bears his course, and

runs me up
With like advantage on the other side ;Gelding the opposed continent as much,
.Is on the other side it takes from you

IVor. Yea, but a little charge will trench him here.And on this north side win this cape of land :.\nd then he runs straight and even.
Hot. I'll have it so ; a little charge will do it
Glend. I will not have it alter'd

"f- „ ,
WUInotyou?

Glcnd. No, nor you shall not.

^fj. J -uri, .1. . .„ ,
^^''° s''^" say me nay^

Gletid. Why, that will I.
11

<ii{'li v -11- ,
^'-' "^ "°' ""derstand you, then

;Speak It m W elsh.
Glend. I can speak English, lord, as well as you ;

t- or I was train d up in the Ensjlish court

:

Where, being but young, I fraftied to the harpMany an English ditty.lovely well.
And gave the tongue an helpful ornament,—A virtue that was never seen in you

T ^"i' ^^"y- 3nd I'm glad of it with all my heart

:

I had rather be a kitten, and cry mew,
Chan one of these same metre ba!lad-mon<^ers •

1 had rather hear a brazen canstick tura'df

« 5 , ^ wheel grate on the axle-tree :And that would set my teeth nothine on edsfe,
iNotlung so much .as mincing poetry :—
Tis hke the forc'd gait of a shufflinsf nair.
Glend. Cnnif \-on c>nll Vi-,...^ 1-—„* ........1W<?««r. Come, you shall have Trent turn'd.

1..1 „i',. . ,, .
, , ,

I do not care:
111 givc^thrice as much land to any well-deserving

But in the w.-iy of bargain, mark you mc,
1 li cavil on the ninth part of a hair
Are the indentures drawn! shall we be gone'
Glend. The moon sliines fair; you may away by

I'll haste the writer, and withal,
Break with your wives of your dc^).i^ture lience.
I am afraid my daughter will run 111,1,1.
So much she doteth on.her .Mortimer VExil

llT\ r ?,'„''?"^i!"
^"''^'

' ''°'i''
>"" ^'"^'' n-y father iHot. I comiot choose • sometimes he angers me
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With telling me of the nioljwarp ami the ant,
I If tlie dreamer Merlin ami his prophecies.
And of a dragon and a fiiiless fish,

A clip-wingd gritSn and a moulten raven,

A couching lioa aa<-l a ramping cat.

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff

As puts me from my faith. 1 11 tell you what,

—

He held me. last night, at least nine hours,
In reckoning up the sevenil devils' names.
That were' his lackeys: I cried, " Humph," and

" Well, go to.

"

But niark'd him not a word. O. he"s as tedious
As a tired horse, a railing wife ;

Worse than a smoky house :—I had rather live

With cheese and garlick in a windmill, far.

Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me
In any summer-house in Christendom.
Mart. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman

;

Exceedingly well read, and profited
1 n strange concealments : valiant as a lion.

And wondrous affable, and as bountiful
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, cousin?
He holds your temper in a high respect.
And curbs himself even of his natural scope.
When you do cross his humour ; 'faith, he does

:

I warrant you, that man is not alive,

Might so have tempted him as you have done.
Without the taste of danger and reproof:
But do not use it oft, let me entreat you.

ll'or. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful-blame
;

And since your coming hither have done enough
To put him quite beside his patience.
You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault

:

Though sometimes it show greatness, courage,
blood,

(And that's the dearest grace it renders you,)
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage.
Defect of manners, want of government.
l*ride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain :

The least of which, haunting a nobleman.
I.oseth men's hearts, and leaves behind a stain
I'pon the beauty of all parts besides,
Beguiling them of commendation. [speed !

Hoi. Well, 1 am school'tl : good manners be y
Here come our wives, and let us take our leave.
J<e-<iiter Glendower, wil/i Lady Mortimer aiiri Lady

Percy.
Mort. This is the deadly spite that angers me,

—

My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh.
C.Und. My daughter weeps : she will not part with

She'll be a soldier too, she'll to the wars. [you ;

Mort. Good father, tell her that she and my aunt
Shall follow in your conduct speedily. (Percy,

I Glendower j/frtAi- to Lady Mortimer in
li'elsh^ and she aiisTvers hijn in tlte

same.
Gleiid. She's desperate here; a peevish sclf-will'd

harlotry, one
That no persuasion can do good upon.

[.V/it- speaks to Mortimer in Welsh.
Mort. I understand thy looks ; that pretty Welsh

A\ hich thou pour'st down from these swelling heavens,
I am too perfect in ; and, but for shame.
In such a parley would I answer thee.

\She speaks again.
I understand thy kisses, and thou mine.
And that's a feeling disputation :

But I will neicr be a truant, love.
Till I have learn'd thy language ; for thy tongue
Makes Welsh as sweet as ditties highly penn'd.
Sung by a fair queen in a summer's bower.
With ravishing division, to her lute.

C/end. Nay, if you melt, then will she run mad.
[L;idy Mortimer speaks again

Start. O. I am ignorance itself in this I

Giend. She bids you on the wanton rushes lay you
down.

And rest your gentle head upon her lap.
And she will sing the song that pleaseth you.
And on your eye-lids crown the god of sleep,
Charining your Mood with pleasing heaviness;
Making such difference betwixt wake and sleep.
As is the difference betwixt day and night.
The hour before the he.ivenly-harness'd team
Begins his golden jirogress in the east.
Mort. With all my heart 111 sit and hear her sine

:

ijy tl<at time will our book, I think, be drawn
GUnd. iJo so

;

And those musicians that shall play to you.
Hang in the air a thousand leagues from hence ;

And straight they shall be here : sit, and attend.
Jiot. Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down :

Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my head in thy lap.

Laiiy P. Go, ye giddy goose.
[Glendower speaks soirie Welsh words,
and nt7isic is heard.

Hot. Now I perceive the devil understands Welsh

;

And 'tis no marvel, he is so humorous.
By'r lady, he's a good musician.
Lady P. Then should you be nothing but musical

Fur you are altogether governed by humours,
Lie still, ye thief, and hear the lady sing
In Welsh. [Irish.

Hot. I had rather hear. Lady, my brach, howl in

Lady P. Wouldst thou have thy head broken ?

Hot. No.
Lady P. Then be still.

Hot. Neither ; 'tis a woman't fault.

Lady P. Now, God help thee !

Hot. To the Welsh lady's bed.
Lady P. What's that '>.

Hot. Peace I she sings.

[Lady M. sings a JVelsh son^.
Hot. Come, Kate, I'll have your song too.

l-ady P. Not mine, in good sooth.
Hot. Not yours, in good sooth I 'Heart! you swear

like a comfit-niaker^s wife I "Not you, in good
sooth :

" and. " As true as I live
:

" and, '* As God
shall mend me ;

'* and, " .\s sure as day :

"

And giv'st such sarcenet surety for thy oaths.
As if thou never walk'dst farther than Finsburj-.

Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou art,

A good mouth-filling oath ; and leave " In sooth,"
And such protest of pepper-gingerbread.
To velvet guards, and Sunday-citizens,
Come, sing.
l^ady P. I will not sing.
Hot. 'Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be red-

breast teacher. An the indentures be drawn, I'll

away within these two hours ; and so, come in when
ye will. {Exit.

Glend. Come, come. Lord Mortimer : you are as
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go. [slow
By this our book is drawn ; we will but seal.

And then to horse immediately,
Mort. With all my heart. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Prince Henry, and Lords.

A'. Hen. Lords, give us leave ; the Prince of Wales
and I

Must have some private conference : but be near at
hand.

For we shall presently have need of you.

—

[Exenrtt Lords.
I know not whether God will have it so.

For some displeasing service 1 have done.
That, in his secret doom, out ofmy blood
He'll breed revengement and a scourge for mc

;

But thou dost, in my passages of life,

Make me believe that thou art only mark'd
For the hot venge.ance and the rod of heaven.
To punish my mistreadings. Tell me else.

Could such inordinate and low desires.

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean attempt <,

Such Darren pleasures, rude society,

.Vs thou art match'd withal and grafted to.

Accompany the greatness of thy blood,
And hold their level with thy princely heart ?

/'. J/en. So please your majesty, I would I couUl
Quit all offences with as clear excuse.
As well as, I am doubtless, I can purge
Myself of many I am cliarg'd witnal

:

\'et such extenuation let me beg,
.\s, ill reproof of many tales devis'd,

—

Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear,—
By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers,
1 m.iy, for some things true, wherein my youth
I I.ith faulty w.ander'd and irregular,
l-ind pardon on my true submission.

A', /len. God pardon thee I—yet let mc wondiT,
Harry,

At thy affections, which do hold a wing
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors.

1 hy jilacc in council lliou h.ift ruilely lo.st.
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Which bv thy younger brother is suppUed

;

And art almost an alien to the hearts

Of all tile court, and princes of my blood :

The hope and expectation of thy time

Is ruin'd ; and the soul of every man
Prophetically does forethink thy fall.

Had I so lavish of my presence been,

So common-hackney'd in the eyes of men.
Bo stale and cheap to vulgar company,

—

Ppinion, that did help me to the crown,
Had stili kept loyal to possession.

And left me in reputeless banishment,
A fellow of no mark nor likelihood.

By being seldom seen, 1 could not stir.

But, like a comet, I was wonder'd at

;

That men would tell their children, " This is he :"

Others would say, " Where ? ivhich is Bolingtivoke V
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven,
iud dress'd myself in such humility,

That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts,

Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths,
Kven in the presence of the crowned king.

Thus did I keep my person fresh and new ;

My presence, liJce a robe pontifical.

Ne'er seen but wonder'd at : and so my state.

Seldom, but sumptuous, showed like a feast

;

And won, by rareness, such solemnity.
The skipping king, he ambled up and down
With shallow jesters and rash bavin ivits.

Soon kindled, and soon burn'd ; carded his state
;

Mingled his royalty with carping fools

;

Had his great name profaned with their scorns ;

And gave his countenance, against his name,
To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push
( )f every beardless vam comparative

;

CIrew a companion to the common .streets.

Enfeoff'd himself to popularity ;

That, being- daily swallow'd by men's eyes.

They surfeited with honey, and began
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little

More than a little is by much too much.
So, when he had occasion to be seen,

He was but as the cuckoo is in June,
Heard, not regarded,—seen, but with such eyes.

As, sick and blunted with community.
Afford ho extraordinary gaze.
Such as is bent on sun-lilie majesty.
When it shines seldom in admiruig eyes

;

But rather drows'd, and hung their eyelids down,
Slept in his face, and render'd such aspect
As cloudy men use to their adveisaries,

Being with his presence glutted, .gorg'd, and full.

And m that very line. Harry, stand'stthou

;

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege,

With vile participation : not an eye
But is a-weary of thy common sight.

Save mine, which hath desir'd to see thee more

;

Which now doth that I would not have it do,

—

Make blind itself with foolish tenderness.

P. Hen. I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracious lord.

Be more myself.
K.Hen. For all the world,

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then.

When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg

;

And even as I was tlien, is Percy now.
Now, by my sceptre, and my soul to boot.

He h.ith more worthy interestto the state,

Than thou, the sliaiiow of succession :

For, of no right, nor colour like to right,

He doth fill fields with harness in the realm ;

Turns head against the lion'sarmedjaws

;

And, being no more in debt to years than thou,

Leads ancient lords and reverend bishops on
To bloody battles, and to bruising arms.
What never-dying honour hath he got

Against renowned Douglas ! whose high deeds,

wTiose hot incursions, and great name in arms.

Holds from all soldiers chiet majority,

.\wd. military title capital.

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ.

Thricehath this Hotspur, Mars in swathing clothes,

i his infant warrior, in his enterprises

Discomfited great Douglas ; ta'en him once,
linlarged him, and macfe a friend of him.
To hll the mouth of deep defiance up,

And shake the peace and safety of our throne.

And what say you to this! Percy, Northumberland,
Tile archbishop's grace ofYork, Douglas, Mortimer,

Aft

Capitulate against us, and are up.
Hut wherefore do Hell these news to thee!
Wliy. Harry, do I tell thee of my foes,

WhiLh art mync-ar'st and dearest enemy ?

Thou that art like enough,—^through vassal fear.

Base inclination, and the start of spleen,

—

To fight against me under Percy's pay.
To dog his heels, and court'sy at his frowns,
'To show how much thou art degenerate.
P. Hen. Do not think so ; you shall not find it so :

And God forgive them, that so much have sway'd
Your majesty s good thoughts away from me 1

I will redeem aft this on Percy's head.
And in tlie closing of some glorious day.
Be bold to tell you that I am your son

;

When I will wear a garment all of blood,
.\nd stain my favours in a bloody mask.
Which, wash'd away, shall scour my shame with it

:

Ami that shaft be the day, whene'er it lights.

That this same child of honour and renown,
This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight.

And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet.
For every honour sitting on his helm,
'Would they were multitudes, and on my head
My shames redoubled ! for the time will come.
That I shall make this northern youth exchange
His glorious deeds for my indignities.

Percy is but my factor, good my lord,

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf

;

And I'wiU call him to so strict account.
That he shaft render every glory up,

^'ea, even the slightest worsliip of his time.

Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart.

This, in the name of God, I promise here :

The which, if he be pleas'd, I shall perform,
I do beseech your majesty, maj' salve.

The long-grown wounds ofmy intemperance :

If not, the" end of life cancels all bands :

.\nd I will die a hundred thousand deaths,

lire break the smallest parcel of this vow.
K. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in this ;—

Thou Shalt have charge, and sovereign trust herein.

E?i/erS\t Walter Blunt.

How now, good Blunt 1 thy looks are fuft of speed.

Blunt. So hath the business that I come to speak of

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word.
That Douglas and the English rebels met.
The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury:
A mighty and a fearful head they are,

(If promises be kept on every hand,)
As ever ofl'er'd foul play in a state.

A'. Hen. The earl of ^Vestmoreland set forth to-day;

With him my son, lord John of Lancaster ;

For this advertisement is five days old :—
On Wednesday next, Harry, you shaft set forward

;

( >u Thursday we oui^selves will march

:

Our meeting is Bridgnorth ; and, Harry, you
Shall inarch through Glostershire ; by which account
Our business valued, some twelve days hence
Our general forces at Bridgnorth shall meet.
Our h.ands are full of business : let's away

;

Ad\antage feeds him fat, while men delay. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Eastcheap. j4 Room in ike Boar's

Head Tavern.

I^nter Falstaff and Bardolph.

Fill. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vftely since

this last action? do I not bate! do I not dwindle^
Why, my skin hangs about me like an old lady'n

loose gown; I am wither'd like an old apjile-John.

Well, I'll repent, and that suddenly, while I am in

some liking ; I shall be out of heart shortly, and then
1 shall have no strength to repent. An I have noi

forgotten what the inside of a church is made of, I am
a pepper-corn, a brewer's horse : the inside of a

church! Company, viUainons company, hath been
the spoil of me. [loii!?.

Bard. Sir John, you are so fretful, you cannot live

Fal. Why, there is it :—come, sing me a bawdy
song ; make me merry. I was as virtuously given as ,1

gentleman need to be ; virtuous enough ; swore little :

diced not above seven times aweek ; wenttoabawdy-
house not above once in a quarter—of an hour ; i>aid

monoy that I borrowed—three or four times: lived

well, and in good conn^ass ; and now I live out of all

order, out of all compass.
Bard. Why, you are so fat. Sir John, that you must

I
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ami a scal-rin.< of myneeds be out of all cuia^ lij,—out of all reasonable bonds nf forty [loiiiul a-plci;
i-oi'.ipiys. Sir John. I Kr.indf.ithcrs.

/•'.;.'. Do thou amend thy face, and I'll amend my P. Htn. A trifle, some eiiiht-penny matter,
lifJ : tlnju art our admiral, thou bearest the lantern Jft>s/. So I told him, my liird ; .ind I said I henrii
;:i the poop.—but 'tis in the nose of Ihec : thou art yinir grace say so: and, my lord, he speaks mo.st
tlif Kni,L;lit of the Burning Lamp. jvilely of you, like a foul-moutlied man as he is; and

_
/Am/. Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm, [said, lie would cndtrel you.
J-,t:. No, 111 he sworn ; I nip.ke as good use of it P. Hen. Wliat ! he did not?

as many a man doth of a death's head, "or a memento Host. TJiere 's neither faith, truth, nor womanhood
sitori: I never see thy face, but I think upon hell-fire, in me else.
.and Dives that lived in purple ; for there he is in his

^

Fal. There 's no more faith in thee than in a stewed
robes, burning, burning. If thou wert any way given 'prune : nor no more faith in thee than in a drawn
to viriue, I would swear by thy face ; my oath should fox ; and for womanhood, maid Marian may be the
be, " By this fire, that's God's angel :" but thou art deputy's wife of the ward to thee. Go, you thing,
altogether given over ; and wert mdeed, but for the go.
light in thy face, the son of utter darkness. When' Host. Say, what thing ! v/hat thing?
thou ran'st up Gadshill in the night to catch my' Fal. \yhat thing? why, a thing to thank God on.
horse, if 1 did not think thou hadst been an ignis

^ Host. I am no thing to thank God on. I would thou
y.zltiiss, oi a ball of wild-fire, there's no purchase in shouldst know it ; I am an honest man's wife: and,
money. O, thou art a perpetual triumph, an ever-' setting thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave to call
lasting bonfire-light ! Thou hast saved me a thousand
marks in links and torches, walking with thee in tl;

night bctwi.tt tavern and tavern : but the sack that
th.ui h.ist drunk me, would have bought me lights as
good cheap, at the dearest chandler's in Europe. I

h.ive maintained that salamander of yours with fire

any time this two and thirty years ; God reward me
for it

!

linrd. 'Sblood, I would my face were in your belly !

Fat. God-a-mercy ! so should I be sure to be heart
burned,

Enter Hostess.

- How now, dame Tartlet the hen ! have you enquired
yet who picked my pocket ?

Host, why. Sir John, what do you think. Sir John?
Do you think I keep thieves in my house? I have
Tic.-irched, I have enquired, so has mj' husband, man
by man, boy by boy, servant by servant : the tithe of
a hair w.as never lost in my house before.
Fat. \o\\ lie, hostess : Bardolph was shaved, and

lost many a hair ; and I'll be sivorn my pocket was
picketl. Go to, you arc woman, go.

Host. 'VVho, I * No ; I defy thee : God's light 1 I

was never called so in my own house before
Fat. Go to : I know you well enough.
ftost. No, Sir John ; you do not know me. Sir John :

I know you. Sir John : you owe me money. Sir John
.ind now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it

;

bought you a dozen of shirts to your back.
Fat. Dowlas, filthy dowlas : I have given them

away to bakers' wives, and they have made bolters of
Ihein.

H«st. Now, as I am true woman, holland of eight
shillings ar, ell. You owe mon.ey here besides, Sir

J'. (in, lor your diet, and by drinking, and money lent
yiiu, four-an.l-t'.venty pound.
Fat. He had his part of it ; let him pay.
Host. He ? alas ! lie is poor ; he hath nothing.
Fat. How! poor? look upon his face; what call

you rich? let them coin his nose, let them coin his

iiin, but I .shall have my pocket picked ? I have lost a
seal-ring of my grandfather s, worth forty mark.

Hoit. O Jcsu ! I have heard the prince tell him, I

know not how oft, that that ring was copper.
I'at. How! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup:

Sblood, an he were here, I would cudgel him like a
dog. if he would say so.

Filter Prince Henry and Poins, marching. Falstafl
»uets tlie Prince, playing on Ms truncheon

like afifi.

Fat. How now, lad I is the wind in that door, i'

f lith? must we all march 1

Hard. Yea, two .uid two, Newgate-fasliion.
/lost. My lord, I pr.iy you, hear me.
/'. Hen. What s.ayest thou, mi.nrcss Quickly! How

d"cs thy husband S I love hiin well ; he is an lionest

/tost. Good my lord, hear mc.
I'at. Pr'ythce. let her alone, and list to mc.
/'. Hen. What sayest thou. Jack?
I-'at, The other night I fjll asleep here, belu'nd the

arr.is. and had my pocket picked : this house is turneil
iMwdy-housc ; they pick pockets.

/', Hen. What didst thou lose, J.ick?
Fal. Wilt thou believe me, ilal? three of foul

Fat. Setting thy womanh.ood aside, thou art a beast
to say otherwise.

^fost. Say, what beast, thou knave thou ?

Fal. What beast ? why an otter.

P. Hen. An otter. Sir John? why, an otter?
Fat. AVhy ? she's neither fish or llesh ; a man know,';

not where to have her.
Jlost. Thou art an unjust man in saying so : thou

or any man knows where to have me, lliou knavfi
thou

!

P. Hen. Thou sayest true, hostess ; and he slanders
thee most grossly.
Host. So he doth you, my lord ; and said this other

day, you ought him a thou.sand pound.
P. Hen. Sirrah ! do X owe you a thousand pound?
Fal. A thousand pound, Hal ! a million : thy love is

worth a million ; thou owest me thy love.

Host. Nay, my lord, he called you Jack, and said
he would cud.gel you.
Fal. Did I,' Bardolph?
Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you said so.

Fat. Yea,—if he said my ring was copper.
P. Hen. I say, 'tis copper : darest thou be as good

as thy word now ?

Fat. Why. Hal, thou knowest, as thou art but man,
I dare : but as thou art prince, I fear thee, as I fear
the roaring of the lion's whelp.

P. Hen. And why not, as the lion ?

Fat. The king himself is to be feared as the lion :

dost thou think, I'll fear thee as I fear thy father ? nay,
an 1 do, I pray God, my girdle break.

P. Hen. O, if it should, how would thy guts fal!

about thy knees I But, sirrah, there's no room for
faith, truth, or honesty, in this bosom of thine,—it is

all filled up with guts and midrifl". Charge an honest
woman with picking thy pocket 1 AVhy, thou whore-
son, impudent, embossed rascal, if there were any

ill thy ijocket but tavern reckonings, mcmorau-
of bawdy-houses, and one poor penny-worth of

sugar-candy to make thee long-winded,—if thy pocket
re enriched with any other injuries but these, I am
illain : and yet you will stand to it ; you will not

pocket up wrong. Art thou not ashamed ?

Fat. Uost thou hear. Hal ? thou knowest in the
state of innocency, Adam fell; and what should poor
Jack Falstaff do. in the days of villainy ? Thou seest,

I have more flesli than another man ; and therefore

frailty. You confess, then, you picked my
pocket ?

P. Hen. It appears so by the story.

Fat. Hostess. I forgive thee : go make ready break-
fast ; love thy husband, look to thy servants, cherish

thy guests : thou shalt find me tractable to any honest
reason: thou seest, I am pacified.—Still? Nay. pr'y-

thee, be gone. [Exit Hostess.) Now, Hal. to the
;.vs at court : for the robbery, lad.—how is that

iswcrcd ?

J\ Hen. O, my sweet beef, X must still be good
angel to thee : the money is paid b.ick again.

Fat. O, I do not like th.at paying back; 'tis a double
labour. (do any thing.

/'. Jltn. t am good friends with iny father, and may
Fat. iRob me the exchequer the first thing thou

lost, and do it with unwashed hands too.

Uard. Do, my lord.

P. Hen. I have procured Ihec, Jack, a charge of

foot.
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Fal. I would it had been of horse. Where shall I

find one that can steal well! O for a fine thief, of the
age of two and twenty, or thereabouts ! 1 am hei-

nously luiprovided. AVelJ, God be thanked for the^e
rebels, they offend none but the virtuous : I laud
them, I praise them.
P. Hen. Bardolph,—
Bard. My lord I fcaster,
P. Hen. Go bear this letter to lord John of Lan-

To my brother John ; this to my lord of Westmore-
land.— {Exit Bardolph.

i»o, Poins, to horse, to horse ; for thou and I

Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time.

—

\Exit Poins.

Jack, meet me to-morrow in the Temple-hall
At two o'clock in the afternoon

:

There shalt thou know thy charge ; and there receive
Money, and order for their furniture.
The land is burning ; Percy stands on high

;

And either they, oi: we, must lower lie. {Exit.
Eal. Rare words ! brave world !— Hostess, my

breakfast ; come ;

—

O, I could wish this tavern were my drum 1 \Exit.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—The Rebel camp mar Shrewsbury.

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, a}td Douglas.

Hot. Well said, my noble Scot : if speaking truth
In this fine age were not thought flattery.

Such attribution should the Douglas have.
As not a soldier of this season's stamp
Should go so general current through the world.
By heaven, I cannot flatter ; I defy
The tongues of soothers ; but a braver place
In my heart's love hath no man than yourself:
Nay, task me to my word ; approve nie, lord.
Dou^. Thou art the king of honour

:

No man so potent breathes upon the ground.
But I will beard him.
Hot, Do so, and 'tis well,—

Enter a Messenger, Tvi't/t letters.

What letters hast thou there '?--{ To Douglas.] I can but
thank you.

Mess. These letters come from your father.

Hot. Letters from him ! why comes he not himself?
Mess. He cannot come, my lord ; he's grievous sick.

Hot. 'Zounds 1 how has he the leisure to be sick,

In such a justling time ? Who leads his power 'i

Under whose government come they along 'i

Mess. His letters bear his mind, not I, my lord.

Il'or. I pr'ythee. tell me, dotli he keep his bed ?

Mess. He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth :

And at the time of my departure thence.
He was much fear'd by his physicians.

JJ 'or. I would the state of time had first been whole,
Ere he by sickness had been visited :

His health was never better worth than now.
Hot. Sick now I droop now ! this sickness cloth infect

The very life-blood of our enterprise ;

*Tis catching hither, even to our camp.
He writes me here.—that inward sickness,

—

And that his friends by deputation could not
So soon be drawn ; nor did he think it meet
To lay so dangerous and dear a trust
On any soul remov'd. but on his own.
Yet doth lie give us bold advertisement,
That with our small conjunction we should on,
To see how fortune is dispos'd to us

;

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now.
Because the king is certainly possess'd
Of all our purposes. What say you to it?

H'cr. Your father's sickness is a maim to us.

Hot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp'd oil:

—

And yet, in faith, 'tis not ; his present want
Seems more than we shall find it :—were it good.
To set the exact wealth of all our states
All at one cast ? to set so rich a main
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour?
It were not good ; for therein shouM wc read
The very bottom and the soul of hope.
The very list, the very utmost bound
Of all our fortunes.
Doug. 'Faith, and so wo should

;

Where now remains a sweet reversion :

We may boldly spend upon the hope

Of what is to come in :

A comfort of retirement liTes in this.

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto.
If that the devil and mischance look big
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs.

II''or. But yet, I would your father had been here.
The quality and hair of our attempt
Brooks no division : it will be thought
By some, that know not why he is away.
That wisdom, loyalty, and mere dislike
Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence

:

-^nd think, how such an apprehension
May turn the tide of fearful faction.
And breed a kind of question in our cause ;

For, well you know, we of the offering side
Must keep aloof from strict arbitrement.
And stop all sight-holes, every loop from whence
1 he eye of reason may pry in upon us :

This absence of your father's, draws a curtain.
That shows the ignorant a kind of fear
Before not dreamt of
Hot. You strain too far.

I, rather, of his absence make this use :

—

It lends a lustre, and more great opinion,
A larger dare to our great enterprise,
Than if the earl were here ; for men must think,
If we, without his help, can make a head
To push against the kingdom, with his help.
We shall o'ertum it tops'y-turyy down.

—

Yet all goes well ; yet all our joints arc whole.
Doit^. As heart can think : there is not such a word

Spoke of in Scotland as this term of fear.

Enter Sir Richard Vernon.

Hot. My cousin Vernon ! welcome, by my soul.

Ver. Pray God my news be worth a welcome, lord.

The earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong.

Is marching hitherwards ; with him, prince John.
Hot. No Tiarm : what more ?

Ver. And further, I have learn'd,
The king himself In person is set forth,

Or hitherwards intended speedily,
V.'ith strong and mighty preparation.
Hot. He shall be welcome too. Where is his son,

The nimble-footed mad-cap prince of Wales,
And his comrades, that daff'd the world aside,
.\nd bid it pass?

Ver. All furnish'd, all in arms,
.Ml plum'd like estridges, (that with the wind
Bated, like eagles having lately bath'd ;)

Guttering in golden coats, like images :

.\s full of spirit as the month of May,
-Vnd gorgeous as the sun at midsummer ;

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls.

I saw young Harry, with liis beaver on,"

His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm'd.
Rise from the ground like'feather'd Mercury.
And vaulted with such ease into his scat,

As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds,

To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus,
And witch the world with noble horsemanship.
Hot. No more, no more; worse than the sun ii'

March,
This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come ;

They come like sacrifices in their trim.

And to the fire-ey'd maid of smoky war.
All hot and bleeding, will we offer them :

Tlie mailed Mars shall on his altar sit.

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire.

To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh.
And yet not ours.—Come, let me taste my horse,
Who is to bear me like a thunderbolt,
.\gainst the bosom of the prince of Wales

:

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse.
Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a corse.-

u that Glendower were come 1

Ver. There is more news:
1 learn'd in Worcester, as I rode along.
He cannot draw his power these fourteen days.
Doitg. That's the worst tidings that 1 hear of yet.
IVor. Ay. by my faith, that bears a frosty sound.
Hot. What may the king's whole battle reach unto!
Ver. To thirty thousand.
Hot. Forty let-it be :

My father and Glendower being both away,
Tlu; powers of us may serve so great a day.
CoiUc. let us take a fnuster speedily :

iDoomsday is near; die all, die merrily.
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Upon Ihe riviked sliore at Ravenspui ,;

;

And now, forsooth, takes on him lo refunn
Some certain edicts, and some strait decrees,
That lie too heavy on the commonwealth ;

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep
Over his country's wrongs ; and by tins face,

This seeming brow of justice, did he v/in

The licarts of all that he did angle for :

Proceeded farther; cut me olTthe heads
Of all the favourites, that the absent kin.g

In deputation left behind )iim here,
When he was personal in the Irish war.
BiitnU Tut! I came not to hear this.

Hot. Then, to the point.

In short time after, he depos'd the king;
Soon after that, dcpriv'd him of his life

;

And, in the neck of that, task'd the whole state :

To make that worse, suffer'd his kinsman March
(Who is, if every owner were well plac'd,
Indeed his king) to be engag'd in Wales,
There without ransom to lie forfeited ;

Disgrac'd me in my happy victories ;

Sought to entrap me by intelligence ;

Rated my uncle from the council-board ;

In rage dismiss'd my father from the court

;

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong ;

And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out
This head of safety ; and withal to pry
Into his title, the which we find
Too indirect for long continuance.

Blu7it. Shall I return this answer to the king;?
Hot. Not so. Sir Walter : we'll withdraw aNvIule.

Go to the king ; and let there be empawn'd
Some surety for a safe return again,
^nd in the mornmg early shall my uncle
JBring him our purposes : and so farewell.
BhtnL I would you would accept of grace and love.

Hot. And, may be, so we shall.

BliDit. Pray God you do !

lExeuHt.

SCENE IV.—York. -'/ Room in the Archbishop's
House.

Enter the Archbishop of York and Sir Michael.

Arch, Hie, good Sir Michael ; bear this sealed brief
With winged haste to the lord marshal';
This to my cousin Scroop ; and all the rest

To whom they are directed. If you knew
How nuich they do import, you would make haste.
Sir jM. My good lord,

I guess their tenor.
Arch. Like enough, you do.

To-morrow, good Sir Michael, is a day
Wherein the fortune of ten thousand men
Must bide the touch ; for, sir, at Shrewsbury,
As I am truly given to understand,
Tlie king, with mighty and quick-raised power.
Meets with lord Harry: and, I fear, Sir Michael,
What with the sickness of Northumberland,
(Whose power was in the first proportion.)
And what with Owen Glendower's absence thence,
(Who with them was a rated sinew too,
Ami comes not in, o'er-rul'd by prophecies,)
I fear the power of Percy is too weak
To wage an instant trial with the king.
Sir M. Why, my good lord, you need not fear',

There is Douglas, and lord Mortimer.
Arch. No, Mortimer is not there. [Percy.
Sir Af. But there is Mordake, Vernon, lord Harry

And there's my lord of Worcester ; and a head
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen.
Arch. And so there is : but yet the king hath drawn

The special head of all the land together :

—

The prince of Wales, lord John of "Lancaster.
The noble Westmoreland, and warlike Blunt

;

And many more corrivals, and dear men
Of estimation and command in arms.
Sir M. Doubt not, my lord, they shall b»

oppos'd.
Arch. I hope no less, yet needful 'tis to fear

;

And, to prevent the worst, Sir Michael, speed :

For, if lord Percy thrive not, ere tlie king
Dismiss his power, he means to visit us,
For he had heard of our confederacy,

—

And 'tis but wisdom to make strong against him
Therefore, make haste. I must go write again
To other friends j and so farewell, Sir Micl\ael.

IB

ACT V.

SCENE I.— The King's Camp near Shrewsbury.

Enter King Henry, Prince Henry, Prince John

well

Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt, and Sir John FalstalT.

A". Hen. How bloodily the sun begins to peer
Above yond' bosky hill ! the day looks pale
At his distemperaturc.
P. Hen. The southern wind

Doth pla>f the trumpet to his purposes
;

And by his hollow whistling in the leaves,
Foretells a tempest, and a olustcrin^ day.

A'. Hen. Then, with the losers let it sympathi2C,
For nothing can seem foul to those that win.

—

f Trumpet sounds.

E7iter Worcester a7id Vernon.
How now, my lord of Worcester ! 'tis not v/ell,

That you and I should meet upon such tenns
As now we meet. You have deceived our trust,

And made us doff our easy robes of peace.
To crush our old Hmbs in ungentle steel

:

This is not well, my lord, this is not well.

What say you to it? will you again unknit
This churlish knot of all-abhorred war?
.\nd move in that obedient orb again.
Where you did give a fair and natural light

;

And be no more an exhal'd meteor,
A prodigy of fear, and a portent
Of broached mischief to the unborn times?

IVor. Hear me, my lie^e.

For mine own part, I comd be well content
To entertain the lag-end of my life

AVith quiet hours ; for, I do protest
I have not sought the day of this dislike.

K. Hen. You have not sought it ! how comes it, then
FaL Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it.

P. Hen. Peace, chewet, peace !

ITor. It pleased your majesty to turn your looks
Of favour from myself and all our house ;

And yet I must remember you, my lord,

We were the first and dearest of your friends.

For you my staff of office did I break
In Richard's time ; and posted day and night
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand,
When yet you were in place, and in account,
Nothing so strong and fortunate as I.

It was myself, my brother, and his son.
That brought you home, and boUUy did outdare
The dangers of the time : you swore to us.

And you did swear that oath at Doncaster,
That you did nothing purpose 'gainst the state

;

No claim no farther than your new-fall'n right,

The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster:
To this we swore our aid. But, in short space.
It rain'd down fortune showering on your head ;

And such a flood of greatness fell on you,

—

What with our help, what with the absent king,
What with the injuries of a wanton time,

seeming sufferances that you had borne.
And the contrarious winds that held the king
Sn long in his unlucky Irish wars.
That all in England did repute him dead,

—

And, from this swarm of fair advantages.
You took occasion to be quickly woo'd
To gripe the general sway into your hand ;

Foreot your oath to us at Doncaster

;

And. being fed by us, you us'd us so
As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo's bird,

Useth the sparrow,—did oppress our nest.

Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk.
That even our love durst not come near your sight,

For fear of swallowing ; but with nimble wing
We were enforc'd, for safety's sake, to Ily

Out of your sight, and raise this present head :

Whereby we stand opposed by such means
As you yourself have forg'd against yourself,

By unkind usage, dangei-ous countenance.
And violation of all faith and troth'

Sworn to us in your younger enterprise.

A". Hen. These things, indeed, you have articulated,

Proclaim'd at market-crosses, read in churches.
To face the garment of rebellion
\Vith some fine colour, that may please the eye
Of fickle changelings, and poor discontents,
Which gape, and rub the elbow, at the news,

I

Of hurlyburly innovation : .
',

And never yet did insurrection want

I
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Sound all the lofty instruments of war.
And by that music let us all embrace;
For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall

A second time do such a courtesy.

[ The frutnpeis sound. They ejnbface,
ami exeufit.

SCENE III.

—

Plaiti ;;frt;' ShreAvsbury.

Excursiojis and Parties Jightinz. Alariii>i to the
Battle. Tiie;i eiiter Douglas aiid Blunt, {;zuho is

accoutred like tlie Kinsj,) tneetinz.

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus
Thou crossest me ? what honour dost thou seelc
Upon my head 2

Doug. Know, then, my name is Douglas

;

And 1 do haunt thee in the battle thus,
Because some tell me that thou art a king.
Blunt. They tell thee true.
Douf;. The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bougiit

Thy lilceness; for, instead of thee. King Harry,
This sword hath ended him : so shall it thee,
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner.
Blunt. I was not born a yielder, thou proud Scot

;

And thou shalt find a king that will revenge
Lord Stafford's death.

[ Tiuyjight, and Blunt is slain,
Ejiter Hotspur.

Hot. O, Douglas ! hadst thou fouglit at Holmcdon
I never had triumph'd upon a Scot. [thus,
Doug. All 's done, all "swon : here breathless lies the
Hot, Where J [king.
Doug, Here.
Hot. This, Douglas ! no ; I know this face full well

:

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt;
Semblably funiish'd like the king himself.
Dgztg. A fool go with thy souli whither it goes I

A borrow'd title hast thou bought too dear :

Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king ?

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coats.
Dou<^. Now, by my sword, I will kill all his coats ;

I'll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece.
Until I meet the king.
Hot. Up, and away 1

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. [Exeunt.
Alaruvts. ir^i/t-r Falstalf.

Fal, Though 1 could 'scape shot-free at London, I

fear the shot here ; here's no scoring, but upon the
pate.—Soft ! who art thou 't Sir Walter Blunt !—
there's Honour for you 1 here's no vanity !— I am as
hot as molten lead, and as heavy too : God keep lead
out of me 1 I need no more we^ht than mine own
bowels.—I have led my ragamuffins where Ihey are
fieppered : there's not three of my hundred and fifty

eft alive; and they are for the town's end, to beg
during life.—But who comes here ?

Enter Prince Henry.
P, Hen. Whatl stand'st thou idle here? lend me

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff [thy sword :

Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, [sword.
Whose deaths are unreveng'd. Fr'ythee, lend me thy
Fal, O Hal ! I pr'ythee, give me leave to breathe

a while.—Turk Gregory never did such deeds in arms,
as 1 have done this day. I have paid Percy, I have
made him sure.

P. Hen. He is, indeed ; and living to kill thee.
I pr'ythee, lend me thy sword.
Fal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be alive,

thou gett'st not my sword; but take my pistol, if

thou wilt.

P. Hen. Give it me : what, is it in the case?
Fal. Ay, Hal; 'tis hot, tis hot; there's that will

sack a city.

[ The Prince draius out a bottle ofsack.
P. Hen. What I is 't a time to jest and dally now ?

[ Thro^us it at hifn, a?id exit.

Fal. Well, if Percy be alive. I'll pierce him. If he
do come in my way, so : if he do not, if I come in his,

willingly, let him make a carbonado of me. 1 like not
such grinning honour as Sir Walter hath : give me
life : which if I can save, so ; if not, honour comes
unlooked for, and there's an end. \Exit.

SCENE W.—Another Part of the Field.

Alarums, Excursions, Fitter King Henry, Prince
Henry, Prince John, <i«rf Westmoreland.

A'. Hejt, I pr'ythee,

Ads.
Harry, witlulraw ilij-self ; thou bleed'bt too much.

—

Lord John of Lancaster, %o yuu v.ith him.
P. John. Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed too.

P, Hen. I beseech your majesty, make up,

Leot your retirement do amaze your friends.

K. Hen. I will doso.—My Lord of WestraoreUmd,
Lead him to his tent.

IVest. Come, my lord, I'll lead you to your tent.

P. Heji. Lead me, my lord ? \ do net need yor.r

And God forbid, a shallow scratch should drive [help -

The prince of Wales from such a field as this.

Where stain'd nobility lies trodden on,

And rebels' arms triumph in massacres

!

P. "John. We breathe too long :—come, cousin
.AVestmoreland,

Our duty this way lies ; for God's sake, come.
{Exeiutt Prince John and West-

moreland.
P. H€7i. By heaven, thou hast deceiv'd me, Lan-

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit; Icastcv:
Before, I lov'd thee as a brother, John

;

But now, I do respect thee as my soul.

A' Hen. I saw him hold lr>rd Percy at the poim.
With lustier maintenance than I did look for

Of such an ungrown warrior.
P. Hen.

*

O, this boy
Lends mettle to us all

!

\Exit.

Aianmzs. Etiter Douglas.
DoKZ. Another kin^I they g-row like Hydra's

I am the Doug-las, fatal to all those [heads

:

That wear those colours on them :—what art thou,
That counterfeit'st the person of a king'?
K. Hen. The king himself ; who, Douglas. grievM

So many of his shadows thou hast met, [at heart.
And not the very king. I have two boys
Seek Percy, and thyself, about the field

:

But. seeing thou fa'U'st on me so luckily,

I will assay thee : ^o, defend thyself.

Do2(_^. 1 fear thou art another counterfeit

;

And yet, in faith, thou bear'st thee like a king

:

But mine I am sure thou art, whoe'er thou be,
And thus I win thee.

{They Jighf. The YSxn^ bein^ in dan^^r^
re-enter P. Henry.

P. Hen. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou arl

Never to hold it up again ! the spirits [like

Of valiant Shirley, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms

:

It is the prince of Wales that threatens thee ;

Wlio never promiseth, but he means to pay.

—

[ Theyjight Douglas./7;i'.y

Cheerly, my lord : how fares your grace?

—

Sir Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent.

And so hath Clifton : I'U to Clifton straight.

A'. He7i. Stay, and breathe a while :

—

T hou hast redeem'd thy lost opinion ;

And show'd thou mak'st some tender of my life,

in this fair rescue thou hast brought to me.
P. Hen, O God, they did me too much injury.

Tliat ever said I hearken'd for your death.
If it were so, I might have let alone
The insulting hand of Douglas over you ;

Which would have been as speedy in your enil.

As all the poisonous potions in the world,
.A.nd sav'd the treacherous labour of your son.

A". He7i. Make up to Clifton : I'U to Sir Nicholas
Gawsey. {Exit

Enter Hotspur.
Hot If I mistake not, tliou art Harry Monmouth.
P. Hen. Thou sj .eak'st as if I would deny my name.
Hot. My name is Harry Percy.
P. Hen. Why, then, I see

A very valiant rebel of that name.
1 am the prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy,
To share with me in glory any more :

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere
;

Nor can one England brook a double reign.
Of Harry Percy, and the prince of Wales.
Jlot. Xor slia;l it, Harry ; for the hour is come

To end the one of us ; and would to God,
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine I

P. Hen. I'll make it greater, ere I part from ihee ;

And all the budding hnnours on thy crest
rU crop, to make a garland for my head.
Hot. I can no longer brook thy vanities.

{Theyjight,
E>rtcr Falstaff.

Fill. Well said, Aal ! to it, Hal I—Nay, you shall
find no boy's play here, I can tell you.
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Rf-e7iter Dout;las ; luj:j;lils -,ui(h Palbtaff, -diho /alls
liiKVH as if he iverc dead, and exit DoiigUis.
WoVsi^MT isivoititded, andfalls.

H-^t. O, Harry, thou hast robb'd me of my youth I

I better brook the loss of brittle life.

Th.in tliose proud titles thou hast won ofme

;

They wound my thoughts worse than tliy sword my
flesh :—

But thought 's the slave of life, and life, time's fool

;

And time, that takes survey of all the world,
Must liave a stop. O, I could prophesy.
But that the earthy and cold hand of cfcath
I-ies on my tongue :—no, Percy, thou art dust.
And food for

—

[Dies
P. Hen. For worms, brave Percy : fare thee well,

great heart I

Ill-weav d ambition, how much art thou shrunk

!

When that this body did contain a spirit,

.\ kingdom for it wiis too small a bound ;

Rut now, two paces of the vilest earth
Is room enough :—this earth, that bears thee dead,
Hears not alive so stout a gentleman.
If thou wert sensible of courtesy,
1 should not make so dear a show of zeal :

—

IJut let my favours hide thy mangled face ;

And. even in thy behalf, I'll thank myself
Tor doing these fair rites of tenderness.
.\dieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven I

1 hy ignominj' sleep with thee in the grave.
But not remember'd in thy epitaph !

—

\He sees Falstaff on the z^oitnd.
\\hat, old acquaintance 1 could not all this flesh
Keep in a little life t Poor Jack, farewell

!

1 could have better spar"d a better man

:

O, I should have a hea^y miss of thee,
1 f I were much in love with vanity 1

Death hath, not struck so fat a deer to-day.
Though many dearer, in this bloody fray.
f-'mbowell'd will I see thee by and by

;

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. \Exit.
l-al. {Rising.\ Embowelled ! if thou embowel me

to-day, I'll give you leave to powder me, and eat nio
too, to-morrow. "Sblood! 'twas time to counterfeit.
or that hot termagant Scot had paid me scot and lot

too. Counterfeit '( I lie, I am no counterfeit : to die.
is to be a counterfeit ; for he is but the counterfeit of
a man, who hath not the life of a man : but to coun-
terfeit dying, when a man thereby liveth, is to be no
counterfeit, but the true and perfect image of life

indeed. The better part of i-alour is discretion ; in
the which better part, I have saved my life. 'Zounds !

I am afraid of this gunpowder Percy, though he be
ilead : how, if he should counterfeit too, and rise? by
my faith, I am afraid he would prove the better coun-
terfeit. Therefore I'll make him sure; yea, and I'll

swear I killed him. Why may not he rise, as well
a.s I '; Nothing confutes me but eyes, and nobody
sees me : therefore, sirrah, [stabbutg him, \ with a
n.-w woimd in your thigh, come you along with me.

\lie takes Hotspur on his baek.

Re-enter Prince Henry and Prince John.

P. Hen. Come, brother John ; full bravely hast
1 iiv maiden sword. (tlion flesh'd

P. JoJm. But, soft ! whom have we here !

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ?

P. Hen. I did ; I s.iw him dead, breathless, and
f>u the ground. [bleeding
Art thou alive? or is it fanta-sy

Ihat plays upon our eyesight? I pr'ythee, speak

;

^Ve will not trust our eyes, without our ears:

—

Thou art not "hat thou secm'st.
Fat. No, that's certain ; I am not a double man

;

but if I be not Jack Falstaff, then am I alack. There
is Percy: {Thro-ting the body down.] if your father
willdo me any lioTT'ir, '<•; if not, let him kill th>.- n"\'

("crcy himself. I • ' • 'ifher carl or duke, I cn:i

assure you.

2S3

P. Hen. Why, Percy I killca myself, and taw tlice

dead.
FaL Didst thou?—Lord, lord, how this world is

g^iven to lying !—I grant you I was down, and out of
breath ; and so was' he : but we rose both at an instant,

ami fouglit a long hour by Slirewsbury clock. If I

may be believed, so ; if not, let them tliat should
reward valour bear the sin upon their own heads. I'll

take it .upon my death. I gave him this wound in the
thigh: if the man were alive, and would deny it,

'zounds, I would make him eat a piece ofmy sword.
P. yohn. This is the strangest tale that e'er I heard.
P. Hen. This is the strangest fellow, brother John.

—

Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back :

For my j>art, if a lie may do thee grace,
I'll gild It with the happiest terms I iiave.

\A retreat is sounded.
The trumpet sounds retreat; the day is ours.
Come, brother, let us to the highest of the field,

I'o see what friends are living, who are dead.
{^Exeunt Prince Henry a7id Prince John.

FaL I'll follow, as they say, for reward. He that
rewards me, God reward him I If I do grow great,
I'll grow less; for 1*11 purge, and leave sack, and live

cleanl}', as a nobleman should do.
\Exit^ bearing offthe body.

SCENE v.—Another Part ofthe Field,

The trufnpets sound, Enter King Henry. Prince
Henry, Prince John, Westmoreland, and others,

•with Worcester a^id Vernon, prisoners,

K. He7i. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke.
Ill-spirited Worcester ! did we not send gi'acc,

Pardon, and terms of love to all of you?
And wouldst thou turn our offers contrary?
Misuse the tenor of thy kinsman's trust?
Three knights upon our party slain to-day,
A noble earl, and many a creature else.

Had been alive this hour.
If, like a Christian, thou hadst truly borne
Betwixt our armies true intelligence.

IFor. What I have done, my safety urg'd mc lo;
And I embrace this fortune patiently.
Since not to be avoided it falls on me.

Hen. Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon
Other offenders we will pause upon. too

:

{Exeunt Worcester a7id Vernon, guarded.
How goes the field?

P. Hen. The noble Scot, lord Douglas, when he saw
The fortune of the day quite turn'd from him,
The noble Percy slain, and all his men
Upon the foot of fear.—lied with the rest

;

And falling from a hill, he was so bruis'd.

That the pursuers took him. At my tent
The Douglas is ; and I beseech your grace,
I may dispose of him.

A'. Hen. With all my heart.
I\ Jfen. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you

This honourable bounty shall belong

:

Go to the Douglas, and deliver him
to his pleasure, ransomlcss, and free :

valour, shown upon our crests to-day,
Hath taught us how to cherish such high deeds,
Ev(m in the bosom of our ;idversaries.

P. 'yohn. I thank your grace for this high courtesy, .

^\'hicn I shall give away immediately. (jjower. —
Hen. Then this remains,—that we divi<Ie our

_ __, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland,
Towards York shall bend you, with your dearest speed,
To meet Northumberland, and the prelate Scroop,
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms:
Myself, and you. s*^n Harry, will towards W.iles,
I o fight with Glendower .ind tlic earl of March.
i' .belli* -n in this land shall lose his sway.
M'-'.ring Hk- check of such another day:
.\nd since* this business so fair is donj.
Let us not leave till all our own be von \}'.xeHHt»
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SCENE,-Eni;Ip.nf!.

INDUCTION.
\\'c>rkworth. Before Northumberland's Castle.

Enter Rumour, paintedfitll oftongues.

Rum. Open your cars ; fur which of you will stop

The vent of hearing, when loud Rumour speaks V

3. from the orient to the drooping west,
Making the wind my post-horse, still unfold
The acts commenced on this ball of earth

:

I'lMin niy tongues continual slanders ride,

Tlij wliich in every language I pronounce,
Stutl'ing the ears of men with false reports.

1 bp'jak of peace, while covert enmity,
IJnder the smile of safetj', womids the world

:

And who but Rumour, who but only I,

Make fearful musters, and prepar'd defence!
^Vh^lst the big year, swoln with some other grief.

Is thought with child by this stern tyrant war,

—

Ami no such matter. Rumour is a pipe
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures,

;

And of so easy and so plain a stop,

Tiiat the blunt monger with uncounted heads.
The still-discordant wavering nuiUitude,

Can play upon it. But what need I thus
jMy well-known body to anatomize
Among my household ? Why is rumour here !

I run before king Harry's victory

;

Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbury,
llatli beaten down young Hotspur and his troops,
< )uencliing the flame of bold rebellion

'E\cn witli the rebels' blood. But what mean I

To speak so true at first ! my office is

To noise abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell

Under the wrath of noble Hotspur's sword ;

And that the king before the Douglas' rage
Stoop'd his anointed head as low as deatli.

This have I runiour'd through the peasant towns
lictwcen the royal field of Shrewsbury
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone.

Where Hotsinu's father, old Northumberland,
Lies crafty-sick: the posts come tiring on.

And not a man of them brings other news
Than they have learn'd of me: from Rmnour's

ACT I.

SCENE \.—The Same.

Enter Lord Bardolph ; Porter above the gate.

L. Bard. Who keejjs the gate here? ho 1

—

Mhere is Die e.'.r!?

Port. What shall I say you are!
.'.. Bard. Tell tlmu the earl,

That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here.
Port. His lordship is walk'd forth into the orchaid :

Please it your honour, knock but at the gate,
-Vnfl he himself will answer.
L. Bard. Here conies the earl.

(/:".»;/ Porter tiOove.

Enter Northumberland.
North. What news, lord Bardolph! every minute

now
Should be the father ofsome stratagem.
The times arc wild : contention, like a horse
Full of hii?h feeding, madly hath broke lo(tse.

And bear.s down all before him.
/.. Bard. Noble earl,

I bring you certain news from Shrew-sbury.
North. Good, an God will

!

L. Bard. As good as heart can wish :

The king is almost wounded to the death

;

.\nd, in the fortune ofmy lord your son.
Prince H.arry slain outright ; and both the Blunts
Kill'd by the hand of Douglas ; young prince lohn.
And Westmoreland, and Stafford, fled the field :

And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hulk Sir John,
Is prisoner to your son : O, sucli a day.
So fought, so toUow'd. and so fairly won.
Came not till now to dignify the times.
Since Ca:sar's fortunes'!
Noith. How is this deriv'd ?

Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury?
L. Bard. I spake with one, my lord, that came frosa

thence ;

A gentleman well bred, and of good name.
Tliat freely render'd me these news for true.

North. Here comes my servant, Travers, whom I

sent
On Tucsd.ay I.nst to listen after news,
L. Ji'ird. My lord, I over-rpdg him on the way



Js^»C I. SECOND PART OF KING HENRY IV.

An-f he is furiiislied witli no certaintic!
More than he haply in.iy retail from me.

Jinit-r Tr.ivers.
jXorth. Now, Travers, what good tidinc's comcwitii

you ?

,„?"r"'- ^'y 'Off'' Sir John Umfrevile turn'd me baclc
^V ith joyful tidms-s ; and. bemg better liors'd.
Out-rode me. After him came spurring hardA gentleman, almost forspent witli speed.
That stopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horseHe ask d the way to Chester ; and of him
I did demand, what news from Shrewsbury •

He told me that rebellion had bad luck-
And that younjj Harry Percy's spur was cold.
\V ith that, he gave his able horse the head.
And, bending forivard, struck his armed heels
Agamst the panting sides of his poor jade
I p to the rowel-head ; and, starting so.
He seem'd in running to devour the way.
Staying no longer question.
^y?':"'-

,
Ha .'-Again:

baid he, young Harry Percy's spur was cold?
Ut Hotspur, coldspur? that rebellion
Had met ill luck V

/,. Har^i. My lord. Til tell you what

;

It my young lord your son have not the day,
b poll mme honour, for a silken point
I II give my baronv: never talk of it.

Ao)V/:. Why should the gentleman, that rode by
ijive, then, such instances of loss? [Travers
L.B.zrd. Who. he?He w,-is some Inkling fellow, that had stolen

1 lie horse he rode on ; and, upon my life,
Spoke at a venture.—Look, here comes more news.

Enter- Morton.
Ao>-///. Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf,

Fortells the luature of a tragic volume

:

.So looks the strond, whereon th' imperious flood
liath left a witness'd usurpation.
Say, Morton, didst thou come from Shrewsbury ?
J[lo>: I r.ui from Shrewsbury, my noble Ir.rd ;

'

Where hateful death put on his ugliest mask.
To fright our party.
Norlk. How doth my son and brother ?

1 hou tremblest
; and the whiteness in thy cheek

Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand,
hven such a man, so faint, so spiritless.
So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone.
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of liight.
And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd.
Hut Priam found the fire, ere he his tongue.
And I iny Percy's death, ere thou report'st it.

1 his thou wouldst .say,—Your son dicf thus, and thus:
Your brother, thus : so fought the noble Douglas ;Stopping my greedy ear with their bold deeds

:

iiut m the end, to stop mine ear indeed.
Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise,
tnding with—brother, son, and all are dead.
Mor. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet

;

But, for my lord your son,

—

c,

^''•''>'-
,

^Vhy, ho is dead.-
.bee what a ready tongue suspicion hath !

I e lh.it but fears the thing he would not know.
Hath, l.y instinct, knowledge from others' eyes,
1 Imt what he fear'd is chanced. Yet speak, Morton :

1 ell tiiou thy earl his divination lies.
And I w ill t.ike it as a sweet disgrace,
And m.ike thee rich for doing me such wrong.Mor \q\\ are too great to be by me gainsayed
Your spirit IS too true, your fears too certain

.\orlh. Yet. for all this, say not that Percy's de.ld.—
I '.>e a strange confession in thine eye

:

1 hou shak'st thy head, and hold'it it fear, or sin
1 •> speak a tnith. If he be slain, .say so ;

1 lu- tongue offends not, that reports his d'-ath :And lie doth sin that doth belie the dead
;Not he which says the dead is not alive.

ii" K ''' '"^'">.'«'' ofuniielcome news
H.ith but a h.siiig ofiice; and his tongue
Sounds ever after .as a sullen bell.
Kemuiiiber'a kiiolling a d. ,- .rie.l friend.

/. Hard. I cannot think, my lord, your son is dead

Th.it which I would to heaven I h.ad not seen

;

l.ut these mine ey_es s;iw him in bloody state.
Kin. .ring faint <iiiittance, wearied ;ind oiiibreatli'd
I .. 1 l.irrv Moiiniouth ; whr,.e wrath arm beat downThe n.v.r-.Iumtcd Percy to the earth.
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rroir. whence with life he never more sprung up.
Iji lew, his death, (whose spirit lent a fire
hven to the dullest peasant in his camp,)
Being bruited once, took fire and heat away
Irom the best-temper'd courage in his troops

;lor from his metal was his party steel'd :

\V hich once in him abated, all the rest
1 urn'd on themselves, like dull and heavy lead •

.A.nd as the thing that's heavy in itself,
Lfpon enforcement Hies with greatest speed,
So did our men, heavy in Hotspur's loss,
Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear,
I hat arrows fled not swifter toward their aim,
Than did our soldiers, aiming at their safety
Idy from the yield. 'Then was that noble NVorcester
1 00 soon ta'en prisoner; and that furious Scot,
1 he bloody Douglas, whose well-labouring sword
Had three times slain th' appearance of the kins',
'Can vail his stomach, and did grace the shame"
Of those that turn'd their backs : and in his fligiit
Stumbling in fear, was took. The sum of all
Is, that the king hath won : and hath sent outA speedy power to encounter you, my lord
Under th^ conduct of young Lancaster,
And Westmoreland. This 'is the news at full.
North. For this I shall h.ave time enough to mourn.

In poison there is physic ; and these news.
Having been well, that would have made me sick.
Being sick, have in some measure made me well

:

And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints.
Like stringless hinges, buckle under life,
Iiupatient of his fit, breaks like a fire
Out of his keeper's arms : even so my limbs,
\V eaken'd with grief, being now enrag'd with grief.
Are tlirice themselves. Hence, therefore, th'ou nice

crutch 1

K scaly gauntlet now. with joints of steel.
Must glove this hand : and hence, thou sickly quoif I
I hou art a guard too wanton for the head,
V, Inch princes, flesh'd witlt conquest, aim to hit.Now bind my brows with iron : and approach
The ragged'st hour that time and spite dare brinr,
1 o frown upon th' enrag'd Northumberland I

Let heaven kiss earth I now let not nature's hand
Iveep the wild flood confin'd 1 let order die '

And let this world no longer be a stage.
To feed contention in a lingering act

:

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being setOn bloody courses, the rude scene may end,
And darkness be the burier of the dead I

Tra This strained passion doth you wrong, my lord
/,. hard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom' from vcur

honour.
Mor. The lives of all your loving complices

Lean on your health ; the which, if you give o'er
I o stormy passion, must perforce decay
Vou cast the event of w,ar, my noble lord,
.\nd sumni'd the account of chance, before you said,—
Let us niake head. It w.is your presurmise,
1 hat, in the dole of blows, your son might drop:
J
oil knew he walk'd o'er perils, on an edge,

.I'.re likely to fall in, tlian to get o'er;
V ou were .idvis'd his flesh was capable
'' ",",";?ds and scars, and that his forward spirit
'V ould hft hun where most tr.ade of daiu'er r'in"'d •

Vet did you s.ay,—Go forth; and none of this "
1 hough strongly apprehended, could restrain
The stiffborn action : what hath, then, befallen,
Ur what hath this bold enterprise brought forth,
.More than that being which was like to be?

/,. ISard. We all. that are eng.iged to this loss.Knew that we venturd on such dangerous seas.
I hat if we wrought out life, 'twas teii to one

;

,'"', Y?' T"^ vcntur d, for the gain propos'd
Lhuk d the respect of likely peril fear'd.
And since we are o'erset, venture ag.ain.

*-",'l'"-"' *V?.."''"
''" 1^"' "'"'''

' body. ;iiid goods.
,''''"' Tismore than time : and, my most noble Ic-d.

I hear for certain, and do speak the truth,
I he gentle archbishop of York is n\->.

With well-appointed powers : he is a man,
\\ uo H Ith a double surety binds his followers.My lord your son h,i<l only but the corse
" • shadows, and the shows of luen, to Uv\\X.

that same word, rebellion, iliil divide '

rile action of their borlics from their souls
And they did fight with queasiiiess, constrain'd
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As men drink potions ; that their weapons only

Seeni'd on our side ; but, for their spirits and souls,

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up.

As fish are in a pond. But now the bishop

Turns insurrection to religion :

Supposd sincere and holy in his thoughts.

He's foUow'd both with body and with mind ;

And doth enlarge his rismg with the blood

Of fair king Richard, scrap'd from Po.nfret stones ;

Derives from heaven his quarrel, and liis cause :

Tells them, he doth bestride a bleedinir land.

Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke

;

And more, and less, do flock to follow him.

North. I knew of this before ; but, to speak truth.

This present grief had wip'd it from my mind.

Go in with me ; and counsel every man
The aptest way for safety, and revonge

:

eVet posts and letters, and make friends with speed;

Never so few, and never yet more need. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—London. A Street.

Enter Sir John Falstaff, luith his Page bearins his

STJjord and buckler.

Fat. Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor to my
water?

Pii'V He said, sir, the water itself was a good
healthy water ; but, for the party that owed it, he

might have more diseases than he knew for.

Pat. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me :

the brain of this foolish-compounded clay, man, is

not able to invent anything that tends to laughter,

more than I invent, or is invented on me : I am not

only witty m myself, but the cause that wit is in

other men. I do here walk before thee, like a sow

that hath overwhelmed all her litter but one. If the

prince put thee into my service for any other reason

than to set me off, why then, I have no judgment.

Thou whoreson mandrake, thou art fitter to be worn

in my cap, than to wait at my heels. I was never

manned with an agate till now: but I will set you

neither in gold nor silver, but in ^^le apparel, and

send you back again to your master, for a jewel,—

the Juvenal, the prince your master, whose chin is not

yet fledged. I will sooner have a beard grow m the

palm of' ray hand, than he shall get one on his cheek

;

and yet he will not stick to say, his face is a face-royal

:

God may finish it when he will, it is not a hair amiss

yet : he may keep it still as a face-royal, for a barber

shall never earn sixpence out of it ; and yet he ^Tlll

be crowing, as if he had writ man ever since his

father wasa bachelor. He may keep his own grace,

but he is almost out of mine. I can assure him —What
said master Dumbleton about the satin for my short

cloak, and my slops ? ,.,.,.
Pa^-e. He said, sir. you should procure nim better

assurance than Bardolph : he would not take his bond

and yours ; he liked not the security.

Fat. Let him be damned, like the glutton !
may

his tongue be hotter !— A whoreson Achitophel I a

rascally yea-forsooth knave 1 to bear a gentleman

in hand, and then stand upon security- !—The whore-

son smooth-pates do now wear nothing but high shoes,

and bunches of keys at their girdles : and if a man is

thorough with them in honest taking up, then they

jnust stand upon security. I had as lief they would

put ratsbane in my mouth, as offer to stop it with se-

curity. I looked lie should have sent me two aiic

twenty yards of satin, as I am a true knight, and he

sends me security. WeU, he may sleep in security : for

he hath the horn of abundance, and the lightness ot

his wife shines through it? and yet cannot he see,

though he have his own lantern to light hmi.—Where s

Bardolph!
. , , v

Page. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worship

ahorse. ,

Fat. I bought him in Pauls, and he 11 buy me a horse

in Smithfield': an 1 could get me but a mfe in the

stews, I were manned, horsed, and wived.

FnUr the Lord Chief Justice and an Attendant.

Pai^e. Sir. here comes the nobleman that committed

the prince for striking him .about Bardolph.

/'at. Wait close ; I will not see hmi.

Ch. Just. Whafshe that goes there!
,-//.'<•«. Falstaflf. an 't please your worship.

at. just. He that was in question for the rob

bery ?

Atten. He, my lurii : but he hath since done good

sen-ice at Shrewsbury ; and, as I hear, is now going

with some charge to the lord John of Lancaster.

Ch. Just. What, to York! Ceill him back again.

AtUn. Sir John Falstaflf?

Fat. Boy, tell him I am deaf.

Pa^e. You must speak louder ; my master is deaf.

Ch. jus. I am sure he is. to the hearing of anything

good. Go, pluck liim by the elbow ; I must speak
"with him.
Allen. Sir John,—
Fat. What ! a young knave, and beg.ging ! Is there

not -ivars ? is there not employment ! doth not the king

lack subjects? do not the rebels need soldiers?

Though it be .a shame to be on any side but one. it is

worse shame to beg than to be on the worst side, were
orse than the name of rebellion can tell how to

make it.

AHcn. You mist.ake me, sir.

Fat. Why, sir, did I say you were an holiest man ?

setting my knighthood and my soldiership aside, I had
hed in my thro'at, if I had said so.

Atten. I pray you, sir, then set your knighthood and
your soldiership aside, and give me leave to tell yu.;,

you lie in your throat, if you say I am any other than

an honest man.
Fat. I give thee leave to tell me so ! I lay aside that

which grows to me ! If thou gett'st any leave of me.

hang me; if thou takest leave, thou wert better he

hanged. You hunt-counter, hence ! avaunt I

Atten. Sir, my lord would speak with you.

Ch. just. Sir John Falstaff, a word with you.

Fat. -My good lord ! God give your lordship good
time of day. I am glad to see your lordship abroad :

I heard say, your lordship was sick : I hope, your

lordship goes abroad by advice. Your lordship, though

not clean past your youth, hath yet some smark of age
in you, some relish ofthe saltness of time ; and I iT:ost

humbly beseech your lordship to have a reverend care

of your health.
Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your ex-

pedition to Shrewsbury.
Fat. An't please your lordship, I hear his majesty is

returned with some discomfort from Wales.
Just. I talk not of his majesty : you would

not come when I sent for you.
Fat. And I hear, moreover, his higlmess is fallen

into this same whoreson apoplexy.
Ch. Just. Well, heaven mend him!—I pray you, Kt

me speak with you.
Fat. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kuid of letli-

ar,g>'. an't please your lordship ; a kind of sleeping in

' e blood, a whoreson tingling.

Ch. yusl. What tell you me of it? be it as it is.

Fat. It hath its original from much grief. Irom

study, and perturbation of the brain : I have read

the cause of his effects in Galen : it is a kind of deaf-

Ch. Just. I think you are fallen into the disease

;

for vou hear not what I say to you.
Fat. "Very well, my lord, very well : rather, an t

please you, it is the disease of not listening, the malady

of not marking, that I am troubled withal.

Ch. just. To punish you by the heels, would amend
the .attention of your ears : and I care not if 1 do be-

come your physician.
Fat. I am as poor as Job. my lord, but not so p.a-

tient : your lordship may minister the potion of imp''"

somnent to me, in respect of poverty ; hut how I should

be your patient to follow your prescriptions, the wise

may m.ike some drain of a scruple, or, indeed, a scru-

ple itself.

Ch. Just. I sent for you, when there were matters

against you for your life, to come speak with me.

'Fat. As I was then advised by my learned counsel

in the laws of this land-service, I did not come.

Ch. Just. Well, the truth is. Sir John, you live in

great infamy.
' Fat. He that buckles Wm in my belt cannot live m
less. , , ,

Ch. just. Your means are very slender, and your

wiiste is great.

Fat. I would it were othermse ; I would my means
were greater, and my waist slenderer.

C7< yjw/. You have misled the youthful prmce.

Fat. The young prince hath misled me : I am the

fellow with the gr'eit belly, and he my dog.

Ch. Just. Well, I am loth to gall a new-healed

wound : yuur day's service at Shrewsbury halh a little
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,,,^. yjp ^,„^^ HENRV IV. „g
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turn diseases to commodity.

SCENE III.—York. A Room
;

Palace.l,fr,''A,^'il^?'M
^°^^
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; but I
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:
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b&h) •
"'" °"' "°P'='' <y« likely offei,

Should be still-born, and that wc now possess'd
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The utmost man of expectation

;

I think we arc a body stron^j cnou^'h,
l£ven as we arc, to equal with the kini^".

/,. Bard. What ! is the . king but Jive-and-twcnty
thousand ? [Rardolph.

Hast. To us, no more ; najs not so mucli, lord
For his divisions, as the tim^^s do brawl,
Are in three heads: one power against the French,
And one against Glcndouer

; perforce, a tliird

IMust take up us : so is the unfirm king
In three divided-; and his colfers sound
V/ith hollow poverty and emptiness.
Arch. That he should draw his several strengths

together,
And come against us in full puissance.
Need not be dreaded.
Hast. If he should do so,

He leaves his back unarm'd, the French and Welsh
Baying him at the heels : never fear that.
L. Bard. Who, is it like, should lead his forces

hither 'i

Hast. The duke of Lancaster, and Westmoreland ;

Against the AVclsh, himself, and Harry Monmouth;
Kut who is substituted 'gainst the French,
I have no certain notice.
Arch. Let us on.

And publish the occasion of our arms.
The commonwealth is sick of their own choice

;

Their over-greedy love hath surfeited :

A habitation giddy and unsure
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart.
O thou fond many I with what loud applause
Didst thou beat heaven -with blessing Bolingbroke,
Before he was what thou wouldst have him be \

And being now trimm'd in thine own desu^es,
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him,
That thou provok'st thyself to cast him up.
So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard

;

And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up.
And howl'st to tind it. What trust is in these times?
They that, when Richard liv'd, would have him die.
Are now become enamour"d on his grave :

Thou, that threw'st dust upon his goodly head,
When through proud London he came sighing on.
After th" admired heels of Bolingbroke,
Cry'st now, "O earth, yield us that king again,
And take thou this 1" O, thoughts of men accurst

!

Fast, and to come, seem bestTthings present, worst.
Mow/'. Shall we go draw our numbers, and set on?
Hiist. AVe are time's subjects, and time bids be

gone. [ISxezent,

ACT IT.

SCENE I.—London. A Stirct.

Enter Hostess : Fang, and his Boy, with her ; and
Snare following.

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the action?
J-'anj^. It is entered.
Host. Where's your yeoman? Is it a lusty yeo-

man? will he stand to 't?

Fan,^. Sirrah, where's Snare?
Host. O Lord, ay i good master Snare.
Sua7-e. Here, here.'
I-aiii^. Snare, we must arrest Sir John FalslafT.

Host. Yea, good master Snare ; I have entered him
and all. [for he will stab.

Snare, It may chance cost some of us our lives.

Host. Alas the day ! take heed of him ; he stabbed
me in mine own house, and that most beastly: in

good faith, he cares not what mischief he doth, if his

weapon be out : he will foin like any devil ; lie will

spare neither man, woman, nor child.

Fani:. If I can close with him, I care not for his
tlinist.

Host. No. nor I neither : I'll be at your elbow.
J'\i}i^. An I but list him once; an he come but

within my vice.

—

Host. I am undone by his going; I warrant you,
he's an infinite thing upon my score :—good master
Fang, hold him sure;—good master Snare, let him
not "scape. He comes continually to Pic-cornc
(saving your manhood.) to buy a saddle; and he
iiulitcd to dinner to the Lubbar's head, in Lumbert
btrecl, to nuislcr Smooth's tlic silkman: I pray ye

since m}' cxion is entered, and my case so openly
known to the world, let him be brought in to his
answer. A hundred mark is a long loan for a poor
lone woman to bear: and I have borne, and borne,
and borne ; and liave been fubbcd otf, and fubbed
off. and fubbed off, from this day to that day, that it

is a shame to be thought on. There is no honesty in
such dealing ; unless a woman should be made an ass,

andia beast, to bear every knave's wrong. [Enter Sir
John Falstaff, Page.rtwrfBardolph.] Yonder lie comes;
and that arrant malmsey-nose knave, Bardolph, with
him. Do your offices, do your offices, master Fang
and master Snare ; do me, do me, do me your
offices.

Fal. How now? whose's mare's dead? what's the
matter? [tress Quickly.
Fang. Sir John, I arrest you at the suit of miss-
Fal. Away, varlets 1—Draw, Bardolph : cut me off

the villain's head ; throw the quean in the channel.
Host. Throw rae in the channel! I'll throw thee

in the channel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou bas-
tardly rogue \—Murder, murder ! O. tiiou honey-
suckle villain! wilt thou kill God's officers, and the
king's ? O, thou honey-seed rogue 1 thou art a honey-

:ed, a man-queller, and a woman-quciler.
Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph.
Fajt_i^. A rescue I a rescue I

Host. Good people, bring a rescue or two ! Thou
o't, wo't thou? thou wo't. wo't thou? do, do, ihot*
igue I do, thou hemp-seed

!

Fal. Away, you scullion I you rampallian! you
fnstilarian ! I'll tickle your catastroplie.

Fntcrthe Lord Chief Justice, attended.
Ch. Jnst. What is the matter ? keep the peace lierc,

ho !

Host. Good my lord, be good to me! I beseech
you. stand to me 1

Ch, yust. How now, Sir John I what, arc you
brawling here?

Doth this become your place, your time, and business?
You should have been well on your way to York.—
Stand from him, fellow: wherefore hang'st upon him?
Host. O, my most worshipful lord, an 't please your

grace, I am a poor widow of Eastclieap, and lie is

arrested at mv suit.

Ch. Just. For what sum?
Host. It is more tlian for some, ray lord ; it is for

all, all I have. He hath eaten me out of house and
,iome; he hath put all my substance into that fat

belly of his :—but I will have some of it out again, or
I will ride thee o' nights, like the mare.
Fal. I think I am as like to ride the marc, if I have

any vantage of ground to get up.
Ch. Jitst. How comes this. Sir John? Fie! what

man of ^ood temper would endure this tempest o(
exclamation? Are you not ashamed to enforce a
poor widow to so rough a course to come by her awn?
Fal. AVhat is the gross sum that I owe thcc ?

Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thyself,

and tlie money too. Thou didst swear to mc u])on a
parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my .Dolphin-chamber, at
the round table, by a sea-coal fire, upon AVednesday
in Whitsun week, when the prince broke ihy head for
liking his father to a singing-man of Windsor; thou
didst swear to me then, as 1 was washing thy wound,
to marry me, and make me my lady thy' wife. Canst
thou deny it ? Did not goodwife Keech, tlic butcher's
wife, ron\c in then, and call me gossip Quickly? com-
ing in to borrow a mess of vinegar ; telling us. she
had a good dish of prawns ; w-hereby thou didst
desire to eat some ; whereby I told thee, they were ill

for a green wound I And didst thou not, when she
was tjone down stairs, desire me to be no more so
familuirity with such poor people ; sayi;:g. that ere
long they should call me madam? And didst thou
not kiss me, and bid me fetch thee thirty shillings ? 1

put thee nov/ to thy book-oath : deny it, if thou cnnst.
Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad soul ; and she says,

up and clown the town, that hervldest son is like yon ;

she hath been in good case, and the truth is, jjoverty
liath distracted her. But for these foolish oliiccrs, I

beseech you, I may have redress against them.
Ch. Just. Sir John, Sir John, I am well ac*iuaintcd

with your manner of wrenching the true cause the
false way. It is not a confident brow, nor the thronji
of words that conie with such m-iro ilian impudent
saiiciness from yon, can tlirutt nie from a !<;vel con-
sideration : you have, as it ap'i^cari; to me, prattiscd
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upon ihc easy yielding spirit of tiiis woman, and tnadc
Iicr serve your uses botli in purse and person.

J/csf. ^'ca, in trotli, my lord.

(7i. yttst. l*r'yiliee, peace. Pay Iier the debt you
owe licr, and unpay the villainy you have done willi

her : the one you may do witli sterling money, and the
other with cMrrent repentance.

Fill. My lord, I will not undergo this sneap without
reply. You call lionourable ^boldness, impudent
saucniess: if a man will make court"sy, and say
nothing, he is virtuous. No, my lord, my humble
duty rcniember'd, I will not be your suitor : I say to
you, I do desire deliverance from these officers, being
upon hasty employment in the king's affairs.

Ch. yiist. You speak as having power to do
wrong : but answer in the effect of your reputation,
and satisfy the poor woman.

Fill. Come hither, hostess. {Taking iter aside.

Enter Gower.

Ch. yust. Now, master Gower,—what news?
Ovw. The king, my lord, and Harry prince of

Wales
Are near at hand : the rest the paper tells.

{Gives a Utter.
Fat. As I am a gentleman,

—

Host. Nay, you said so before.
Fal. As 1 am a gentleman : come, no more words

of it.

Host. By this heavenly ground I tread on. I must be
flin to pawn both my plate, and the tapestry of my
dining-chambers.
Fal. Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking: and for

thy walls,—a pretty slight drollery, or the story of the
Prodigal, or tlie German hunting in water-work, is

worth a thousand of these bed-hangings, and these
fly-bitten tapestries. Let it be ten 'pound, if thou
canst. Come, an it were not for thy humours, there
is not a better wench in England. Go, wash thy face,
and draw thy action. Come, thou must not be in this
humour with me : dost not know me? Come, come, 1

know thou wast set on to this.

Host. Pray thee. Sir John, let it bo but twenty
nobles : i' faith, I am loth to pawn my plate, in good
earnest, la.

Fat. I.et it alone ; I'll make other shift : you'll be a
fool still.

Host. Well, you shall have it, thougli I pawn my
gown. I hope, you'll come to supper. You'll pay me
all together?

Fal. Will I livet-rr.? Bardolph.l Go, with her,
with her ; hook on, hook on.

Host. Will you have Doll Tear-sheet meet you at
supper 1

Fal. No more words ; let's have her.
[Exeunt Hostess, Bardolpli, Ofliccrs,

and Boy.
Ch. yust. I have heard better news.
Fal. What's the news, my good lord ?

C/t. yust. Where lay the king last night ?

iio^v. At Basingstoke, my lord.

Fal. I hope, my lord, all's well : what is the news,
my lord ?

Ck. Must. Come all his forces back 1

Co^v. No ; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horse.
Arc march'd up to my lord of I^-ancastcr,

A;minst Northumberland, and the Archbishop.
Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, my noble

lord ?

Ch. yust. You shall have letters of me presently

:

come, go along with me, good mzister Gower.
Fal. .My lord.

Ch. yust. What's the matter?
Fal. Master Gower, shall I entreat you with nie to

dinner?
Cow. I must wait upon my good lord here,—I thank

yon. good Sir John.
Ck. yust. Sir John, you loiter here too long, being

you arc to take soldiers up in counties as you go.
Fal. Will you sup with me, Ma.ster Gower?
Ch. yust. What foolish master taught you these

m.inncrs. .Sir John ?

Fal. Master Gower, if they become me not, he was
a fool that taught ihein me.—This is the right fcncin.;
grace, my lord ; tap for tap. and so part fair.

Ch. yust. NovT, the Itord liglitco thee 1 thou art a
great tool

{^Exeunt.
,

SCENE II.—London. Another Street.

Enter Priucc llcnry rt;irfPoins.

/\ Hen. Trust me, I am exceeding weary.
Poins. Is it come to that ? 1 had tliouglit, weariness

durst not have attached one of so high blood.
P. Hen. 'Faith, it does me; though it discolours the

complexion of my greatness to acknowledge it. Doth
it, not show vilely in me to desire small beer?
Poins. Why, a prince should not be so loosely

studied, as to remember so weak a composition.
P. Hen. Belike then, my appetite was not princely

got ; for, by my troth, I do now remember the poor
creature, small beer. But. indeed, these humble
considerations make me out of love with my greatness.
What a disgrace is it to me, to remember thy name ?

or to know thy face to-morrow ? or to take note how
many pair of silk stockings thou hast. viz. these, aiuf
those that were thy peacli-colour'd ones? or to bear
the inventory of thy shirts ; as, one for superliuity, and
one other for use?—but that the tennis-court-keeper
knows better than I ; for it is a low ebb of Uncn with
thee, when thou keepest not racket there ; as thou
hast not done a great while : because tlie rest of thy
low-countries have made a shift to eat up tliy holland

;

and God knows, whether those that bawl out the ruins
of thy Unen, shall merit his kingdom : "nut the mid-
wives say, the children are not in fault ; whereupon
the world increases, and kindreds are mightily streng-
thened.
Poins. How ill it follows, after you have laboured so

hard, you should talk so idly ! Tell me, how many
good young princes ^vould do so, their fathers bein^
so sick as yours at this time is ?

P. Hen. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins?
Poins. Yes, faith and let it be an excellent good

thing.

P. Hen. It shall serve among wits of no higher
breeding than thine. [that you will teil.

Poins. Go to ; I stand the push of your one thing
P. Hen. Marry, I tell thee ; it is not meet that I

should be sad. now my father is sick : albeit I could
tell to thee, (as to one it pleases me, for fault of a
better, to call my friend.) I could be sad, and sad
indeed too.
Poins. Very hardly upon such a subject.
P. Hen. By this hand, thou think'st me as far in the

devil's book, as thou and Falstaff, for obduracy and
persistency : let the end try the man. But 1 tell thee,
my heart bleeds inw.ardly, that my father is so sick:
and keeping such vile company as thou art, hath in
reason taken from me all ostentation of sorrow.
Poins. The reason?
P. Hen. What wouldst thou think of me, if I should

weep? [crile.

Poins. I would think thee a most princely liypo-
P. Hen. It would be every man's thought ; and

thou art a blessed fellow, to tliink as every man
thinks : never a man's thought in the world keeps the
road-way better than thine : every man would think
me a hypocrite indeed. And what accitcs your most
worshipful thought to think so?
Poins. Why, because you have been so lewd, and

so much engraffed to Falstaff.

P. Hen. And to thee.
Poins. By this light, I am well spoken of; I can

hear it with mine own ears ! the worst that they can
say of me is, that I am a second brotlier. and tliat 1

am a proper fellow of my hands ; antl those two
tilings, I confess, I cannot help. By the mass, hero
comes Bardolph.

/'. Hen. And the boy that I gave Falstaff : he had
him from me Christian ; and look, if the fat villain

have not transformed him ape.
Enter Bardulpli and Page.

Bard. God save your grace I

/'. Hen. And yours, most noble Bardolph 1

Bard. [To tile Page.] Come, you virtuous ass, you
b.isliful fool, must you be blushui;,' ? wherefore blush
you now ? What a maidenly man .at arms arc yuu
liecome ? Is it such a matter to get a pottlepot's
maidenhead ?

Page. He called me even now, my lord, through a
red Lattice, and I could discern no part of his face
from the window : .at Last. I si>ied his eyes; and me-
thonght he had made tivo holes in the ulu-wifc's new
petticoat, and peeped through.

/'. Hen. llatli not the boy profiled?



ago

P,ara. A»vay, you wlioresou upri-ht rabbit, awav '

Pa^e Away, you rascaUy Altheas dream, away'
P. Hen. Instruct iis, boy ; what dream, boy'
Page. Marry, my lord, Althea dreamed she was de-

livered of a firebrand; and therefore I call him herdream. '

P. Hen. A crown's worth of ifood interpretation •

J-oiHs. u, that this good blossom could be keptfrom cankers :-\VeIl. there is sixpence to presets

Jiard. An you do not make him be hanged amontryou, the gallows shall have wrong.
-^n'onj.

P HcH And how doth thy master, Bardolpli ?hard. WeU, my lord. He heard of you? •racc-scoming to town : there's a letter for you

Arl'i^-
Delivered with good respect.And ho wdoth the martlemas, your master ?

Bard. In bodily health, sir
Poins Marry, the immortal part needs a physician •

butthatmoves not him: though that be sick, ifdiis^t:P. Hen. I do allow this wen to be as familiar with

howle"write^'
and he hold his place; for look you

Poms. \_Reads.1 " John Falstaff, knight,"—every
;.™Vh"^' ^^r that. .,as oft as he has occasion toname hmiself

: even like those ahat are akin to thekmg; for they never prick their finger, but they sayThere IS some of the king's blood spilt." -'How
r °ivf *Th

'"'^^ '''=•• *='' '^^« "P°" him not to"r
" i -f™ ti= I'"*'''""'

'^ "^ ?'''^>' ^^ a borrower's cap,
I am the kmg s poor cousin, sir

"

ff'-yf^^f ^'i'- l^"^ ';^''' ^ '='" t° "=• or they willfetch It from Japhet. But to the letter—
f!, VJ!f-J,f^''^^'-'^

"^"' y"^"' P'^'^i<^jr, knight, to

f/ri? ,
'^'^'^ '^"-°''..'"'?,^"' '"^f'^thcr. Harry Princeofl^aUs, greeting. "--IVhy, this is a certificate.

P. Hen. Peace!

J}^^lf:M^"'f^-^
'y..''"'" "-'«''«''• the kono7trableRomans zn brefity : '-sure he means brevity inbreath, short-wmded.-"/ commend me to thee. I

^"'thPoins: forhe m.isiises thyfavour so much, tfiat
lie swears tlwu art to marry his sister Nell Retrentat idletimes as thou mayest ; and so,farewell

•• Thine, by yea and no, (-wJiich is asmuch as to say. as thou usest him. jJACK Falstaff, with 7ny faml
Izars : JOHN, luith my brotliers and
sisters; and SIR JOHN 7cith all
J^urope.

^^y .lord, I wiU steep this letter insack. and make him

P. Hen That's to make him eat twenty of his
word.^. L;:t do you use me thus, Ned? must I marrvyour sister? '

Poins. God send the wench no worse fortune

!

but \ never said so.
P. Hen Well, thus we play the fools with thetime

; and the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds, andmock us. Is your master here in London ?
Bard. \ es^uy lord. [thin eold frank ?P. Hen. Where sups he? doth the old boar feedBard. At the old place, my lord ; in Eastcheap.
P. Hen. What company ?
Pa^e. Ephesians, my lord ; of the old church.
/

. Hen. Sup any women with him ?
Page. None, my lord, but old mistress Quickly, and

mistress Doll Tear-sheet.
j°.//«z. What pagan may that be? I

Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a kinswoman ofmy master's.
P-tlen. Even such kin as the-parish heifers are tothe town bull, bhall we steal upon them, Ned, at

Poins. I am your shadow, my lord ; I'll follow you
P. Hen. Sirrah, you bov,—and Bardolph,—no word

to your master that I am yet come to town ; there's

/.^"'i"
?'?"'"'' \.Gi'Jesmo,iey.

Bard. I have no tongue, sir.
Pdge. And for mine, sir, I will govern it

Page.]—This Doll Tear-sheet should be some road.
J oins. I warrant you, as commmon as the way be-tween Saint Alban's and London.

«nif',5?'"T,?°"' 1"'^'^' ^^ ^^'^ Falstaff bestow him-
sell to-night in his true colours, and not ourselves
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Poins. Put on Uvo leathern jerkins and aprons, andwatt upon him at his table as drawers
P. Hen. From a god to a bull V a lica\-y descension I

It was Jove's case. From a prince tol prent"ce° aowtransf»nnation! that slialfbe mine; for in every

me" Ned
'"""^"^^ '""^' *"^'2'' ^ith the foUy. Follow

SCENE Ill.-Warkworth. Before t/ie CasZ'""'
Enter Northumberland, Lady Northumberland, and

Lady Percy.
North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle daughter.Give even way unto my rough affairs

:

Put not you on the visage ofthe times,

, S''" I'H ^hem, to Percy troublesome.

r.r.Zf' ^'^Z'^
'^^^" ^y^''' I '"" ='P'-"ak no more

:

Uo v.hat you will
; your Avisdom be your guide

A , u ;
^^^- ?''''''^' ^"''«- ">y honour is at pawn

;

And, but my going, nothing can redeem it.Lady P. O, yet for God's sake, go not to thesewars !

The time was, father, that you broke your word.
\V hen you were more endear'd to it than now

;

w nen your own Percy, when my heart"s-dear Harry,
1 hrew many a northward look, to see his father
Bring up his powers ; but he did long in vainWho then persuaded you to stay at iiome?
there were two honours lost

; yours, and your son's.
1- or yours,—may heavenly glory brighten it

!

1-or his,—It stuck upon him, as the sun
111 the grey vault of heaven ; and, by his light.Did all tne chivalry of England move
I o do brave acts : he was, indeed, the glass
Wherein the noble youth did dress themselvesHe had no legs, that practisd not his gait

;

And speaking thick, which nature made his blemish.Became the acceius of the valiant

;

P or those that could speak low, and tardUy.
Would turn their own perfection to abuse,
1 o seem hke hun : so that, in speech, in eait
In diet, in affections of deUght,
In military rules, humours of blood.
He was the inark and glass, copy and book,
1 hat fashion d others. And him,—O wondrous him Imiracle of men !—him did you leave,
(?'^';0"<i to none, unseconded by you,)To look upon the hideous god of war
In disadvantage ; to abide'a field,
U here nothing but the sound of Hotspur's nameUid seem defensible :—so you left hiiii
fvever, O never, do his ghost the wrong.
To hold your honour more precise and nice
With others, than with him ! let them alone :The marshal, and the archbishop, are strong •

Had my sweet Harry had but half their numbers,
t 0-day might I, hanging on Hotspur's neck.
Have talk d of Monmouth's grave.
^yth. " Beshrew your heart,

11?- u
*""•' y°" °o draw my spirits from ii.e,u ith new lamenting ancient oversights,

but I must go, and meet with danger there

;

Or It will seek me in another place,
And find me worse provided,

-rnlf-^/yc ,

,

O, fly to Scotland,
i 111 that the nobles, and the armed commons,Wave ot theu- puissance made a little taste
Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of the

[Then join you with them, like a rib of steel,
1 o make strength stronger ; but, for all our loves,
1- irst let them try themselves. So did your son ;He was so suffer'd ; so came I a widow

;

And never sliall have length of life enough
To rain ujjon remembrance with mine eves.
That It may grow and sprout as high as"heaven.
For recordation to my noble husband.
^iorth. Come, come, go in with me. Tis with myAs with the tide sweli'd up unto its height, (mind,

1 hat m.-ikes a still-stand, runningneitlier way

:

Pain would I go to meet the archbishop.
But many thousand reasons hold me back.—
I mil resolve for Scotland : there am I,
Till time and vantage crave my comp.uiy. [Exeunt
SCENE IV.—London. A Room in Use Boar's Head

Tavern, in Eastcheap.

/inter two Drawers.

1 Draw. What the devil hast thou brought there J
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npple-Johns ? thou know'st Sit John cannot endure an I saith he. "you are in an illname ,•"—now, he said

appl^i-Joh-.i. .
I can tell whereupon; "for," lays he, "you

1 DrctitK Mass, thou say 'st true. The prince once .. .

set a dish of apple-Johns before him, and told him
there were five more Sir Johns ; and, putting off his

hat, said, "I will now take my leave o/tlicse six dry,

round, old witheredknights." It angered him to the

heart, but he hath forgot that.

I Vra-i: AVhy then, cover, and set them down

:

and see if thou canst llnd out Sneak's noise ; mistress

Tear-sheet would fain hear some music. Despatch

:

—the room where they supped is too hot; they'll

come in straight.

2 Dra-w. Surrah, here will be the prince, and master
Poins anon; and they willjput on two ofourjerkms and
aprons, and Sir John must not know of it : Bardolph
hath brought word.

1 Dra'u: By the mass, here will be old utis : it will

be an excellent stratagem.
2 Draw. I'll see, if I can find out Sneak. [I-xit.

Enter Hostess and Doll Tear-sheet.
Host. 1' faith, sweetheart, methinks now, you are in

an excellent pood temperaUty : your pulsidge beats as

extraordinanly as heart would desire ; and your
colour, 1 warrant you, is as red as any rose : but,

i* faith, you have drunk too much canaries ; and that's

.a marvellous searching wine, and it perfumes the
blood ere one can say,—^\^lat's this ? How do you
Dol. Better than I was :—hem. [now ?

Host. Why, that's well said ; a good heart's worth
gold.—Look, here comes Sir John.

Enter Fajstaif.

Fal. \Singinf^.\ " IV/ien Arthur first in court'
IJmpty the jorden.

—

\Exit i Drawer. )-;-[5'wi.s-!«.e. ]

" Atid~L'as aiL'orthy king." How now, mistress Doll

!

Host. Sick of a cahn : yea, good sooth.
Fal. So is all her sect; an they be once in a calm

they are sick.

Dol. You muddy rascal, is that all the comfort yoi
Fal. You make fat rascals, mistress Doll, {give me?
Dol. I make them ! gluttony and diseases make

them ; I make them not.

Fal. If the cook help to make the gluttony, you help
to make the diseases, Doll : we catch ofyou, Doll, we
catch of you ; grant that, my poor virtue, grant that,

Dol. Ay. marr>',—our chains, and our jewels.
Fal. " Your brooches, pearls, and oTuclies :"—for to

serve bravely, is to come halting off. you know : to
come off the breach with liis pike bent bravely, and
to surgery bravely ; to venture upon the charged
chambers br.avely,

—

Dol. Hang yourself, you muddy conger, hang
yourself

!

Host. By my troth, this is the old fashion ;
you two

never meet, but you fall to some discord : you are
both, in good troth, as rheumatic as two dry toasts

:

you cannot one be.ar with another's confinnities.
AV'hat the good year ! one must bear, and that must
be you : you are the weaker vessel, as they say, the
emptier vessel.

Dol. Can a weak empty vessel bear such a huge full

liogshead ? there 's a whole merchant's venture of
Bourdeaux stuff in him ; you have not seen a hulk
better stuffed in the hold.—Come, I'll be friends with
thee. Jack : thou art going to the wars ; and whether I

shall ever see thee again, or no, there is nobody cares.
Re-enter i Drawer.

I Dra-!o. Sir. ancient Pistol's below, and would
speak with you.

Dol. Hang him. swaggering rascal I let him not
come hither ; it is the foul.moutn'dst rogue in England.
Host. If he swagger, let him not come here : no, by

my faith ; I must live amongst my neighbours; I'll no
swaggerers : I ,im in good name and fame with the
very best:—shut the door;—there conies no swag-
gerers here : I have not lived all this while, to have
swaggering now :—shut the door, 1 pray you.
Fal. Dost thou hear, hostess?

—

Host. Pray you, pacify yourself. Sir John: there
comes nt* swaggerers here.

Fal. Dost thou he;ir? it is mine ancient.
Host. Tilly-fally, Sir John, never tell me : your

ancient swaggerer comes not in my doors. I wiu
before master Tisick. the deputy, the other (Lay ; andi
as he said to me.—it was no longer ago tlian Wedncs-
d.ay last,—"AVfj^/i/w^r <Jui.kly." siiys he;—master
Diunb, our minister, w.e. by then;

—

"Neighbour
i.';/r'ir*i>," says he, " receive those that are ci-jil; for,"

honest woman, and well thought on ; tlierefore take
heed whatguests you reeei've : receive," SB.y^ he, *' no
STuaggering eofnpanious."—There comes none here :

•you would bless you to hear what he said:—no, I'll

no swaggerers.
Fal. He's no swaggerer, hostess ; a tame cheater,

i' faith ; you may stroke him as gently as a puppy
grefyhound : he will not swagger with a Barbary hen,
if her feathers turn back in any show of resistance.

—

Call him up, drawer.
Host. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honest

man my house, nor no cheater: but I do not love
swaggering ; by my troth, I am the worse, when one
says—swagger : feel, masters, how I shake ; look you,
I warrant you.
Dol. So you do, hostess.
Host. Do I ? yea. in very truth, do I, an 'twere an

aspen leaf: I cannot abide swaggerers.
Enter Pistol, Eardolpfi, and Page.

Pist. God save you. Sir John !

Fal. 'Welcome, ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, I charge
you with a cup of sack : do you discharge upon
mine hostess.

Pist. I will discharge upon her, Sir John, with two
bullets.

Fal. She is pistol-proof, sir ; you shall hardly ofiend
her.

Host. Come, I'll drink no proofs, nor no bullets :

ni drink no more than will do me good, for no man's
pleasure, I.

Pist. Then to you, mistress Dorothy ; I will charge
you.

Dol. Charge me ! I scorn you. scurvy companion.
What! you poor, base, rascally, cheating, lack-linen

mate 1 Away, you mouldy rogue, away I X am meat
for your master.

Pist. I know you, mistress Dorothy.
Dol. Away, you cut-purse rascal I you filthy bung,

away! By this wine, I'll thrust my knife in your
mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy cuttle with me.
.\way ! you bottle-.ale rascal ! you basket-hilt stale

juggler, you!—Since when, I pray you, sir?—What,
with two points on your .shoulder ? much 1

Pist. I will murder your riiff for this.

Fal. No more. Pistol ; I would not have you go of!

here: discharge yourself of our company. Pistol.

Host. No, "good captain Pistol ; not here, sweet
capt.ain.

Dol. Captain! thou abominable damned cheater,
art thou not ashamed to be called captain? An
captains were of my mind, they would truncheon
you out. for taking their names upon vou before you
nave earned them. You a captain i you slave, for
hat? for tearing a poor wiiore's ruff in a bawdy-

house?—He a captain ! Hang him. ro^giie ! He lives

upon mouldy stewed prunes and dried cakes. A
captain ! these villains will make the word captain as
odious as the word occupy ; which was <an excellent
good word before it was ill sorted: therefore captains
had need look to it.

Bard. Pray thee, go down, good ancient
Fal. Hark thee Inther. mistress Doll.

Pist. Not I ; I tell tliee what. Corporal Bardolph,-i
I could tear her :— I '11 be revenged on her.
Page. Pray thee, go down.
Pist. I'll sec her damned first :—to. Pluto's damned

lake, by this hand, to the infernal deep, with Erebus
and tortures vile also. Hold hook and line, say I.

Down, down, dogs I down faitorsi Have we not
Hiren here*
Host. Good Captain Pcesel, be quiet : it is very

late, i' faith : I beseek you now, aggravate your choler.
Pist. These be good humours, indeed ! Shall pack-

And hollow pampcr'd jades of Asia, (horses.
Which cannot go but thirty miles a d;iy.

Compare with Ca;sars, and with CaniiiLials,

And Trojan Greeks? nay, rather damn thcin with
King Cerberus ; and let the welkin roar.

Sh.ill we fall foul for toys?
Jloil. By my troth, capt.iin, fliese are very bitter

words.
Hard. Be gone, good ancient : this will grow to a

brawl anon.
Pist. Die men, like dogs 1 give crowns like pins I

Have we not Hiren here?
Hoit. Un my word, capLiin, there's none such hercw
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^v;lnt the ,£fooii-year ! do you thii.k I wouKI deny her?
for God's sake lie quiet.

Pist. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipohs.
Come, give 's some sack.
Siforhota me tormenta, il spcrato ^ne coiitenla.—
Kear «c broadsides ? no, let the fiend ffive fire !

Give nie some sack ; and, sweetheart, lie thou there.

[ Lnyiag- down his sioord.

Come we to full points here, and are et ccteras

Fal. Pistol, I would be quiet. [nothmg?
Pist. Sweet knight, 1 kiss tliy neif. What ! we have

seen the seven stars.
Dol. For God"s sake, thrust him down stairs: I

cannot endure sucli a fustian rascal.
Pist. Thrust him down stairs I know we not Gal-

loway nags?
Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove-groat

shilling : n.ay. an he do nothing but speak nothing, he
shall b? nothing here.
Bard. Come, get you down stairs.
Pist. What I "shall we have incision? shall we

imbiu.; ?— {Snatchins up his s-aiord.

Then deatli rock me asleep, abridge my doleful days I

Why then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds
Untwine the sisters three ! Conie, Atropos, I say !

Host. H ere s goodly stuff toward I

Fal. Give me my rapier, boy.
Dol. I pray thee. Jack, I pray thee, do not draw.
Fal. Get you down stairs.

yOraiuin^^ a7id drizdti^ at Pistol.

Host. Here's a goodly tumult ! I'll forswear keep-
ing house, afore I'll be in these tirrits and frights,
bo ; murder, I warrant now.—Alas, alas ! put up your
naked weapons

; put up your naked weapons.
{Exeiatt Bardolph and Pistol.

Dol. I pray thee. Jack, be quiet; the rascal is gone.
Ah, you whoreson little valiant villain, you I

Host. Are you not hurt i' the groin ? methought he
made a shrewd thrust at your belly.

Re-enter Bardolph.
Fal. Have you turned him out of doors ?

Bard. Yes, sir. The rascal's drunk: you have
hurt him, sir, in the shoulder.
Fal. A rascal I to brave me !

Dol. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you ! Alas, poor
ape ! how thou sweat 'st ! Come, let me wipe thy
face :—come on, you whoreson chops :—ah, rogue ! i'

faith, I love thee : thou art as valorous as Hector of
Troy, worth five of Agamemnon, and ten times
better than the nine worthies : ah, villain

!

Fal. A rascally slave ! I will toss the rogue in a
blanket.
Dol. Do, an thou darest for thy heart : if thou dost,

I'll canvass thee between a pair of sheets.
Enter Music.

Paj^e. The music is come, sir.

Fal. Let them play ;—play, sirs.—Sit on my knee,
Doll.—A rascal bragging slave 1 the rogue fled from
me like quicksilver.
Dol. r faith, and thou followedst him like a church.

Thou ^yhoreson little tidy Bartholom.ew boar-pig.
when wilt thou leave fighting o' days, and foining o*
nights, and begin to 'patch up thine old body for
hea\en?
Fnter/v/iind, Prince Henry andVoias, disguised as

Draiuers.

Fal. Peace, good Doll ! do not speak like a death's
liead ; do not bid me remember muie end.

Dol. Sirrah, what humour is the prince of?
Fal. A good shallow young fellow : he would have

made a good pantler, ho would have chipped bread
well.

Dol. They say, Poins has a good wit.
Fal. He a good wit ? hang him, baboon I his wit is

as thick as Tewksbury mustard ; there is no more
conceit in him, than is in a mallet.
Dol. 'Why does the prince love him so then!
Fat. Because their legs are both of a bigness ; and

lie plays .at quoits well; and eats conger and fennel;
ana drinks off candles' ends for flap-dr.agons ; and
rides the wild mare with the boys ; and jumps upon
joint-stools ; and swears with a good grace ; and
wears his boots very smooth, like" unto'the sign of
the leg; and breeds no bate with telling of discreet
stories : and such other gambol faculties he has, that
show a weak mind and "an able body, for the which
the prince admits him: for the prince himself is sucli

another ; the weight of a hair will turn the scales be-
tween their avoirdupoi.s.

P. Hen. Would not this nave of a wheel have his
ears cut off?

Poins. Let's beat him before his whore.
P. Hen. Look, whether the withered elder hath

not his poll clawed like a parrot.
Poins. Is it not strange, that desire should so many

years outlive performance?
Fal. Kiss me, Doll.

P. Hen. Saturn and Venus this year in conjunction,'
what says the almanack to that

!

Poins. And, look, whether the fiery Trigon, his man,
be not lisping to his master's old tables, his note-book,
his counsel-keeper.
Fal: Thou dost give me flattering busses.
Dol. Nay, truly, I kiss thee with a most constant
Fal. I am old, I am old.

| heart.
Dol. I love thee better than I love e'er a scurvy

young boy of them all.

Fat. What stuff wilt have a kittle of? I sliall

receive money on Thursday : thou shalt have a cap
to-morrow. A merry song, come : it grows late

;

we'll to bed. Thou'lt forget me when I am gone.
Dol. By my troth, thou'lt see me a weeping, an

thou say 'st so: prove that ever I dress myself hand-
some till thy return :—well, hearken the end.
Fal. Some sack, Francis I

P. Hen. Poins. [Advancing.] Anon, anon, sir.

Fal. Ha ! a bastard son of the king's ?—And art
not thou Poins his brother?

P. Hen. Why, thou globe of sinful continents, what
a life dost thou lead !

Fal. A better than thou ; I am a gentleman ; thou
art a drawer.

P. Hen. V'ery true, sir ; and I come to draw you
otit by the ears.
Host. O, the Lord preserve thy good grace 1 by

my troth, welcome to London. Now," the Lord bless
that sweet face of thine ! Jesu ! are you come
from Wales ?

Fal. Thou whoreson mad compound of majesty,
—by this light flesh and corrupt blood, thou art wel-
come. [Leaning- /lis hand upon Doll.
Dol. How, you fat fool ! I scorn you.
Poins. My lord, he will drive you out of 5'our re-

venge, and turn all to a merriment, if you take not
the heat.
P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mine, you, how vilely

did you speak of me even now, before this honobt,
virtuous, civil gentlewoman !

Host. Blessing on your good heart ! and so she is,

by my troth.
Fal. Didst thou hear me?
P. Hen. Yes ; and you knew n-.e, as you did when

you ran away by Gadshill : you knew 1 was at your
back, and spoke it on purpose to try my patience.
Fal. No. no, no ; not so ; I did not think thou w ast

within hearing.
P. He>t. I shall drive you, then, to confess the

wilful abuse : and then I know how to hamile you.
Fal. No abuse, Hal, on mine honour ; no abuse.
P. Hen. Not I—to dispraise me, and call me pantler,

and bread-chipper, and I know not what

!

Fal. No abuse. Hal.
Poins. No abuse I

Fal. No abuse, Ned, in the world ; honest Ned.
none. I dispraised him before the wicked, that th-.-

wicked might :not fall in love with him ;—in which
doing, I have done the part of a careful friend, and a
true subject, and thy father is to give me thanks for
it. No abuse, Hal ;—none, Ned, none ;—no, 'faith,

boys, none.
P. Heti. See now, whether pure fear, and entire-

cowardice, doth not make thee -wrong this virtuous
gentlewom.an to close with us? Is she of the wicked?
Is thine hostess here of the wicked ? Or is thy boy
of the wicked? Or honest Bardolph, whose zeal
burns in his nose, of the wicked?
Poins. Answer, thou dead elm, answer.
Fal. The fiend hath pricked do-wn Bardolph irre-

cover.ible : and his face is Lucifer's privy-kitchen,
where he doth nothing but roast malt-worms. For tl'.e

boy,—there is a good angel about liim ; but the devil
outbids him too.

P. Heti. I'or the women ?

Fal. For one of them,—.she is in hell .Tircady, and
burns, pnor soul I For tlm othcr,~l owe her
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money ; and whether she be damned for that, I know
not.
Nosf. No. T warrant you
Fill. No, I think thou art not ; I think thou art quit

for tliat Marry, tliere is another indictment u
thee, for sufferings flesli to be eaten in tliy lici

contrary to the law ; for the wliicli, I think, tliou wilt

howl.
/fast. AU victuallers do so : wliat's ajoint of mutton

or two in a whole Lent ?

P. Hen. You, gentlewoman,

—

Dot. What says your jjrace ?

Fat. His grace says that which his flesh rebels
ac;iMlnst. yKnockitti;; hgartt.

' t/ost. Who knocks so loud at door?—Look to the
door there, Francis.

Enter Peto.
P. Hell. Peto, how now I what news?
Pcto. The king your father is at Westminster

;

And there are twenty weak and wearied posts
Come from the north : and as I came along,
I met and overtook a dozen captains,
Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns.
And asking every one for Sir John Falstaff.

P. Hen. By heaven, Poins. I feel me much to
blame.

So idly to profane the precious time ;

When tempest of conmiotion. like the south.
Biirne with black vapour, doth begin to melt.
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads.
Give me my sivord. and cloak.—Falstaff. good night.

[E.xeiint Prince Henry, Poins, Peto,
rtj/rfBardolph.]

Fat. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the
iwght, and we must hence, and leave it unpicked.
[Knoi-^in^ heard.] More knocking at the door?

Re-enter Bardolph,
How now I what's the matter?
Bard. You must away to court, sir, presently ;

A dozen captains stay at door for you.
Fat, [ To the Page. ] Pay the musicians, sirrah.

—

Farewell, hostess ;—farewell, Doll. You see, my good
wenches, how men of merit are sought after : the un-
deserver may sleep, when the man of action is called
on. Farewell, good wenches : if I be not sent away
post. 1 will see you again ere I go.
Dot. I cannot speak ;—if my heart be not ready to

burst.—well, sweet Jack, liave a care of thy
Fat. Farewell, farewell.

[Exeunt Falstaff and Bardolph.
j

Host. Well, fare thee well : I have known thee
these twenty-nine years, come peascod-time ; but an
honester, and truer-hearted man,—well, fare thee
well.

Bard. Ul'ithin.
| Mistress Tear-sheet

!

}lost. whats the matter?
Bard. \H'ilhin.\ Bid Mistress Tear-sheet come to

my master.
Host O, run, Doll, run ; run, good Doll.

I
Exeunt.
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ACT III.

SCENn I.—Westminster. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry in his 7tiii^ht-g07un, with a Page.

K. Hen. Go, call the earls of Surrey and Warwick
:

But. ere they come, bid them oerread these letters.

And well consider of them : make good speed.
[Exit Page.

How many thousand of my poorest subjects
Are at this hour asleep : U sleep I O gentle sleep 1

Nature's soft nurse, liow have 1 frighted thee.
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down.
And steep my senses in forgetfumess?
Why rather, sleep, liest llion in smoky cribs.
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee.
And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber,
'1 lian in the perfumed chambers of the grsKt,
L'nder the canopies of costly slate.
And lulld with sounds i>r sweetest melody?
n, thou dull god ! why liest ihou with the vile,
Jn lo.iihsome beds, and le.iv'si the kingly couch,
A watch-case, or a common 'larimi bell ?

\\i\l ilioii iifxin the high .irid giddy mast

In cradle of the rucfi L-rious surge,

And in the visitation of the wiiulsi
Ulio take tlie rullian billows by the tOJI.

Curling their monstrous heads, and lianging them
With dcaf'ning clamours in the slippery clouds.
That, with the hurly, death itself awakes?
Canst thou, O partial sleep 1 give thy repose
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude ;

And in the calmest and most stillest night,
W'ith all appliances and means to boot.
Deny it to a king ? Then, happy low, lie down 1

Uncctsy lies the head that wears a crown.
Enter Warwick ajid Surrey.

I^ar. Many good morrows to your majesty

!

A'. Hen. Is it good morrow, lords?
Il'ar. 'Tis one o'clock, and past.
A'. Hen. Why then, jjood morrow to you all, my

lorils.

Have you read o'er the letters that I sent yoa?
War. We have, my liege.
A'. Hen. Then you perceive, the body of or.r kins;-

How foul it is ; what rank diseases grow, [iloiil,

.\nd with what danger, near the heart of it.

JVar. It is but as a body, yet, distcraperd.
Which to his former strength may be rcstor'tl.
With good advice, and little medicine :

My lord Northumberland will soon be cooJ'd!
A". He/i. O God 1 that one might read tile boi ,k of

And see the revolution of the tiiiies (f.ite.

Make mountains level, and the continent
{ Weary of solid firmness) melt itself
Into the sea ! and. other times, to see
The beachy girdle of the ocean
Too wide for Neptune's hips ; how chances mock.
And changes fill the cup of alteration
With divers liquors ! O, if this were seen.
The happiest youth,—viewing his progress thronirh.
What perils past, what crosses to ensue.
Would shut the book, and sit him down and die.
Tis not ten years gone.
Since Richard and Northumberland, great friends,
Did feast together ; and in two years after
Were they at wars : it is but eight years, since
This Percy was the man nearest my soul

;

Who like a brother toil'd in my affairs,
.•\.nd laid his love and life under my foot

;

Vea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard,
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by.

... ..,.,., ,
[ruWanvick.

( 1 ou, cousin Nevil, as I may remember.)
When Richard,—with his eye brimfull of t jars.
Then check'd and rated by Northumberland,—
Did .speak these words, now prov'd a prophecy?
' Xorthiimberland, thou ladder, liy the luhich
My cousin Botinglroke ascends in y throne ;''

Though then, God knows, I had no such intent.
But that necessity so bowed the state.
That I and greatness were compelled to kiss :—
" The time shall come " thus did he follow it,
• The time will C07ne, lliat/OHl sin, gatherin,ir head,
Shall break into corruption :"—so went on.
Foretelling this same time's condition,
-A.nd the division of our amity.

If^ar. There is a history in all men's lives.
Figuring the nature of the times deceas'd

;

The which observ'd, a man may jjrophesy.
With a near aim, of the main chance of things
As yet not come to life : which in their .seeils
And weak beginnings lie uitreasurid.
Such things become the hatch and brood of time :

And, by the necessary form of this.
Ring Richard might create .1 perfect guess.
That great Northumberland, then false to him.
Would, of that seed, grow to a greater fal.scness.
Which should not find a grouncfto root upon,
Unless on you.
A' Jfen. Are these things, then, necessities

1 hen let us meet them like necessities ;

And th.it same word even now cries out on us

:

They s.-iy, tlie Bishop and Northumberland
Are fifty thoiisand strong.
War. It cannot be, my lord ;

Rnniour doth double, like the voice and echo,
'- numbers of the fear'd—Plcave it your gr.ice,
go to bed. Upon my soul, my lord.

The powers that you ,dre.idy have sent forth.
Shall bring this prize in very easily,
lo comfort you the more, 1 have rccciv'd
/\ certain instance that Glendowcr is <Icad.
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Your majesty hath been th.is fortniglit ill

;

And these iin^eason'd hours, perfurce, must add
Unto j-our sickness.

A'. Hen. I mil take your counsel

:

And were these inward wars once out of hand,
Wc would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land.

\Hxeiint.

SCENE II.

—

Court before Justice Shallow's House
in Gloucestershire.

iT/r/irr Shallow «?««? Silence, Ttiectini^ ; Mouldy, Shadow,
Wart, Feeble, BuU-caif and Servants, bcJiind .

Slial. Come on, come on, come on, sir ; give me
your hand, sir, give me your hand, sir: an early
stirrer, by the rood. And how doth my good cousin
Silence ?

SiL Good morrow, good cousin Shallow.
Shal. And how doth my cousin, your bedfellow?

and your fairest daughter, and mine, my god-daughter
Ellen?
Sit. Alas, a black ouzel, cousin Shallow !

ShaL By yea and na5% sir, I d.ire [say, my cousin
William is become a good scholar : he is at O.xford,
still, is he not ?

Sil. Indeed, sir, to my cost.
Shal. He must, then, to the inns of court shortly

:

I was once of Clement's-inn ; where, I think, they will
talk of mad Shallow yet.

Sil. You were called lusty Shallow then, cousin.
Shal. By the mass, I was called any thing ; and

I would have done any thing indeed too, and roundly
too. There was I, and little John Doit of Stafford-
shire, and black George Bare, and Francis Pickbone,
and Will Squele a Cotsv/old man ; you had not four
such swinge-bucklers in all the inns of court again :

and, I may say to you, we knew where the bona-
robas were, and had the best of them all at command-
ment. There was Jack Falstatf, now Sir lohn, a boy,
and page to Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk.

Sit. This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon
about soldiers ?

Shal. The same Sir John, the very same. I saw
liim break Skogan's head at the court gate, when he
was a crack not thus high : and the very same day
tlid I fight with one Sampson Stockfish, a fruiterer,

behind Gray's-inn. O, the mad days that I have
spent I and to see how many of mine old acquaint-
ance are dead .'

Sil. We shall all follow, cousin.
Shal. Certain, 'tis certain ; very sure, very sure :

death, as the Psalmist saith, is certain to all ; all shall

die.—How a good yoke of bullocks at Stamford fairV
Sil. Truly, cousin, I was not there.
S/tal. Death is certain.—Is old Double of your toivn

living yet ?

Sit. Dead, sir.

Shal. Dead !—See, see !—he drew a good bow ;—
and dead !—he shot a fine shoot :—John of Gaunt
loved him well, and betted much money on his head.
Dead ! he would have clapped in the clout at twelve
score : and carried you a forehand shaft a fourteen
and fourteen and a half, that it would have done a
man's heart good to see.—How a score of ewes now ?

Sit. Thereafter as they be : a score of good ewes
may be worth ten pounds.

Slial. And is old Double dead I

Enter Bardolph, a7ui one with him.
Sil. Here come two of Sir John FalstafTs men, as I

think.
Bard. Gootl morrow, honest gentlemen. I beseech

you, which is justice Shallow!
S/tal. I am Robert Shallow, sir ; a poor esquire of

this county, and one of the king's justices of the peace:
what is your good pleasure with me ?

Bard. My captain, sir, commends him to yon ; my
captain. Sir John FalstafT.—a tall gendeman,by heaven,
and a most gallant leader.
Shal. He greets me well, sir. I knew him a good

backsword nian. How doth the good knight f may I

ask how my lady his wife doth ?

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better acconnno-
dated than witn a wife.
Shal. It is well said, in faith, sir ; and it is well said

indeed too. Better accommodated I—it is good : yea
indeed, is it : good phrases are surely, and ever were,
very conunendable. Accommodated !—it comes of
accommodo : very good ; a good phrase.
Bard. Pardon ine, sir; 'I have heard the word.

Act 2,.

Phrase, call you it? By this good day, I know not
the phrase; but I will maintain the word with my
sword to be a soldier-like word, and a word of exceed-
ing good command, by heaven. AcconnnodatotI

:

that is, when a man is. as they say, accommodated

;

or, when a man is,— beinj^,—whereby,—lie may be
thought to be accommodated; which is an excellent
thing,

S'Juil. It is veiyjust. [Enter Falstaff.],—Look, here
conies good Sir John. Give lue your good liand, give
me your worship's good hand : by my troth, you look
well, and bear your years very well : welcome, good
Sir John.
Fai. I am glad to see you well, good master Robert

Shallow :—Master Sure-card, as I think.
ShaL. No, Sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, in com-

mission with me,
Fal. Good master Silence, it well befits you should

be of the peace.
Sil. Your good worship is welcome.
Fal. Fie 1 this is hot weather.—Gentlemen, have

you proWded me here half a dozen sufficient men?
Shai. Marry, have we, sir. Will you siti

Fal. Let me see them, I beseech you.
ShaL Where's the roll 'i where's the roll? where's the

roll?—Let me see, let me see, let me see. So, so, so,

so. Yea, marry, sir :—Ralph Mouldy !—let thcni ap-
pear as I call ; let them do so, let tliem do so.—Let
me see ; where is Mouldy?

Moiil. \Adva?icui^^ Here, an't please you.
ShaL What think you, sir John? a good limbed

fellow ; young, strong, and of good friends.
Fal. Is thy name Mouldy?
Moid. Yea, an 't please you.
FaL 'Tis the more time thou wert used.
ShaL Ha. ha, ha ! most excellent, i' faith ! things

that are mouldy lack use: very singular good I—In
faith, well said, sir John ; very well said.

FaL [To Shallow.] Prick him.
MouL I was pricked well enough before, an yon

could have let me alone : my old dame will be undone
now, for one to do her husbandry, and her drudgery :

you need not to have pricked me ; there are otlier

men fitter to go out than I.

Fal. Go to ; peace. Mouldy 1 you shall go. Mouldy,
it is time you were spent.
Moul. Spent

!

ShaL Peace, fellow, peace! stand aside: know you
where you are?—For the other. Sir John :—let me see;
—Simon Shadow.
Fal. Yea, marry, let me have him to sit under : he's

like to be a cold soldier.
ShaL Where's Shadow ?

Shad. yAdvancing.'\ Here, sir.

Fal. Shadow, whose son art thou?
Shad. My mother's son, sir.

FaL Thy mother's son ! like enough ; and tliy father's
shadow : so the son of the female is the shadow of the
male : it is often so, indeed ; but not of the father's
Shal. Do you like him, Sir John? [substanct;.
FaL Shadow will serve for summer,—prick him ; for

we have a number ofshadows to fill up the muster-book.
Shal. Thomas Wart

!

FaL Where's he?
Wart. {Advancin^.^ Here, sir.

Fal. Is thy name Wart ?

Wart. Yea, sir,

FaL Thou art a very ragged wart.
ShaL Shall I prick hhn, Sir John i

FaL It were superfluous; for his apparel is built
upon his back, and the whole frame stands upon pins

:

prick him no more.
ShaL Ha, ha, ha I—^you can do it, sir ; you can do

it : I commend you well.—Francis Feeble i

Fee. \Advancing.\ Here, sir.

Fal. What trade art thou. Feeble?
Fee. A woman's tailor, sir.

ShaL Shall I prick him. sir?
FaL You may; but if he had been a man's tailor,

he would have pricked you,—Wilt thou make as many
holes in an enemy's battle, as thou hast done in a
woman's petticoat? |iiiorc.

Fee. I will do iny good will, sir : you can have na
Fal. Well said, good woman's tailor 1 well said,

courai^eous Feeble ! Thou wilt be as valiant as the
wrathlul dove, or most magnanimous mouse.—Prick
the woman's tailor well, master SliaUow ; deep, master
Shallow.
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/•'ee. I would Wart mitjht have fjonc, sir.

Fa/. I would thou wcit a man's tailor, that thou
JiiijlUst mend him, and make liim fit to go. I cannot
put him to a private soldier, tiiat is the leadtir of so
imny thous.ands : let that suffice, most forcible I'ceble.

yVf. It shall suffice, sir. [next?
F,i/. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble.—Who is

S/ia/. Peter Bull-calf of the ?reen

!

j"ai. Yea, marry, let us see Ijull-calf.

JiuU. [Adi'aftaitg:] Here, sir.

FcU. "Fore God, a likely fellow !—Come, prick me
BuU-calf till he roar again.
Huil. O lord ! good my lord captain,

—

Fal. What, dost thou roar before thou art pricked!
B:iU. O Lord, sir! I am a diseased man.
Fal. What disease hast thou ?

Bull. A wiiorcson cold, sir,—a cough, sir,—which I

caught with ringing in the king's affairs upon his
coronation day, sir.

Fal. Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a gown; we
w ill have away thy cold, and I will take such order,
that thy friends shall ring for thee.—Is here all 2

Slial, Here is two more called than your number

;

you must have but four here, sir ;—and so, I pray you,
go in with me to dinner.
Fal. Come, I will go drink vith you, but I cannot

tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, bj' my troth,
master Shallow.
Sital. O, Sir John, do you remember since we lay

all night in the wintimili in Saint George's fields?
Fal. No more of that, good master Shallow, no more

of that. [work alive?
.Si'ial. Ha, it was a merry night. Andis Jane Night-
Fal. She lives, master Shallow.
Sluzl. She never could away vvith me.
Fal. Never, never; shewouldalwayssay, she could

not abide Master Shallow.
S/ial. By the mass, I could anger her to the heart.

She was then a bona-roba. Doth she hold her own
Fal. Old. old, master Shallow. [well

Shal. Nay, she must be old: she cannot clioose but
be old ; certain she's old ; and had Robin Night-work
by old Night-work, before I came to Clements-inn.
Sil. That's fifty-five year ago.
Shal. Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen that

that this knight and I have seen !—Ha, Sir John, .said

! v.-ell?
,

[ShaUow.
Fal. We have heard the chimes by midnight, master
Shal That we have, that we have, that wc have

;

in faith. Sir John, we have: our watch-word was,
" Hem, boys! '—Come, lets to dinner; come, let's tc

dinner.—O the days that we have seen !—Come, come,
[Excintt Falstatf. Shallow, and Silence,

Bull. Good Master corporate Bardolph, stand my
friend, and here is four Harry ten sliillings in French
crowns for you. In very truth, sir, I had as lief be
hanged, sir, as go : and yet, for mine own _part, sir, I

d') not care ; but rather, because I am unwiliinj^, and,
for mine own part, have a desire to .stay with my
friends ; else, sir, I did not care, for mine own part, so
Bard. Go to ; stand aside. [much.
Afoul. And, good master corporal ciptain, for my

old dame's sake, st.and my friend : she has nobody to
<lo any thing about her, when 1 am gone ; and she is

old. and cannot help herself : you sliall have forty,

Bard. Goto; stand aside.

Fee. By my troth, I care not; a man can die but
once ;—we owe God a death : I'll ne'er l)ear .a base
mind :—ant be my destiny, so ; an't be not, $o : no
man's too good to serve his prince ; and let it go
which way it will, he that dies this year is quit for tlie

Bard. Well Siiid ; thou .art a good fellow, [next.
J'lc. 'Faith. I'll bear no b.ise inind.

Re.tnler Falstaff, Sh,allow, and Silence.
Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I have?
Siial. Four, of which you please.
Bard. VFo Fal. | Sir, a word with you.

—

Aside to
Uun.\ I have three pound to free Mouldy and Bull-
Fal. [Aside lo\S3.viX.\ <;oto: well. [calf.

Shal. Come, .Sir John, wliich four will you have?
Fal. Do you choose for mt. (Shadow.
Shal. Marr>-, then,—Mouldy, Bull-calf, Fecblcand
Fal. Mfiuldy, .and Butl-ctlf: for you. Mouldy, stay

at home till you arc past service :—and for your part,
H'>ll-c-ilf, grow till you come unto it :—I will uoncoi y')U.

.shat. Sir John^Sir John, do not yourself wrong:
Ihey are your likeliest men, and 1 would have you
served with the best.

Fal. Will you tell mc. m.Tster ShaUow, how to choose
a man? Care I for tlie limb, the thews, the stature,
bulk, and big asscmbl,ince of .a m.an'^ Give me the
spirit, master Sliallow.—Here's 'Wart ;—you sec what
a rags;efl appearance it is : he shall charge you, and
discliarge you, with the motion of a pe\vterer's ham-
mer : come off, and on, swifter than he that g'ibbcts
on the brewer's bucket. And this same half-faced
fellow, Shadow—give mc this man : he presents no mark
to the enemy ; the focman may with as great aim level
at the edge of a ])euki;ifc. And, for a rctrcal,—how
swiftly will this Feeble, the woman's tailor, run off!

O, give me the spare men, and spare nic the great
ones.—Put me a caliver into Wart's hand. Bardolph.
Bard. Hold, Wart, traverse ; thus, thus, thus.
Fal. Come, manage me your ciliver. So :—very

well :—go to :—verygood :—exceeding good.—O, give
me always a little, lean, old, cii.apped, bald shot.—

.

Well said, i' faith. Wart ; thou 'rt a good scab : hold,
there's a tester for thee.

Slial. He is not his craft's master, he doth not do it

right. I remember at Mile-end Green, (when 1 lay .-it

Ciement's-inn,) I was then Sir Dngonet in Arthur's
show,—^there was a little quiver fellow, and he would
manage you his piece thus ; and he would about, and
about, and come you in, and come you in. "Rah,
t.ah, tah," would he .say; "Bounce, " would he say;
and away again would he go, and a^ain would he
come :—I shall never see sucn a fellow.

Fal. These fellows will do well, master Shallow.

—

Farewell, master Silence ; I will not use many
words with you.—Fare you well, gentlemen both ; I

thank you: I must ac'T-:enmiIe td-night—Bardolph,
give the soldiers coats.
Shal. Sir John, heaven bless you, and prosper

your affairs, and send us peace I As you return, visit

my house; let our old acquaintance be renewed:
peradventure, I will with you to the court.
Fal. I would you would, master Shallow.
Shal. Goto; 1 havespokeata word, pare you well.
Fal. Fare you well, gentle ^e.\vXi:\niXi.—{Exeunt

Shallow <r«(^ Silence.] On, Bardolph ; lead the mea
away. [Exeunl Bardolph, Recruits^ C-rc.'X As I return,
I willfetchoff these justices: I do' see the bottom of
justice Shallow. Lord, lord, how subject we old men
are to this vice of lyin.g! This same starved justice
hath done nothing but prate to me of the wildness of
his youth, and the feats he hath done about Turnbull-
street ; and every third word a lie, duer paid to the
hearer than the Turk's tribute. 1 do remember hi:u
at Clement's-inn, like a man made after supper of a
cheese-paring : when he was naked, he was. for all

the world, like a forked radisii, with a head fantasti-
cally carved upon it with a knife: he was so forlorn,
that his dimensions to any thick sight were invisible

:

he was the very genius of famine ; yet lecherous as .a

monkey, and the whores called him—mandrake. He
came ever in the rear-v.ard of the fashion ; and sung
those tunes to the overscutched huswives th.at he
heard the canuen whistle, and sware—they were his
fmcies, or his good-nights. And now is this Vice's
dagger become a sqviire ; and talks as familiarly of
John of Gaunt, as if ho had been sworn brother to
liim; and I'll be sworn he never saw him but once in
the Tilt-yard ; and then he burst his head, for
crowding among tlie marshal's men. I s<aw it, and
told John of Gaimt he beat his own name ; for you
might have thrust him, and all his apparel, into an
eel-skin ; the case of ;i treble hautboy was a m.ansion
for huu, a court: and now h.ath he land .and beeves.
Well, I will be acqu,'iinted with him, if I return ; ancl
it shall go hard, but I will make him a philosoj)hcr's
two stones to me : if the j^oung dace be a bait f'>r the
old pike, I see no re^ison, in the law of nature, but 1

may snap at liim. Let time sliape, and there an end.
{.Exit.

ACT IV.

SCENE \.—A Forest in Yorkshire.

Arch. What is this forest call'd?
Ilast. 'Tis Gaultrcc forest, .an't shall please your

grace. [forth.
Arch, Here stand, mylortls; and send discoverers

To know the numbers of our enemies.
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//(I.!/. We have sent forlh already.
Arch. 'Tk well done.

My friends and brethren in these great affairs,

I must acquaint you, that I h'ave receiv'd
New-dated letters from Northumberland ;

Their cold intent, tenor, and substance, thus :

—

Here doth he wish his person, with such powers
As mi^ht hold sortance with his quality,

The which he could not levy ; whereupon
He is retir'd, to ripe his a^owintj fortunes.
To Scotland ; and concludes in hearty prayers,
That your attemf)ts may overlive the hazard
And fearful meetin.Ej of their opposite.
Mowb. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch

ground,
And dash themselves to pieces.

Enter a Messenger.

Hast. Now, wliat news?
Mess. West of this forest, scarcely off a mile:,

In goodly form comes on the enemy ;

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their number
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thousand.
Moivb. The just proportion that we gave them out

Let us sway on, and face them in the field.

Enter Westmoreland.

Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us here?
Mowb. I think it is my lord of Westmoreland.
West. Health and fair greeting from our general,

The Prince, lord John and duke of Lancaster.
Arch. Say on, my lord of Westmoreland, in peace.

What doth concern your coming.
IVcst. Then, my lord,

Unto your grace do I in chief address
The substance of my speech. If that rebellion
Came like itself, in base and abject routs.

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rags,
And countenanc'd by boys, and beggary,

—

I say, if damn'd commotion so appear'd,
in his true, native, and most proper shape.
You, reverend father, and these noble lords,

Had not been here, to dress the ugly form
Of base and bloody insurrection
With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop,

—

W'hose see is by a civil peace maintain'd
;

Whose beard the silver hand of peace hath touch'd ;

Whose learning and good letters peace hath tutor'd ;

Whose white investments figure innocence,
The dove and very blessfed .spirit of peace,—
AVherefore do you so ill translate yourself.

Out of the speech of peace, that bears such grace.
Into the harsh and boist'rous tongue of war ?

Turning your books to greaves, your ink to blood,
Your pens to lances, and your tongue divine
To a loud trumpet, and a point of war?
Arch. Wherefore do I this ?—so the question stands.

Briefly to this end :—we are all diseas'd ;

And, with our surfeiting, and wanton hours.
Have brought ourselves into a burning fever,

And we must bleed for it : of which disease
Our l.ate king, Richard, being infected, died.
But, my most noble lord of Westmoreland,
I take not on me here as a physician

;

Nor do I, as an enemy to peace.
Troop in the throngs of military men ;

But, rather, show a while like fearful war.
To diet rank minds, sick of happiness.
And purge th' obstructions, which begin to stop
Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly.

I h.ave in equal balance justly weigh'tl
AVh.at wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we suffer.

And find our griefs heavier than our offences.
We see which way the stream of time doth run.

And are enforc'd from our most quiet sphere
By the rough torrent of occasion

;

And have the summary of all our griefs.

When time shall serve, to show in articles

;

Which, long ere this, we offer'd to the king.
And might by no suit gain our audience :

M'hcn we are wrong'd'. and would unfold our griefs,

IVe .are denied access unto his person,
nven by those men that most have done us wrong.
The dangers of the days but newly gone.
(Whose memory is written on the earth
With yet .appearing blood.) and the examples
Of every minute's instance, (present now,)
Have put us in these ill-boseenting ai'ms |

Not to break pe.ace, or any br.ancli of it.

But to establish here a peace indeed.
Concurring both in name and quality.

Ji'est. When ever yet was your appeal denied?
Wherein have you been galled by the king?
What peer h.ath been suborn'd to grate on you
That you should seal this lawless bloody book
Of forg'd rebellion with a seal divine.

And consecrate commotion's bitter edge?
Arch. My brother general, the commonwealth,

To brother born a household cruelty,

I make my quarrel in particular.

H'est. There is no need of any such redress ;

Or if there were, it not belongs to you.
Mowb. Why not to him, in part, and to us all,

That feel the bruises of the days before,

.\nd suffer the condition of these times
To lay a heavy .and unequal hand
Upon our honours?

Il'est. O, my good lord Mowbray,
Construe the times to their necessities.

And you shall say indeed, it is the time.

And not the king, that doth jou injuries.

Yet, for your part, it not appears to me.
Either from the king, or in the present time.

That you should have an inch of any ground
To build a grief on? were you not restor'd

To all the duke of Norfolk's signiories.

Your noble and right well-remember'd father's ?

Mowb. What thine, in honour, had my father lost,

That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in nie ?

The king, that lov'd him. as the state stood then.

Was, force perforce, compelled to banish him :

.\nd then that Harry Bolingbroke and he,—
Being mounted, and both roused in their seats.

Their neighing coursers daring of the spur.

Their armed staves in charge, their beavers down.
Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of steel,

.\nd the loud trumpet blowing them together,—
Then, then, when there was nothing could havestay'd
My father from the breast of Bolingbroke,
O. when the king did throw his warder down,
His own life huiig upon the staff he threw ;

Then threw he down himself, and all their lives,

That by indictment .and by dint of sword.
Have since miscarried under BoUngbroke.

l^'est. You speak, lord Mowbray, now you know not

what.
The earl of Hereford was reputed then
In England the most valiant gentleman :

Who knows on whom fortune would then have sniil'd ?

But if your father had been victor there.

He ne'er had borne it out of Coventry :

For all the country, in a general voice.

Cried hate upon him ; and all their prayers and love
Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on,

And bless'd, and grac'd, indeed, more than the king.

Biit this is mere digression from my purpose.

—

Ilere come I from our princely general.

To know your griefs ; to tell you from I'.is grace,

That he will give you audience ; and wherein
It shall appear that your demands are just.

You shall enjoy them,—every thing set off.

That might so nmch as think you enemies
Mowb'. But he hath forc'd us to compel this offer

;

.-Vnd it proceeds from policy, not love.

Ji'est. Mowbray, you ovcrween, to take it io.

This offer comes from mercy, not from fear

:

For, lo ! within a ken our army lies

;

Upon mine honour, all too confident
To give admittance to a thought of fear.

Our battle is more full of names than yours.

Our men more perfect in the use of arms.
Our armour all as strong, our cause the best;

Then reason wills, our hearts should be as good :

Say you not, then, our offer is compell'd.
Minub. Well, by my will, we shall admit no parley.

JVest. That argues but the shame of your otlcnce :

A rotten case abides no handling.
Hast. Hath the prince John a full commission,

In very ample virtue of his father.

To hear, and absolutely to determine
Of wh.at conditions we shall stand upon?

// 'est. Th.it is intended in the general's name

:

I muse you make so slight a question.

Arcii. Then take, my lord of Westmoreland, llii?

schedule.
For this contains oi4r general gricvanQe?.
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Eacli several article herein rcJrcss'd,

All members of our cause, botli lierc and hence,
Tliat are insinew'd to this action.

Acquitted by a true substantial form.
And present execution of our wills

To us and to our purposes consiijn'd

;

\\'e come within our awful banks a^aiu,
And knit our powers to the arm of peace.

ir.st. This will I show the fjeneral. Please you, lords,

In sight of both our battles we may meet

;

AUil cither end in peace, which God so frame

!

Or to the place of difference call the swords
Wl'.ich must decide it.

Arch. My lord, we will do so.

iExi'l West.
^^07fb. There is a thin^ within my bosom tells inc.

That no conditions of our peace can stand.
Hitst. Kear you not that ; if we can make our peace

Upon such large terms, and so absolute,
.\s our conditions shall consist upon.
Our peace shall stand as finn as rocky moimtauis.
Mcnvb. Ay, but our valuation shall be such,

That every slight and false-derived cause.
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason.
Shall to the king taste of this action

;

That, were our royal faiths martj'rs in love,

\Ve shall be winnow'd with so rough a wind.
That even our corn shall seem as light as chaff.

And good from bad find no partition.
Arch. No. no, my lord. Note this,—the king is

Of dainty and such picking grievances : [weary
For he hath found, to end one doubt by death,
Revives two greater in the heirs of life ;

And therefore will he wipe his tables clean.
And keep no tell-tale to his men\ory.
That may repeat and history his loss

To new remembrance : for full well he ki;cv;s,

He cantiot so precisely weed this land.
As his misdoubts present occasion :

His foes are so enrooted with his friends.

That, plucking to unfi.\ an enemy.
He doth unfasten so, and shake a friend.

So that this land, Uke an offensive wife.

That hath enr.ag'd him on to offer strokes.
As he is striking, holds his infant up,
And hangs resolv'd correction in the arm
That was uprear"d to execution.

Ilasl. Besides, the king hath wasted all his rods
On late offenders, that he now doth lack
The very instnnnents of chastisement

:

So that his power, like to a fangless lion.

May offer, but not hold.
Arch. 'Tis very true

:

And therefore be assur'd, my good lord marshal,
I f we do now make our atonement well.

Our |>eacc will, like a broken limb imited.
Grow stronger for the breaking.
Mcnub. Be it so.

Here is rcturn'd my lord of Westmoreland.
Re-enter Westmoreland.

ll'csl. The prince is here at hai!<l : pleaseth your
lordsin]).

To meet his grace just distance 'tween our .irmics
Mcnu/i. Your grace ofYork, in God's name then, set

forward.
Arch. Before, and greet his grace:—my lord, we

Come. [Exeunt.

SCE.NE I \.—4nol>ter Part of llie Forest.

F.iitcr,/rom one side, Mowbray, the Archb'ushop, Hast-
m^'i, and others : from the other side. Prince John
of I^incaster, Westmoreland, Officers, and Atten
dants.

P. John. You arc well cncounter'd here, my cousin
Mowbr.ay

:

Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop ;

And 50 to you. lord Hastings,—and to all.

My lord of York, it better sliow'd with yon.
When th.it your flock, assembled by the bell,
I'.ncircled you to hear with reverence
Your exposition on the lioly text,
Th.an now to sec yovi here .in iron man.
Cheering a rout ofrcbels with yonr drum,
Terning the word to sword, and life to death.
Th.it m.in. tluit sU^ within a monarch's heart.
And ripens in the sunsliine of his favour.
A\ oiild he .ibuie the countenance of the kipg,

Alack, what mischief might ho set .abroach.
In shadow of such greatness; With you, lord bisliop
It is even so. AV'ho hath not heard it spoken.
How deep you were within the books of God?
To us, the speaker in his parliament

;

To us, th' imagin'd voice of God himself;
The very opener and intelligencer
Between the grace, the sanctities of heaven.
And our dull workings. O, who shall believe.
But you misuse the reverence of your place.
Employ the countenance and grace of heaven,
.\s a false favourite doth his prince's name.
In deeds dishonourable? Y'ou have taken up.
Under the counterfeited zeal of God,
The subjects of his substitute, my father;
.\nd, both against the peace of heaven and him.
Have here up-swarm'd them.
Arch. Good my lord of Lancaster.

I am not here against your father's peace

;

But, as I told my lord of Westmoreland,
The time misorder'd doth, in common sense.
Crowd us and crush us to this monstrous t'orm.

To hold our safety up. I sent your grace
The parcels and particulars of our grief.

(The which hath been with scorn shov'd from the
Whereon this Hydr.a son of war is born ; [court,)
Whose dangerous eyes may v/ell be charm'd asleep.
With grant of our most just and right desires.

And true obedience, of this madness cur'd.
Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty.

.l/ii-fA. Hnot, we ready are to try our fortunes
To the last man.
Hast. And though we here fall down.

We have supplies to second our attempt

:

If they sniscarry, theirs shall second them
And so success of mischief shall be born,
.-Vnd heir from heir shall hold tliis quarrel up,
\V'hiIes England .shall have generation.

P. yoltn. You are too shallow, Hastings, jnnch too
To sound the bottom of the after-tiincs. [shallow,

ll'cst. Pleaseth your grace, to answerthem direct!)'.

How far forth you do like their articles
P. John. I like them all, and do allow them well

;

And swear, here, by the honour of my Mood,
My father's purposes have been n^istook ;

And some about him have too lavishly
Wrested his meaning and authority.
My lord, these griefs shall be with speed redress'd ;

Upon my soul, they shall. If this may piease ymi.
Discharge yonr [towers unto their sever.al counties.
As we will ours : ,and here, between the armies.
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace.
That all their eyes may bear those tokens home.
Of our restored love and amity.
A ir.h. I take your princely word for these redresses.
/'. yohn. I give it yon, and will maintain my word :

And thereupon I drink unto your grace
Iliist.

I
To an Officer.[ Go, captain, and deliver to

the army
This news of peace : let them have pay, and part

:

I know it will well please them. Hie thee, captain.

I
j?«/ Officer.

Arch. To yon, my noble lord of Westmoreland,
ll'cst. I pledge your grace ; and, if you knew what

pains
I have bcstow'd to breed this present peace.
You would drink freely : but my love to you
Shall show itself mnre openly hereafter.
Arch. I do not f.loubt you.
IVcst. I am glad of it.

Health to my lord and gentle cousiri, Mowbray.
Mcnvb. You wish me health in very happy season.

For I am, on the sudden, something ill.

Arch. Ag.iinst ill chances men .are ever merry

;

But heaviness foreruns tl-.e good event.
West. Therefore be merry, coz ; since sudden

sorrow (morrow.
Serves to say thus,—some good thing comes to-
Arch. Believe me, I am passing light in spirit,

Afo^ub. So much the worse, if yonr own rule be true.
[.Shouts within,

P. yohn. The wor<l of peace is rcnder'd : harl;,

how they shout

!

Afoivb. This h.ad been cheerful, after victory.
ylrch. A peace is of the nature of a contjuest

I'or then both parties nobly .are subdu'd,
And neither i)arty loser,

I /', yoh/i. Gq, my lord.
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And let our army be discharjjcd too.

—

I
Exit Westmoreland.

And, good my lord, so j^Ieasc you, let our trains
March by us, that we may peruse the men
We should have cop'd withal.
Area, Go, good Lord Hastings ;

And, ere they be dismissed, let them march by.
\,Exit Hastings.

/'. yohn. I trust, lords, we shall lie to-night to-

gether.

—

Re-entir Westmoreland.
Now, cousin, wherefore stands our array still

!

U^cst, The leaders, having charge from you to
V.ill not go off until they hear you speak. [stand,

P. John. They Icnow their duties.
Rc-citter Hastings.

Hast. My lord, our army is dispers'd already :
'

Like youthful steers unyok'd, they take their courses
East, west, north, south ; or, like a school broke up.
Each hurries toward his home, and sporting-place.

IVcst, Good tidings, my lord Hastings ; for the
I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason :— twhich
And you, lord archbishop,—and you. Lord Mou-
Of capital treason I attach you both. (bray,

—

Moiub. Is this proceeding just and honourable?
H'est. Is your assembly so? I

Arch. Will you thus break your faith S

J', yohn. 1 pawn'd thee none

:

I proniis'd you redress of these same grievances.
Whereof you tlid complam ; which, by mine lionour,
I will perform with a most Christian care.
But for you, rebels, look to taste the due
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as yours.
Most .shallowly did you these arms commence.
Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent hence.

—

Strike up our drums, pur.sue the scatter'd stray ;

Heaven, and not we, hath safely fought to-day.

—

Some guard these traitors to the block of death.
Treason's true bed, and j-ielder up of breath.

[Exeunt.

SCENE Til.—Another fart ofthe Forest.

Alarums; Excursions. Enter FalstaS and Co\e-
vile, f7iceting.

Fell. Whafs your name, sir? of what condition are
you, and of what place, I pray ?

Cole. I am .a knight, sir ; and mj' name is Coievile
of the dale.

Fnl. Well then, Coievile is your name, a knight is

your degree, and your place, the dale : Coievile sl\all

.still be your name, a traitor your degree, and the dim-
geon your place,—a place deep enough ; so shall j-cu
be still Coievile of the dale.

Cole. Are not you Sir John FalstafT?
Fnl. As good a man as he, sir, whoe'er I am. Do

ye yield, sir ? or shall I sweat for you ? If I do sweat,
they are the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for
thy death: therefore, rouse up fear and trembling,
and do observance to my mercy.

Cole. I think you are Sir John Falstaff ; and in that
thought yield me.

Fill. I have a wliole school of tongues in this belly
of mine ; and not a tongue of them all speaks any
other word but my name. An I had but a belly of
an\' indifferency, I were simply the most active fellow
in Europe : my womb, my womb, my womb undoes
mc.—Here comes our general.

Enter Prince John of Lancaster, Westmoreliind,
and others.

P. yohn. The heat is pa.st: follow nofarther now:—
Call in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland.—

(E.x:it West.
Now, Falstaff, where have you been all this while 1
^Vhen everything is ended, then you come

:

These tardj' tricks of yours will, on my life.

One lime or other break some gallows' back.
Foil. I would be sorry, my lord, but it should be

thus : I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was
the reward of valour. Do you think me a swallow, an
arrow, or a bullet? h.ave I, in my poor .and ohl motion,
the e.tpediticm of thought? I have speeded hither
with the very extvemost inch of possibility ; I have
foundered nine-score and odd posts : and here, travel-
tainted as I am, h.ive. in my pure ,and immaculate
valour, taken Sir John Coievile of the dale, a most
furious knight, ami valoro\is enemy. But what of
hat ? he saw me, and yielded ; that I may justly say

with the hook-nosed fellow of Rome,— *' i canu::. saw,
and overcame."
P. yohn. It was more of his courtesy than your

deserving.
Fat. I know not : here he is, and here I yieUl him :

and I beseech your grace, let it be booked with the
rest of this day's deeds; or, by the lord, I will Iiavc it

in a particular ballad else, with mine own picture on
the top of it, Coievile kissing my foot : to the whicli
course if I be enforced, if you do not all show like gilt

two-pences to me, and I, in the clear sky of fame.
o'ershine you as nnich as the full moon doth the cinders
of the element, whicli show like pins' heads to her,

believe not the word of the noble : therefore let me
have right, and let desert mount.

P. yohn. Thine's too heavy to mount.
Fat. Let it shine then.
P. yohn. Thine's too thick to shine.
Fal. Let it do something, my good lord, that may

do me good, and call it what you will.

P. yohn. Is thy name Coievile?
Cole. It is, my lord.

P. yohn. A famous rebel art thou, Coievile.
Fal. And a famous true subject took him.
Cole. I am, my lord, but as my betters are,

That led me hither : had they been rul'd by me,
You should have won them dearer than you have.
Fal. I know not how they sold themselves, but thou,

like a kind fellow, g.avcst th3'self away gratis; and 1

thank thee for thee.
Re-enter Westmoreland.

P. yohn. Have you left pursuit?
JFest. Retreat is made, and execution stay'd.

P. yohn. Send Coievile, with his confederates,
To York, to present execution :

—

Blunt, lead him hence ; and see you guard him sure.

[E.xit Coievile, znarded.
And now despatch we toward the court, my lords :

I hear, the king my father is sore sick :

Our news shallgo before us to his majesty,

—

Which, cousin, 'you shall bear,—to comfort him ;

And we with sober speed will follow you.
Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give mc leave to go

through Glostershire : and, when you come to court,
stand my good lord, pray, in your good report.

P. yohn. Fare you well, Falstaff: I, in my condition,
Sl'.all better speak of you than you deserve. [E.vjt.

Fal. I would, you had but the wit: 'twere better
than your dukedom.— Good faith, this same yomig
sober-blooded boy doth not love me ; nor a man can-
not make him laugh ;—but that's no marvel, he drinks
no wine. There's ne\'er any of these demure boys
come to any proof; for thin drink doth so over-coul
their blood, and niaking many fish-meals, that they
fall into a kind of male green-sickness; and then,
when tliey marry, they get wenches : they are gene-
rally fools and cowards ;—^which some of us should ho
too, but for inflammation. A good sherris-sack hath a
two-fold operation in it. It ascends me into the brain ;

ilries me there al! the foohsh, and dull, and crudy
vapours which environ it ; makes it apprehensi\-j.
quick, forgetivc, full of nimble, fiery, and delocl.ible

shapes ; which, <leliver'd o'er to the voice, (the tongue.)
which is the birth, becomes excellent wit. The second
property of your excellent sherris is,—the warming of
the blood ; which, before cold and settled, left the
liver white and pale, wliich is the badge of pusilla-

nimity and cowardice ; but the sherris warms it. and
makes it course from theinwards to the parts extreme :

it illumineth the face, which, as .a beacon, gives warn-
ing to all the rest of this little kingdom, man, to arm ;

aiid then the ^it.al commoners, ancl inland petty spirits,

nmster me all to their captain, the he.art, who, great,

and puffed up with this retinue, doth any deed of

cour.ige : and this valour comes of sherris. So that
skill in the weapon is nothing without sack, for th.it

sets it a-work ; and learning, a mere hoard of Jjolii

kept by a devil, till sack coinmences it, and sets it in

act and use. Hereof comes it, that prince Harry is

valiant ; for the cold blood he did naturally inherit of
his father, he hath, like lean, sterile, and bare Land,
manured, husbanded, and tilled, with excellent en-
de.ivour of drinking good, and good store of fertile

sherris, that he is become very hot and v.aliant. If I

had a thousand sons, the first human principle I would
teach them should *be,—to forswear thiir pot.ations.

and to addict themselves tO sack. [Enter Bardolph.i
How now, Bardolph?



Scene 4.

Jiard. Tlio army is di^cliar^CLl all, and gone.
/".I/. I-ct them go. I'll through Glostcrshire ; and

there will I visit Master Robert Shallow, esciuire : I

have him already tempering between my finger and
my thumb, and shortly will" I seal with nun. Come
away. \Exciint.

SCENE IV.—Westminster. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry. Clarence, Prince Humphrey,
\Var\vick, and otliers.

K. Ucn. Now, lords, if God doth give successful cr.J
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors,

We wiU our youth lead on to higher fields

And draw no s\vords but what ;u-e sanctified.

Our navy is address'd, our power collected,

Our substitutes in absence well invested.

And everything lies level to our msh

:

Only, we want a little personal strength ;

Anil pause us, till these rebels, now afoot.

Come underneath the yoke of government.
ll'ar. Both which, we doubt not but your majesty

Shall soon enjoy.
A'. Hen. Humphrey, ray son of Gloster,

Where is the prince your brother ?

F. Hnmph. I think he's gone to hunt, my lord, at
Windsor.

A'. Hen. And how accompanied ?

P. Humph. I do not know, my lord.

K. HcJt. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence,
with him?

P. Hujnpk. No, ray good lord ; he is in presence
eta. What would my lord and father ? [here.

A". Hen. Nothmg but well to thee, Thomas of
Clarence.

! tow chance thou art not with the prince thy brother S

He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him, "Thomas ;

Thou hast a better place in his affection.

Than all thy brothers : cherish it, my boy ;

And noble offices thou mayst effect

Of mediation, after I am dead,
Bet^veen his greatness and thy other brethren :

Therefore omit him not ; blunt not his love.

Nor lose the good advantage of his grace,
By seeming cold, or careless of his will

;

l-or he is gracious, if he be observ'd :

He hath a tear for pit}-, and a hand
Open as day for melting charity :

"Vet, notwithstanding, being incens'd, he's flint

;

As hiunorous as ^v^nter, and .as sudden
As flaws congealed in the spring of day.
His temper, therefore, must be well observ'd :

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently.
When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth ;

But, being_ moody, give him line and scope.
Till that his passions, like a whale on ground.
Confound themselves wth working. Learn this,

Thomas.
And thou slialt prove a shelter to thy friends

;

A hooji of gold to bind thy brothers in.

That the united vessel of their blood.
Mingled with venom of suggestion,

JAs. force perforce, the age will pour it in.)

Shall never leak, though it do work as strong
As aconitum. or rash gunpowder.

eta. 1 shall observe him with all care and love.

K. Hen. Why art thou not :it Windsor with him.
Thomas ?

Cla. He is not there to-day ; he dines in London.
K. Hen. And how accompanied? canst thou tell

that?
Cla. With Poins. and other his continual followers.
K. Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil to wecd^.

And he. the noble image ofmy youth.
Is overspread with them : therefore my grief
Stretches itself beyond the hour of dc.ith ;

The blood weeps from my heart, when I do shape.
In forms imaginary, th* unguidcd days
And rotten times, that you shall look upon
When I am sleeping with my .ancestors.

I'l.r when his he.idstrong riot hath no curb,
\\'lien rage and hot blood are his counsellors,
AVhen means and lavish maimers meet together,
<'), with what wings shall his affections fly

Towards fronting 5>cril ;ind oppos'd decay 1

.'/'<! r. My gracious lord. y<>\\ look beyond him quite :

Tlie prince but studies his companions,
Like a strange tongue ; wherein, to gain the language,
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'Tis needful that the most immodest word
He lOLvk'd upon, and learn'd ; which once attain'd

Your highness knows, comes to no further Bse,

But to be knoyn, and hated. So, like gross terms,
The prince will, in the pcrfectness of time.

Cast off his followers ; and their memory
Shall as a pattern or a measure live.

By which his grace must mete the lives of others,

Turiiing past evils to advantages.
A". Hen. 'Tis seldom-when the bee doth leave her

comb
In the dead carrion. Who's here, Westmoreland ?

Enter Westmoreland.
West. Health to my sovereign, and new happiness

.Vdded to that that I am to deliver

!

Prince John, your son. doth kiss your grace's hand

:

Mowbray, the bishop Scroop, Hastings, and all.

Are brought to the correction of your law
;

There is not now a rebel's sword unsheath'd.
But peace puts forth her olive everywhere :

The manner how this action hath been borne.
Here at more leisure may your highness read.
With every course in his particular.

A'. Hen. O Westmoreland, thou art a summer bird.

Which ever in the haunch of winter sings

The lifting up of day. Look, here's more news.

Enter Harcourt.

Har. From enemies heaven keep your majesty

;

.\nd. when they stand against you, may they fall

.\s those that I am come to tell you of i

The earl Northumberland, and the lord Bardolph,
\V'ith a great ijower of English, and of Scots,
.\re by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthrown :

The manner and true order of the fight.

This packet, please it you. contains at large.

K. Hen. And ; wherefore should these good news
make me sick ?

Will Fortune never come with both hands full.

But write her fair words still in foulest letters 2

She either gives a stomach, and no food,

—

Such are the poor, in health ; or else a feast.

And takes away the stomach,— such are the rich,

That have abundance, and enjoy it not.

I should rejoice now at this happy news

;

.\nd now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy :

—

me ! come near me ; now I am much ill.

\Swoons.
P. Hum.p)i. Comfort, your majesty

!

Cla. O my royal father

!

IFest. My sovereign lord, cheer up yourself, look
up!

JTar. Be patient, princes ; you do know, these fits

.\re with his highness very ordinary.
Stand from him, give him air ; he'll straight be well

Cla. No. no, he cannot long iiold out these pangs :

Th' incessant care and labour of his min<l
Hath wrought the mure, that should confine it in.

So thin, that life looks thriugh. and will break out.

P. Humph. The people fear me 1 for they do ob-
serve

nnfathcr'd heirs, and loathly births of nature:
The seasons change their manners, as the year
Had found some months .-islecp, and leap'd them over.

Cla. The river ha\ e thrice flow'd, no ebb between ;

And the old folk, time s doting chronicles.
Say, it did so, a little time before
That our great grandsire. Edward, sick'd and died.
War. Speak lower, princes, for the king recovers.
P. Hmnpk. This apojjlexy will, certain, be his end.
K. Hen. I pray you take me up. and bear me hence

Into some other chamber : softly, pray.
[ T)iey place the King on a bed in an inner

part o/tJie room.
let there be no noise m.ule, my gentle friends

;

1 iiless some dull and favourable liaiul

Will whisper nujsic to my weary spirit.

Il'ar. Call for the nmsic in the other room.
A'. Hen. Set ine the crown upon ni^ pillow here.
eta. His eye is hollow, and he changes much.
War. Lessnuise, less noLsel

Enter Prince Henry.
' P. Hen. Who saw the duke of Clarence?
Cla. I am here, brother, full of heaviness.
/'. Hen. How now I rain within doors, and none

abroad I

How doth the King?
P. Jlumph. lixteedinK ill,
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Z'. //<«. Heard ho the good news yet?
Tell it hiln.

y. Humph. He alter'd much upon the hearing it.

P, Hen. If he be sick with joy, lie will recover
Without physic.

It'ar. Not so much noise, my lords :—sweet prince
speak low :

The king your father is dispos'd to sleep.
Chi. Let us withdraw into the other room.
IVai: Will't please your grace to go along with

us?
P. Huh. No ; I will sit and watch here by the king,

[B.venjtt ail except Prince Henry
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow.
Being so troublesome a bedfellow ?

O poiish'd perturbation I golden care I

That keep'st the ports of slumber open wide
To many a watcliful night !—Sleep with it now I

^'et not so sound, and half so deeply sweet.
As he whose brow with homely biggin bound,
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty !

When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dust sit

Like a rich armour worn in heat of day.
That scalds with safety. By his gates of 1 >rcath
There lies a downy feather, which stirs not

:

Did he suspire, that light and weightless tlown
Perforce must move. My gracious lord ! my father!
This sleep is sound indeed ; this is a sleep
That from this golden rigol hath divorc'd
So many English kings. Thy due from me
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood.
Which nature, love, and filial tenderness.
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously :

My due from thee is this imperial crown.
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood.
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits,

—

[Pititiii^ it oil /ii<r head.
Which heaven shall guard : and put the world's whole

strength
Into one giant arm, it shall not force
This lineal honour from me : this from thee
Will I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. ] Exit.

IS. Neil. {IVaiiiii^-:] 'Warwick! Gloster ! Clarence;
Ke-enter Warwick and the 7-est.

Cla. Doth the king call

"

War. What would your majesty ? How fares your
grace t

K. Hen. Why did you le-ive me here alone, my
lords?

Cla. We left the prince, my brother, here, my liege.
Who undertook to sit and watch by you.

A'. Hen. The prince of Wales ! Where is he? let me
see him :

He is not here.
ll'ar. This door is open ; he is gone this way.
P. Humph. He came not through the chamber

where we stay'd.
A'. Hen. AVhere is the crown? who took it from my

pillow?
}yar. When we withdrew, my liege, we left it here.
A'. Hen. The prince hath ta'cn it hence :—go, seek

him out.
Is he so hasty, th.at he doth suppose
My sleep my death ?—
Find him, my lord of Warwick ; chide him hither.

I
/r'.V!< Warwick.

This part of his conjoins with my disease.
And helps to end me.—See, sons, what things you are !

How quickly nature falls into revolt,
AVhen gold becomes her object

!

For tliis the foolish over-careful fathers
Have broke their sleeps with thought, their brains
Their bones with industry

:

'

[with care.
For this they have engrossed and pil'd up
The canker'd heaps of strange-achieved gold

;

For this they have been thoughtful to invest
Their sons with arts, and martial exercises :

When, like the bee, tolling from every flower
The virtuous s^^ets,
Our thighs packed with wax, our mouths with lioney.
We bring it to the hive; and, like the bees.
Are nuirder'd for our pains. This bitter t.iste

"i'ield his engrossments to the ending father.
Re-enter W,arwick.

Now, where is he that will not stay so long
Till his friend sickness hath deteniiin'd me t

tP'ar. My lord, I found the prince in the ne.xt room,
Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ;

Willi such a demeanour in great sorrow.
That tyranny, which never quaff'd but blood.
Would, by beholding him, have wash'd his knife
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither.

A'. Hen. But wherefore did he takeaway the crown ?
Lo, where he comes.

—

[Re-enter Prince Henry.
Come hither to me, Harry,

—

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone.
[E.\eunt all except K. Hen. andV. Hen.

P. Hen. I never thought to hear yon speak again.
A". Jlcii. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that

thought

:

I stay too loiig by thee, I weary thee.
Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair.
That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth !

Thou seek'st the greatness that will overwhelm thee.
Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dignity
Is held from falling with so weak a wind,
That it will quickly drop : my day is dim.
Thou hast stol'n that, which, after some few hours.
Were thine without offence ; and at my death
Thou hast seal'd up my e,\pectation:
Thy life did manifest thou lov'dst me not.
And thou wilt have me die assur'd of it.

Thou liid'st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts,
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart.
To stab at half an hour of my life.

What! canst thou not forbear me half an hour?
Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself;
.A.nd bid the merry bells ring to tiiiuo car.
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead.
Let all the tears that should Viedew my hearse,
Be drops of balm to sanctify thy head :

Only compound me with forgotten dust

;

Give that which gave thee life unto the worms.
Pluck down Illy otHcers, break my decrees ;

For now a time is com^ to mock at form ;

Harry the fifth is crown'd !—Up, vanity !

Down, royal state I all you sage counsellors, hence I

And to the English court assemble now.
From every region, apes of idleness !

Now. neighbour confines, purge yon of your scum

:

Have you a rulfian that will swear, drink, dance.
Revel the night, rob, murder, and commit
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways?
Be happy, he will trouble you no more;
England shall double gild his treble guilt,

England shall give him office, honour, might

;

For the fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog
Shall flesh his tooth in every innocent,
Oiny poor kingdom, sick with civil blows I

A\*heii that my care could not withhold thy riots,

A'.'hat wilt thou do when riot is thy care?
O. thou wilt be a wilderness again.
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants 1

P. Hen. {fi'neelin,^.] O, pardon me, my liege ! but
for my tears.

The moist impediments unto my speech,
I had forestall'd this dear and deep rebuke.
Ere you with grief had spoke, and 1 had heard
The course of it so far. There is your crown

;

.'Vnd He that wears the crown immorlally.
Long guard it yours ! If I atfect it more,
Tlian as your honour, and as your renown.
Let me no more from this obedience rise,

{Which my most true and inward duteous spir't

feacheth,) this prostrate and exterior bending 1

Heaven witness with me, when I here came in.

And found no course of breath within your m.ijcsty.
How cold it struck my heart 1 if 1 do feign,
O, let me in my present wildness die.
And never live to show the incredulous world
The noble change tliat I liave purpo.sed !

Coining to look on you, thinking you dead,
{.\nd dead almost, my liege, to tliink you were,)
I spake unto the crown, as having sense.
And thus upbraided it: " 7lie care on thee depending
Hath fed upon the body 0/myfather :

Therefore, thon, best o/gold, art worst o/gold:
Other, lesspine in carat, is more precious,
Preser7'inj,'' life in tned'cinepotable ;

Hut thou mostjine, most honour d, most rc»<nun'd.
Hast eat thy bearer uf." Thus, my most royal liege,

'\ccusing it, I put it on my head,
I'o try wiMi it.—as with an eiieiuy
fhat had before my facemnrder'd my father,

—
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'Ilic quarrel of .1 t!i:c iiihciilor

Hut if it (lid infect iny blooil with joy,
( >r swell uiy tliou^'hts to auy strain of pride

;

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine
Did, with the least affection of a welcome,
< '.ive entertainment to the miijlit of it,

I,et God for ever keep it from my head,
.\ iid make nie as the poorest vassal is.

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it

!

A'. Ni/t. O my son,
r,nd put it in thy mind to take it hence.
That thou miji;htst win the more thy father's love,
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it.

Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed;
And hear, I think, tl-.e very latest counsel
That ever I shail breathe. Gud knows, my son,
l!y what by-paths and indirect crook'd ways,
I met this crown ; and I myself know well
How troublesome it sat upon my head :

To thee it shall descend with better quiet,
Uctter opinion, better confirmation

;

l-'or all the soil of the achievement j^oes
With me into the earth. It seenrii in me.
But as an honour snatch'd with boist'rous hand

;

And I had iiiany living to upbraid
My i;ain of it by their assistances ;

Which daily grew to quarrel, and to bloodshed,
AVounding supposed peace ; all these bold fears,
Thou seest, with peril I have .inswered;
1-or all my reign hath been but as a scene
Acting that argument : and now my death
Changes the mode ; for what in me was purchas'd,
T.alls upon thee in a more fairer sort

;

So thou the garment wear"st successively.
Yet, though tliou stand'st more sure than I could do.
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green ;

And all thy friends, which thou must make thy
friends,

H.ivc but their stings and teeth newly ta'en out.
By whose fell working I was first advanc'd.
And by whose power I well mjght lodge a fear
To be again displacd : which to avoid,
] cut them off; and had a purpose now
'I'o leid out many to the Holy Land.
I-cst rest, and lying still, might make thein look
Too near unto my state. Tlierefore, my Harry,
Be it thy course to busy giddy minds
With foreign quarrels; that action, hence borne out,
M.iy waste the memory of the former days.
More would I, but my lungs arc wasted so.
That strength of speech is utterly denied mo.
How I came by the crown, O God, forgive !

Anil grant it may with thee in true peace live '.

P. Hot. My gracious liege,
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it mo ;

Then jil.ain and right must n'ly possession be :

A'.'hich 1, with more tlian with .1 common pain,
(iaiust .ill the world will rightfully maintain.
J.;ilcr I'rince John of Lancaster, Warwick, Lords,

and others. [caster.
K. Ifen. Look, look, here comes my John of Lan-
P. yoliit. Health, peace, and happiness to my rnjMl

father! (son John;
K. Htn. Thou bring'st me happiness and jieace,

But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown
Trom this bare wither'd trunk : upon thy sight.
My worldly business makes a period.
Wlicre is my lord of Warwick?

P. Hen. My lord of Warwick \

K. Hen. Doth any name particular bclimg
Unto the lodging where 1 first ilid swoon?
H\xy. 'Tis calPd Jerusalem, my noble lord.
P. H en. Laud be to God !—even there my life

It hatli been prophesied to me many years, [mustciul.
I should not die but in lerus.ileni ;

Which vainly 1 suppos'd the Holy Land :—
But bear me to that chamber ; there I'll lie ;

In that Jci'usalem shall Harry die. [Excunl.

ACT V.
SCF.NE L—Glostershire. -^ //tf// in .Slmllow's

Honsc.
I'nter Shallow. Falstaff, Bardolph, and Page.

Slia(. By cock and pie, sir, you shall not away t"'
Bight —What, Davy, I say !

Fal. Vou must excuse me, master Uobtrt .Shallow.

SLCO.ND PAKT Ol KING liliNKV IV.

.Shal. I will not excuse you ; you shall not bo ex-
cused; excuses shall not be .admitted; there is ^^1

excuse shall serve; yun shall not be excused. —Why,
Davy

Jinlcr D.ivy.
Davy. Here, sir.

SJial. Davy, Davy, Davy, Davy,—let me sec, Davy ;

let me see, Davy;—let me see :—yea, marry, William
cook, bid him coine hither.—Sir John, you shall not
be e'xcused.
Davy. Marrj', sir, thus ; those precepts cannot be

served : and again, sir,—shall wc sow the headland
uilhwhe.at?

S/uil. With red wheat. Davy. But for 'William
cook:—are there no young pigeons?
Davy. Yes, sir.—Here is, now, the smith's note for

.shoeing, and plough irons.

Shal. Let it be cast, and paid.—Sir John, you shall

not be excused.
Da'vy. Now, sir, a new link to the lni':kot lunst

needs be had :—and, sir, do you mean to stop any of
William's wages, about the sack he lost the other day
at Hinckley fair ?

Sltal. He shall .answer it.—Some pigeons, Davy ; .'t

couple of short-legged hens, a joint of nuillon. and
any pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell William conk.
Daw. Doth the man of war stay all night, sir V

Sha'l. Yea. Davy. I will use him well : a friend 'r

the court is better than -a penny in purse. Use his

men ivell, Davy ; for they are arrant knaves, and will

backbite.
Da-y. No worse than they are back-bitten, sir ; for

they have marvellous foul linen.

Shal. AVell conceited, Davy. About thy business,
Davy.
Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance William

Visor of Wincot against Clement Perkes of the hill.

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, against
that Visor : that Visor is an arrant knave, on my
knowledge.
Davy. I grant your worship, that he is a knave, sir ;

but yet, God forbid, sir. but a knave should have
some countenance at his friend's request. An honest
man, sir. is .able to speak for himself when a knave is

not. I have served your worship truly, sir. this eight
years ; and if I cannot once or twice in ,a quarter 1-ear

nut a knave against an honest man, I have but a v ery
little credit with your worship. "The knave is mine
honest friend, sir; therefore, I beseech your worship,
let him be countenanced.
Shal. Go to : I say. he shall have no wron^. Look

.about, Davy. \Exit Da.\y.\ Where are you, Sir John?
Come, come, come, off with your boots.—Give me your
hand, M<astcr Hartlolph,
Bard. I am gl.id to see your worship.
Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind master

Bardolj>h : — [ 'J'o the Page. J and welcome, my tali

fellow. Come. Sir John.
Pal. I'll follow you, good master Robert Shallow.

[/?.V(/ Shallow. 1 Bardolph, look to our horses. {Hxennt
Bardolph rtHi/ Page.

I
If I were .sawed into (iiianti-

ties, I should make four dozen of such bearded her-
mit's staves as master Shallow. It is ;i wonderful
tiling, to sec the seinblable coherence of his men's
spirits .and his: they, by observing hhn, do bear them-
selves like foolish justices ; he. by conversing with
them, is turned into .a justice-like serving-man: their
spirits .are so married in conjunction with the partici.
pation of .society, that they (lock together in consent,
like so many wild-geese. If I had a suit to master
Shallow. I would humour his men with the impiila-
tion of being near their master: if to his men. I would
curry with master .Shallow, that no man could better
command his servants. It is certain, th.at either wise
liearing, or ignorant carriage, is caught, as men take
diseases, one of another : therefore, let men take
heed of their company. I will devise m.itter ennugh
• )iit of this Sh.allow, to keep prince Harry in continual
laughter the wearing out of .six p.issinns, (which it

four terms, or two actions,) ;ind he shall laugh witli-

niit itttervaUttms. O, it is much, lli.il -a lie «ith a
slight oath, and a jest with a sad brow, will do with a
friiijw that never had the ache in his shoulders 1 O,
you shall see him laugh, till his face be like a wel
cloak ill laid up I

Shal. {tVilhm\ Sir John !

Pal I come, master Shallov;; I come, mastei
hallow. \_l.xU.
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SCENE II.—Westminster. An Afnrtmeiit in the
Palace.

Filter Wnrwick and the I.ord Chief Justice.

War. How now, my lord chief justice ! whither
Ch. Just. How doth the kin.? ? [away t

JVar. Exceeding well , his cares are now all ended.
Ch. Just. 1 hope, not dead.
ll'ar. He s walk'd the way of nature

;

ind to our purposes he lives no more.
Ch. Just. I would his majesty had call'd nie with

The service that I truly did his life, (him :

Hath left me open to all injuries.

IVar. Indeed, I think the young kincr loves you not.

Ch. Just. I know he doth not ; and do arm myself,

To welcome the condition of the time ;

Which cannot look more hideously upon me
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy.

Enter Prince John, Prince Humphrey, Clarence,
Westmoreland, and others.

IVar. Here come the heavy issue of dead Harry :

I that the living- Harry had the temper
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen !

How many nobles then should hold their places.

That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort

!

Ch. Just. O God 1 1 fear, all will be overturn'd !

r. John. Good morrow, cousin Warwick, good
P. Humph. Cla. Good morrow, cousin, (morrow.
/'. John. We meet like men that had forgot to speak.
IVar. We do remember ; but our argument

Is all too heavy to admit much talk.

P. John. Well, peace be with him that hath made
us heavy!

Ch. Just. Peace be with us, lest we be heavier !

P. Humph. O, good my lord, you have lost a friend,

And I dare swear, you borrow not that face [indeed :

Of seeming sorrow ; it is sure your own.
P. John. Though no man be assur'd what grace to

You stand in coldest expectation : _
[find,

1 am the sorrier; would 'twere otherwise.

Cla. Well, you must now speak Sir John Falstaff

Which swims against your stream of quality. [fair
;

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did in

I,ed by the impartial conduct of my soul ;
[honour,

And never shall you see that I will beg
A ragged and forestall'd remission.

If truth and upright innocency fail me,
I "11 to the king, my master, that is dead.
And tell him who hath sent me after him.

;/ ar. Here comes the prince.
Enter King Henry V.

C/V. Just. Good morrow, and God save your ma-
jesty !

King. This new and gorgeous garment, majesty,

Sits not so easy on me as you think.

Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear

:

This is the English, not the Turkish court

;

Not Amurath an Amurath succeeds.

Hut Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good brothers.

For, to speak truth, it very well becomes you :

Sorrow so royally in you appears.

That I will deeply put the fashion on.

And wear it in my heart : why, then, be sad ;

But entertain no more of it, good brothers,

Than a joint burden laid upon us all.

For me, by heaven, I bid you be assur"d,

I'll be your father and your brother, too

;

Let me but bear your love, I'll bear your cares :

yet weep that Harry's dead, and so will I ;

Rut Harry lives that shall convert those tears,

Cy number, into hours of happiness.

P. John, tjrc. We hope no other from your majesty.

Kilts. You all look strangely on me •.—{To the Chief

Justice. 1 ancl you most

:

You are, 1 think, assur'd 1 love you not.

Ch. Just. I am assur'd, if I be measur'd rightly,

Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me.

Kinsr. No I

Ilnw might a prince ofmy great hopes forget

So great indignities you laid upon me ?

Wliat ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison

The immediate heir of England I Was this easy ?

May this be wash'd in Lethe, antl forgotten?

Ch. Just. I then did use the person of your father.

The image of his power lay then in me :

.Viui, in the .admini.strationof his law.

Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth,
Yenr highness pleaded to forget my place.

The majesty and power of law and justice.

The image of the king whom I presented.
And struck me in my very seat ofjudgment

;

^V'hereon, as an offender to your father,
1 gave bold way to my authority.
And did commit you. If the deed were ill.

Be you contented, wearing now the garland.
To have a son set your decrees at nought

;

To pluck down justice from your awful iiencli

;

To trip the course of law, and blunt the :Avni-(l

That guards the peace and safety of your per.<iOn : .

Nay, more ; to spurn at your most royal image.
And mock your workings in a second body.
Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours

;

Be no\v the father, and propose a son ;

Hear your own dignity so much profau'd.
See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted.

Behold yourself so by a son disdain'd ;

And then imagine me taking your part.

And, in your power, soft silencing your son.

After this cold considerance, sentence me ;

And, as you are a king, speak in your state.

What I have done that misbecame my place.

My person, or my liege's sov'reignty.
King. You are right, justice, and you weigh this well:

Therefore still bear the balance, and the sword :

And I do wish your honours may increase,
Till you do live to see a son of mine
Olfend you, and obey you, as I did.

So shall I live to speak my father's words :—
" Happy am I, that have a jnan so bold.

That dares doJustice on myproper son ;

And not less happy, having such a son.

That would deliver up his greatness so
Into the hands ofJustice."—You did commit me

:

For which. I do commit into your hand
The unstained sword that you have us'd to bear ;

With this remembrance,—that you use the same
With the like bold, juSt, and impartial spirit,

As you have done 'gainst me. There is my hand.
You shall be as a father to my youth :

My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear i

And I will stoop and humble my intents

To your well-practis'd wise directions.

—

And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you ;

—

My father is gone wild into his grave.
For in his tomb lie my affections ;

And with his spirit sadly I survive.

To mock the expectation of the world,

To frustrate prophecies, and to raze out
Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down
After my seeming. The tide of blood in me
I lath proudly flow'd in vanity till now :

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea.

Where it shall mingle with the state of flood,s.

And flow henceforth in formal majesty.
Now call we our high court of parliament,

And let us choose such limbs of noble counsel,

That the .great body of our state may go
In equal rank with the best govern'd nation

;

That war or peace, or both at once, may be
.\s things acquainted and familiar to us ;

—

In which you, father [ To the Lord Chief Justicc.J shall

have foremost hand.
Our coronation done, we will accite.

As I before remember'd, all our state :

.\nd (God consigning to my good intents.)

No prince, nor peer,' shall have just caujC to say.

God shorten Harry's happy life one day. yiixcunt.

SCENE III.—Glostershire. The Garden (^SivxWow'i
House.

Enter Falstaff. Shallow. Silence, Bardolph, the Page,
and Davy.

Shal. Nay, you shall see mine orchard : where, in

an arbour, we will eat a last year's pippin of my own
graffing, with a dish of carraways. and so-furth :—
come, cousin Silence :—and then to bed.

Eat. 'lore God, you have here a goodly dwelling,

and a rich.

Shal. Barren, barren, barren ; beggars all, beggars

all. Sir John :—marry, good air,—Spread, Davy;
sijrcad, Davy : well said. Davy.

.

Fat. This Davy serves you forgood uses ; he is your

serving-man, and vour husband.
S-'tfil. A good varlet, a. good varlet. a very good

varlet, Sir John —By the ma?!, I have drunk too much



Scene 3.

sack at supper :-A good varlet. Now sit down, now
sit down :—come, toiisin.

Si!. All, sirrah I qiioth.^-wc shall iSi„^i„iDo i.ff/.'tm,!; btUcat, and makegood cheerAndfratse heavenfor the merryyear
",'>"'.fl'f'','^<-'''-^J> 'ind/cuuiUsdear,

'

^ina tiis/y iads roam lure and there
So fni-rr:iy.

And everajnoiif so nterrily

iM^i;'. J^T'''^ ^ '^P''fy ''P'^ I-Good master SUence
I li inve you a health for that, anon.

n'n-t
piye "laster Bardolph some wine, Davy.

sir M-^^'Ji ;-,,
'"' '"thyou anon; most sweet '
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•run >uu anon; most s

What you want m meat, we'll have m drink • butvoumust bear ;-thc hearfs all.
I

/-
v?y

siMe'.i^J:^g?j;;^:^'^'
BardoIph:-and my' .i.„e

Sii. \Sinffins.\
Be merry, be merry, my wife has all]or women areshreios. both short and tallr,s merry ,n lutU -when beards wajr all '

And -welcome merry sltravc-tide.
Be merry, be merry, &c

..fThfs mettle""'
"''"'' '"""" ^"^"'='' •'^''been a man

ere now!
''°' ''

^ '"'" ''"" "'"'^ '™<='^ and once,

r, ^1 .
Re-enter Davy.

/'at;;'. There is a dish of leatl.cr-coats for you

S;ial. Davy— (•^""^''""i'''''<^'« *<"y'"-ff Bardoiph

/7a7.j;. Your w-orship ?-f To Bardolph. ] I '11 be

-^ cup of wine, t/iafs brisk andfine.Ai:d drink unto the lemaii mine
r-,/ w ,(*"^,'^ "'"'''y''.^'^'-t lives I'oHS-a.
l-al. « ell said, master Silence

sw^eio'fThe'nfght''^"
^^ "'"^y:-"ow comes in the

Sa:^fn$,^f '""S; "'^
'° y°"- ">=^'er Silence.

l-'itl the cup. and let it come ;

<r*,/ JJ^^^i^TI'^ mile to the bottom.ihal. Honest Bardolph. welcome : if thou wante^tanythms and wUt not caU. be^hrew tliy heart ™"v^ic.ne inyiitiletiny thief; and welcon^-. ifXed too

7:^^ L^oS^-^
^"''''"^"- ^"'^ '" ^' ^''""-•'1-

hi . ;!.iii ,^
""-" '"^-'^^' !'""" "•'^'^^ ^ qi"" together -

n f ??" ""^'' "'•'stcr Bardolph?
teuier,

cv'/ /^' '^'''' '" ^ pottle-pot.
-•>/;«/. I thank thee :-the knave will stick bv fhpf I

Shal Why there spoke a king. Lack notliinir • h,.

no^'^o.',^lv^te„-%fj«^-^ " *«4S^r whT;

25.> me rigJit,
Amld:iij mekni^'/tt:

Is t not so ?

^«/. Tisso.

™ewlm.'°' ^"'^' *""="' "y '^n °'d -nan can ilc

n A • .
R'-"<1"' Davy.

't'ii^oi„'^;:e?ol!S^v^h"[cw's"''"''
"'"=''^°°« P'^'"'

-oi:, Hr,:^s,Si '" "'"' '^"•'^ '"-'^"^'-

/'"'/ «^ *^''^ ?">"• Sir John !

'If'. What wind blew you hither PistnH
"^'-.^V' the ill wind w*^^,ich blows no ma„ to cood

... .he rcal?,^'
"'"" "' ""*' °"-- -^^ ""=Xtcst'^mcMi

3a''rl,
,"'' ' '^''J' ' """' "<= '"•• •'« goo<hnan Puff of

Am tidinjjs do I brings, and lucky joys,
Ai!dj;o dell times, and happy news of price.

w'irld '

"°"'' '"'' """" ''*''' "* "'^'' °'' "''"^

I s^.eak ;^f ^t?r^.
''^''

l'*" n""'''-'
•''"'1 ""'''""'gs base J

1 bpeai^ ot Atrica, and golden joys.

r 1',: ''
i^'*^'

Assyrian knijjht, what is thy news JLet king Cophetua know the truth therJoY
^ll.\i,in};tng.\

And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and 'Tohn
Pist Shan dunshill cuis confront the Helicons:And shall good news be baliled ?

e,"'/ ,^'°'• '^>' *>" '"^'«' '" I-'uries' lap

i / \i.i '"-'"^u
se""e'""". I kuow not your breed-Pist Why, then, lament, therefore i],,!;

.SA<T/. Give me pardon :-If, sir, you come with iiew-ifrom the court, I take it there is buttwo waV"--Vi he?o u tcr them, or to conceal thcui. I am, sir underthe kin^. in some authority.
'

wte;Si;^^!Sy'^'=^°"-"^=p-'^--<'--

Shal. Harry the fourth.
""'^ ^"^ '""""'^

'
°^ '"'f'*' ^

c- i^' ., ,
A foutra for thine office '

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is kine •

'

Harry the fifth 's the man. 1 speak the truth •

\V hen Pistol lies, do this; and Sg me like
'

The brag-g-mg- Spaniard.
Fal. What 1 is the old kin:? dead?
Pist As nail in door: the' things I speak are just.

R,^;f;t ^^?lr• ^••'«1°'P'" saddle my iiorse—IWalfter

1 M^ !?-^'^'^"°''''
S^°°^'^ '^hat office thou wilt in the

d "nit!.".
"""'^-P'S'°I- I >^'i" double-change thee with

Avi^ n rij ,
Ihood for my fortune.

^S wi?^f"'r'''7- " '™.""' "°^ take akniirhtl
U"/- What, I do brintr ffood news ?

low^nw tnrS !?>;'",'"
•'^!l"""='-:

'° bed.-Master Shal-low, my lord Shallow, be what thou wilt: I am for.

iii"ht' =;f™'-'^-
Get on thy boots: well ride a 1

vXr^Tr ^"''^' f'Ston-Away, Bardolph !-i/:-.vi^

lji=J
Come Pistol, litter more to me ; .aml,\v tlmU

Master ShaHow"'^!'?
^° "j^^^'^ S°'»'- l^""*' 1'"^'Master Shallow

: I know the youi-.g kins.' is sick f„rm.. Let us take any mans horses: the law, ofhnerland are at my commandment. Happy are thcv

chSrf jus^ice'^'^'^"
'"^ '"•^"'^^

-' """ -"-^ """ "y '-'^

' Wh^
Let vultures vile seize on his lungs also IWhere is the life that late I led T say thev •

Why, here ,t is ;-WeIcoine these plea^sant days I

{nxeiint.

SCENE IV.—London. A Street.

Enter Beadles, draagin-r i,i Hostess Quickly a„d
Doll Tear-sheet.

Barsoti.

/Vi/. Puff?

Si'r"iohn''i' I'^-'Jl' "I?'''
'•tcfeant coward base •-

Ani h,^' r
" f'"' ?''"'• •^'' "'y friend.And lieltcr-,keltcr have I rode to thee

;

Most. Ko. thou arrant knave ; I would to God Imigh the. that I might have Ihee hanged ; thou^m-tdr.iwn my shoulder out ofjoint

me -^and In" h^fff
''''''

^'"i'-"
''."^'li^ercd her over t-i

warV-fi^r h^r° ft 'i'''''?
i^h-PP'^^J-cheer enough, I

telUheewhT';i,""'i''°°'''
,'''''•' "^ Come on : I'll

he chM I ,
' ' ' ''•".",'"=' tnpe-visaged rascal. :,i,tnc chid 1 now go with do iiiiscarrv thou hirwl-

bette^r thou hadst struck thy mother' U,Jj paper-fajid

o'^'ufin?!.-,'';?,'-'"''^',"'? ^'^ '"'"' ^™"I>i cornel heomu make this a bloody day to soiiiebgdv But Ipr.iy God the fruit of her womb miscarry ^'

\h.'''"v.., l','
• ri' "',"'" ''•'^*-- •' ''o^'^" of cushini,.,

., im, >ou have but eleven now Come, I ch ir-'.-

'[ml Pist 'l hi T '"" '• ^°' ""^ "''^" '^ J'-'ad. ll"t you.imi 1 istol beat among you *

w.n'lv.v,^' v^;',' '^"^ "*"?,'• ""^" "•"' "••'" "' ••' «"ser, Iwill laie you as sound y swniri.,1 f.,, .i,:^ von hi,.,..
bottle rogm:

;
you f.hhyluiish.d , ! r. j oner if vo^^^be not swinged. Ml forswear li ilfkirile,

^/!^'/'a""^'
^'°" '"-"=• ""'"-= ''"ngnie to justice.

//^./ Ay, come you starred blood-hound
i^

;;:^.'Th;!:;j;o;l;t:'i;,!«?'""-""'°»-
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SCENE V.~A ptblic Place near Westminster
Abbey.

r.nUr two Gzooms,'strc7ui>t_^ 7'ushcs.

I Groom. More rushes, more rushes.

L' Groom. The trumpets have sounded twice.

1 Groom. It will be two o'clock ere they come from
the coronation : despatch, despatch.

[Jlxeimt Grooms.
I:!i/e!- Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Bardolph, nitd Page.

Fa/. Stand here by me. master Robert Shallow ; 1

will make the kint; do you grace : I will leer upon
hiin, ashe comes by ; and do but mark the counte-

nance he will give me.
Pis/. God bless thy lungs, good knight !

Fal. Come here. Pistol ; stand behind me.—[ To
Shallow] O, if I had had time to have made new
liveries, I would have bestowed the thousand poun<l I

liorrowed of you. But 'tis no matter; this poor show-

doth better: this doth infer the zeal I had to see

him.
.'i/ia/. It doth so.

Pa/. It shows my earnestness of affection.

S/ia/. It doth so.

/'cz/. My devotion,

—

S/ta/. It doth, it doth, it doth.

P'a/. As it were, to ride day and night ; and not to

deliberate, not to remember, not to have patience to

shift me.
S/ia/. It is most certain.

y-'ii/. But to stand stained with travel, and sweating

with desire to see him ; thinking of nothing else, put-

ting all affairs else in oblivion, as if there were nothmg
else to be done but to see him.

Pisf. 'Tis semper ic/e»!, for absque hoc nihil est:

"fis all in every part.

Sha/. 'Tis so, indeed.
Pist. My knight, I will inflame thy noble liver.

And make thee rage.
Thy Doll, and Helen of thy noble thc.tights,

Is in base durance, and contagious prison;

Hauld thither

By nrost mechanical and dirty hand :

—

Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell Alecto s

snake,
por Doll is in : Pistol speaks nought but truth.

Pa/. I will deliver her.
\Slioulsiuithi>i and trumpets sound

Pist. There roar'd the sea, and trumpet-clangor

soxmds.
Enter the King and his train, Hu Chief Justice

amo'it^them.
Fal. Cod save thy grace, king Hal I my royal H.al.

Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most royal

imp of fame

!

Fal. God save thee, my sw«et boy

!

A'^V/f. My lord chief justice, speak to that vain man.

I'/i.'yust. Have you your wits? know you what lis

" you speak ?

Fal. My king ! my Jove ! I speak to thee, my heart

!

A'lni.-- I know thee not, old man : fall to thy pniyers

How ill wliite hairs become a fool, and jester 1

1 have long dreamd of such a kind of man.
So surfeit-swell'd, so old, and so prolane ;

Put. being awake, I do despise my dream.

.Make less thv bodv hence, and more thy grace ;

Leave gormandising; know, the grave doth g.ape

l-'or thee thrice wider than for other n-en.—

Reply not to me with a fool-born jest

:

Presume not that 1 am the thing 1 was ;

Tor God doth know, so shall the world perceive,

That I have turu'd away my former self:

So will I those that kept me company.
\Vhc:i thou dost hear 1 am as I h.ave been,

Apinnach me. and thou shalt be as thou wast.

The tutor .and the feeder of my riots

;

Till then, I banish thee, on pain of death,—
As 1 have done the rest of my misleaders,—

N.)! to come uc.ar our person by ten mile.

liU- competence of life I will allow you.

That lack of means enforce you not to evil

;

And, as we hear you do reform yours'jlves,

We will, according to your strength and qualities,

Ijive you advancement.

—

['Pi Oh. Just.] Be it youi
charge, my lord,

To see perform'd the tenor of our word.

—

Set on. [Fxeiint King atid his train.
Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand pound.
S/tal. Ay, marry. Sir John ; which I beseech you to

let me have home with me.
Fa/. That can hardly be, master Shallow. Do not

you grieve at this; I shall be sent for in private to

him : look you, he must seem thus to the world : fear
not your advancement ; I will be the man yet that
shall make you great.

.S/ia/. I cannot perceive how ; unless you should
give me your doublet, and stuff me out with straw. I

beseech you, good Sir John, let me ha\'e five lumdred
of my thousand.
Fal Sir, I will be as good as my word : this that

you heard was but a colour.
Sha/. A colour, I fear, that yon will die in, .Sir John.
Fa/. Fear no colours : go with me to dinner ;

—

come, lieutenant Pistol;—come, Bardolph:—I shall

be sent for soon at night.
Rc-enler Prince John, tlte Chief Justice. Officers, Sfc.

Ch. Just. Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the Fleet:
Take all his company along with him.
Fa/. My lord, my lord,

—

Ch.Jnst. I cannot now speak : I will hear you soon.
Take them away.

Pist. Sefortuiia me tormenta, spero me con.'enta.

[Exeunt FdiX., Shal.. Pist., Bard., and
Page, loith Officers.

P. John. I hke this fair proceeding of the king's:

He hath intent his wonted followers

Shall all be very well provided for

;

But all are banish'd, till their conversations
Appear more wise and modest to the world.

Cli. Just. And so they are.

P. John. The king hath call'd his parliament, my
Ch. Just. He hath. [lord

/'. yoh)i. I will lay odds, that, ere this year expire,

W'e bear our civil swords and native fire

As far as France : I heard a bird so sing.

Whose music, to my thinking, pleas'dthe king.

Come, will you hence ! [E.veunt.

EPILOGUE.—5>>o^-<-« by a Dancer.
^

First, my/ear ; then, mycourt'sy ; last, my speech.

Myfear is, your dispieasure : mycourt'sy, my duly ;

and my speech, to begyourpardon. I/you lookfor a

food speech noio, you undo me : for -ivhat 1 have to

say, is of mine own mahing- ; and ivhat indeed I

should say, -wi//, I doubt, prove mine O'vn mar-
rimr. But to the purpose, and so to tlte venture.—

Be''it known to you, (as it is very we//,) I was
/atclv here in tlie end of a displeasing play, to pray
ycur patience for if, and to promise you .i better.

I did mean, indeed. Inpay you with this: which, if.

like an ill venture, it come unluckily home, I break,

and yon, my gentle creditors, lose. Jlere, I pro-
' you, J would be, and here I commit my body

lo your mercies : bate me some, and I will pay you

<me ; and, as most debtors do, promiseyou infinitely.

Ifmy tonouc cannot entreat you to acquit me, wtl/

you comjnand me to use my /egs ? and yet that were

but /ii:htpayment,—to dance out ofyour debt, hut a
'oe-d conscience -wi// make any possib/e satisjaction,

"and so 7vi/l I. All the gentlnuomen here have for-

•iven me: ip the gentlemen will not, then the gentle-

"men do not airree with the gaitle^vomen, -mhuh inas

never seen Itcfore in sueh an assembly.

One word more, J beseech you. Pfyou be not too

much c/oyed with fat meat, our humb/e author inl/

eoHtinuc the story, with Sir John in it, and tnake

you merrv with fair Katharine of France : where,

for anvlhiu'^ I know. Falsta/p .:hall die of a S7veat,

un/es.r a/readv he be ki//edwithyour hard opinions :

for O/tfc'Tst/e clied a martyr, and this is not the man.

My tonQue is weary : ivhen my legs are loo, I ivill

butyou rood ni^ht : and so kneel down beforeyou .—

but, indeed, to J>ray/or the queen.
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DRAMATIS PERSON/E.

Kinsflleiilry the Fifth.

1 )uk\; of Gloster, I j;,.„,;,^,_. to tiu: ICing.
Uiikc of Bedford, J

"

Duke of Exeter, Unck to the King.
Uuke of York. Coiisin to the Kinjf.

]£arls of S.-ilisbury, Westmoreland, and Warwick.
Archbishop o( Canterbury.
Bishop of Ely.
Earl of Cambridge, 1

l^ord Scroop. > Conspirators.
Sir Thomas Grey, J
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Gower, Fluellen, Macmorris,

Jamy, Officers in King Henry's ^if/-«0'.

Bates. Court. WiUi.ims, ( c,.mj„^ ,„ ,,-. . v,,,,,,-
I'lstol, Nym, Bardolpli, P'^«" '« "" ^">"'-

"Rny, Servant (:• t/um. A Herald. C'-.or.u;

Charles the Sixth. AV/;j.' 0/France,
l^cvila, the Dauphin.
Dukes of Burgundy. Orleans, and Bourbon.
The Constable of France.
Rambures, ami Grandpre, French Lords.
Montjoy, a French Heraid.
Governor of HavHeur.
Ambassadors to England.
Isabel, Oneen 0/France.
KalliariTie, Daui;kter ii/Charlcs and Isabel.
Alice, II Lady altendin^ on the Princcis Katliarina
Hostes:, w//Ac- Boars Head r.avcrn, 7ui/e to Pistul.

Lords, Ladies. Officers, Soldiers, Citizens.
^lessengers, a>id Attendants.

SCENE,—/;; England and in France.

Enter Chorus.
Chor. O for a nnise of fire, that would ascend

The briglitesl heaven of mvention !

A kingdom for a st.age, princes tt» act.
And monarchs to beliold the swelling scene I

Then should the warlike Harry, like himself,
Assume tile jiort of Mars ; and at his heels,
Lciish'd in like hounds, should famine, sword, antl fire.

Crouch for employment. But jiardon, gentles all,
'1 he Hat unraised spirit that hath dar'd,
On this unworthy scaffold, to bring forth
So great an object : can this cockpit hold
The vasty fields of France? or may we cram
\\ithin this wooden O the very casques
That did atfright the air at Agincourt?
O, pardon ! since a crooked tigure may
Attest in little place a million

;

And let us, cipners to this great account,
On your imaginary forces work

;

Suppose, within the girdle of these walls
Are now confin'd two mighty monarchies,
AVhose high uprearid and abutting fronts
The perilous narrow ocean parts asinuler :

Fiece-out our imperfections with your thoughts:
Into a thousand parts divide one man.
And make imaginary puissance ;

Think, when we talk of horses, that you see ll.em
I'rinting their proud hoofs i' the receiving earth ;

For 'tis your thoughts that now must vlecTc our kings,
Carry them here and there ; jumping o'er times,
Turning th" accomplishment of many years
Into an hour-gl.ass : for the whicli supply.
Admit ine chorus to this history

;

Who. prologue-like, your humble patience pray,
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—London. An .inle-c}iamber in the
King's J'aiace.

llnltr the Archbishop of Canterbury and the Bishop
of Ely.

Cant. My lord. 111 tell you.—that self bill Is urg'd,
Which in tli' eleventh year of the last king's reign
Was like, and had indeed .ig.iinst us pass'd,
But that the scambling ami un<juiet time
Did push it out of furtli.T ([uestion.
H/y. But how, my lord, shall we resist it now?
Laut. It must be thought on. If it pass against us.We lose the better h.alf of our possession :

ior all the tcinporaHand,. which men devout
By testament have given to tlie church.
Would they strip from us ; being vatlucd thus,—

As ranch as would maintain, to the king's honour,
Full fifteen earls, and fifteen hundred knights.
Six thousand and two hundred good esipiires

;

And, to relief of lazars, and weak age.
Of indigent faint souls, past corporal toil,

A liiinilred alms-houses, right well suiiplied ;

And to the coffers of the king beside.
A thousand pounds by the year : thus runs the bill.

Fiy. This would drink deep.
Cant. 'Twould drink the cui; .ind al'.

Fiy. But what prevention?
Lafit. The king is full of grace, and fair regard.
Fty. And a true lover of the holy chuicli.
Cant. The courses of his youth ijroini-%\l it not.

The breath no sooner left his lather s Ij.uly,

But that his wildness, mortified in him
Seem'd to die 100 ; yea, at that very luoiucnt.
Consideration like an angel came.
And wliipp'd the offending Adam out of liim,

Leaving his body as a paradise.
To envelop and contain celestial spirits.

Never was such a sudden scholar made ;

Never came reformation in a tlood,
With such a heady currance scouring faults :

Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness
So 50011 did lose his seat, and all at once,
As in this king.
Fty. We are blessSd in the change.
('ant. Hear him Imtreason in divinity.

And, all-adniiriiig. with an imv.ird wish
You would clesire the king u ere made a prelate :

Hear him debate ot coiwiuoinvealth affairs.
You would say, it li.ath been .all-in-all his study :

List his discourse of war, and you shall hear
A fearful battle render'd you in music :

Turn him to any cause of policy.
The Gordian knot of it he will unloose,
I'.'imiliar as his garter : that, when lie spe.'iks.
The air, a ch.artcr'd libertine, is still,

And the mute wonder hirketh in mens e.ars,
Tosteal hissweetand Imnevd -.entences

;

So Ih.it tile .irtand i.r.uti. I; |.,irt of life

Must be the mistress to this tlu.-orick :

Which is a wonder, how his grace should gle.in it,

Since hisadilictioil was to courses v.iin ;

1 lis companies unletter'd, rude, and shallow i

His hours filld up with riots, banquets, sports;
And never noted in him any study,
.\ny retirement, any sequcstr.ition
From open h.aunts and popularity.
Fty. riie strawberry grows underne.atli the nettle,

And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best,
.N'eighbour'd by fruit of baser qu.ility :

And so the prince obscur'd his contemplation
Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt,
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Grew like the summer qrass. fastest by niylit,

Unseen, yet crescivc m his faculty.

Ca7it. It must be so ; for miracles are ceas'tl

;

And therefore «e must needs admit the means.
How things are perfected.
Ely. But, my good lord.

How now for mitigation of this bill

Urg'd by the commons i Doth his majesty
Incline to it, or no?

Cant. He seems indilierent

;

Or, rather, swayinij more upon out part,
Tlian cherishing the exhibitcrs against us

;

For I have made an ofter to his I'uajesty,^
Upon our -sDJj-itual convocation.
And in regard of causes now in hand,
Which I have opend to his grace at large.
As touching France,—to give a greater "smu
Than ever at one lime the clergy yet
Did to his predecessors part withal.
Ely. How did this otfer seem receiv'd, my lord?
Cajit. With good acceptance of his majesty ;

Save, that there was not time enougli to hear
(As, I perceiv'd, his grace would fain liave done)
The severals, and unhidden passages
Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms,
And. generally, to the crown and seat of France,
Derivd from Edward, his great-grandfather.
Ely. What was the impediment that broke this off';

Caul. The French ambassador upon that instant
Crav'd audience ; and the hour, I think, is cuiiio,

1 u give him hearing : is it four o'clock?
E'ly. Jtis.

Caul. Then go we hi, to know his embassy ;

Which 1 could, with a ready guess, declare.
Before the Frenchman speak'aword of it.

Ely. 1*11 wait upon you ; and I long to hear it.

[Ejc<::eMl.

SCENE II.—London. .4 Room ojSlate iii tin
Palace.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Bedford, Exeter, AV'ar-

wick, Westihoreland, and Attendants.

K. Hat. Where is my gracious lord of Canterbury 'i

Exe. Not here in presence.
K. Hefi. Send for him, good uncle.
West. Shall we call in the ambassador, my hege?
K. Hen. Notyet, my cousin : we would be resolv'd,

Before we hear him, of some things ot weight.
That task our thoughts, concerning us and France.

Enter the Archbishop of Canterbury a)id the Bishop
of Ely.

Cant. God, and his angels, guard your sacred throne,
And make you long become it

!

A'. Hen. Sure, we thank you.
My learned lord, we pray you to proceed.
And justly and religiously unfold.
Why the law Salique, that they liave in France,
Or should, or should not. bar us in our claim :

And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord,

That you should fashion, wrest, or bow jour reading.
Or nicely chargje your understanding soul
With opening titles miscreate. whose right
Suits not in native colours with the trutn ;

For God dotli know how many, now in health.
Shall drop their blood in approbation
Of what your reverence shall incite us to

:

Therefore, take heed how you impawn our person,
How you awake the sleeping sword of war :

AVe charge you in the name of God, take heed ;

For never two such kingdoms did contend.
Without much fall of blood ; wliose guiltless drops
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint.
'Gainst hiin whose wrongs give edge unto the swords
That make such waste in brief mortality.
Under this conjuration, speak, my lord ;

And we will hear, note, and believe in heart.
That what you speak is in your conscience wash'd.
As pure as sin with baptism.
Cant. Then hear ine, gracious sov'reis;n and you

That owe yourselves, your lives, and services, [peers.
To this imperial throne.—There is no bar
To make against your highness" claim to Franco,
But this, which they produce from Pharamoml,

—

in termnt Salicafn 7nnUer-es 7te siuxedant,
•' No woman shall succeed in Salique land :"

Which Salique land the French unjustly gloze
To be the realm of France, and Pharanionci

The founder of this law, and female bar.
Yet then cull aiithois laithfully ati'irm,

Th.u (he l.iiul balique is in Germanv,
Between the floods of Sala and of Elbe ;

Where Charles the great, having subdu'd tlie Saxonsi
There IcU licliiiul and settled ceri.aiii French ;

Who, holding in disdain the German women
I^or some dishonest manners of their life,

Establish'd tlien this law.— to wit, no female
Should be iiiheritri.x in Salique land

;

Which Salique, as I said, 'twixt Elbe and Sala,
Is at tl.is day in Germany calld Moi.sen.
Then iloth it well appear, the Salique law-
Was not devised for the realm of France .:

Nor did.the French possess the Salique land
Until four hundred one and tiventy years
After defunction of king Fharainoiul,
idly iupposil the louncler of this law ;

Who died within the year of our redemption
Four hundred twenty-six ; and Charles the great
Subdued the Saxons, and did seat the French
Beyond the river Sala, in the year
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say.
King Pepin, which deposed Childerick,
Did. as heir general, being descended
Of Bhthild, which was daughter to king Clotliair,
Make claim and title to the crown of France.
Hugh Capet also,—who usurp'dthe crov,n
Of Charles the duke of Eorain, sole heir ni.tle

Of the true hue and stock of Charles the gre.at,

—

To hnd his litle ^vith soi)"^:how of truth,
(Though in pure truth, it was corrupt and luaught,)
Convey'd himself as heir to the lady Lingare,
Daughter to Charlemaiu, who was the bon
To Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son
Of Cliarles the great. Also king Lewis the tenth.
Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet;
Could not keep ([uiet in his conscience,
Wearing the crown of France, till satisfied
The fair queen Isabel, his grandmother.
Was lineEJ of the lady Erniengare.
Daughter to Charles the foresaid duke of Lorain :

By the which marriage, the line of Charles the great
Was re-uiiited to the crown of France.
So that, as clear a^ is the summer's sun.
King Pepin's title, and Hugh Capets claim.
King Lewis his satisfaction, all appear
To hold in right and title of the female :

So do the kings of France unto this day

;

Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law.
To bar your highness claiming from the female

:

.\nd rather choose to hide them in a net.
Than amply to imbar their crooked titles

Usurp'd from you and your progenitors.
K. Hen. May 1 with right and conscience make

this claim?
Cant. The sin upon my head, dread sovereign t

For in the Book of Numbers is it writ,

—

\Vhen the son dies, let the inheritance
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord.
Stand for your own ; unwind your bloody Hag;
Look back into your mighty ancestors :

Go, my dread lord, to your great graiidsire's tomb.
From whom you claim ; invoke his warlike spirit.

And your great uncle's, Edward the black prince.
Who on the French ground playd a tragedy,
.Making defeat on the full power of France,
Whiles his most mighty father on a hill

Stood smiling to behold his lion's whelp
l-'orage in blood of French nobility.

noble English, that could entertain
Wiih half their forces the fuU pride of France,
And let another half stand laughing by,
.'VII out of work, and cold for action

!

i;6'..Awake remembrance of these valiant dc.ld,
.\nd with ytiur puissant arm renew their feats :

V'ou are their heir ; you sit upon their throne ;

The blood and courage, that renowned them.
Runs in your veins : and iny thrice-puissant liege
Is in the very May-mom of his youth.
Ripe for exploits .and mighty enterprises.
Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the carlli

Do all expect that you should rouse yourself,
As did the former lions of your blood.

West. They know your grace hath cause and mean
and might : •

So hath your highness ; never king of England
1 lad nobles richer, and more loyai subjects,
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AVIiose hearts have left tlieir bodies here in England,And he pavihon'd 111 the licUis ol" France.

A.-'/r'/;
*^''.''^' ".'^"^ bodies foUow, my dearliesre.

AV ith blood, and sword, and fire, tu win your rfwit •

In aidivhereof, we of the spiritualty
'

V 111 raise your hi-hncss such a niiijhty sum.As never did the clergy at one time
Urinir in to any of your ancestors.
A U(n. We must not only arm to invade the French

liut lay down our proportions to defend

U^;r"aM a'dv^'ifiket"
"'" '"'^^ '''^'' "^'^ "^

.Sh^.^I';^^ulfert"o?l'^tnf"<='°""°^^'-^'-^"'
Our liUand from the pilferinij borderers.

Kmf.^r".hP mJ„°-",°"!"''"'
"'*= coursing snatchers

\i„ K i K ">=!">, "teiulment of the Scot, fonlv

1^; vnf'l'T,^" "I" ? Si''''j- neighbour to us ; ' ^

-TJv^-rlJ^fjf^'}'- "J*'
"'y.-ereat grandfather

;7 . I ^u' V^^ Ills forces into France.

r^ll'tl ^''?^, °" J"'"
unfumish'd kingdom

With ample and brim fulness of his force
(..alhng the gleaned land with hot essays,

Thai"Fn.i'J Fl''™"^ ^'''S'' =^5"<=5 ^nd towns

;

That tngland, being empty of defence.

C „7 si,
^n< trembled at th'ill neitrhbourhood.

my lie^e

;

'"°'''' ^^^''^ "''"' ''^™^''''

For hear her Init'exampled by herself:-
VV hen all her chivalry hath been in France,And she a mourning widow of her nobles,
O'.e hath herse f nnl- nnlir ...«ll J„r..„ J - .,

.507

Qi-„ >, .u 1
'""' '""K iviuuw oi ner noble.'

b..e hath herself not only well defended,But taken, and impounded as a stray.

To cn'r"" u^i'"^V"'''°"' ^''e did send to Kr.aiiceTo fill king hdwards fame with prisoner kingLAnd make your chronicle as rich with praise.As IS the ooze and bottom of the sea« Ith sunken wreck and sumless treasuries.
• .?,".' '?^^^ "^ asaying, very old and true,-

// t/tafyou -uiiU France -zuin
Then ivith ScotLtndJirstbenn ••

For once the eagle England being in prey.To her unguarded nest the weaseTscotComes sneaking, and so sucksher princely e-^gs •

Playing the mouse in absence of the cat. "'' '

^tr'ifTn ^'"S """•? ""a" she can eat.

V,.fTh,* •
'^?"°;''S, then, the cat must stay at homeYet th.at is but a crushed necessity

feince we have locks to safeguard necessaries

\vwy ^'f^ ';^P= '° '^^'^h 'he petty thieves

TW^'^"'-'" '.''if

^™?d hand doth fight abroad.The advised head defends itself at home •

For f:overnment. though high, and low, aAd lowerPut into parts, doth keep in one concent^^
'

Congreeing 111 a full and natural close,Uke music.

Th?l'/;f„ „f
Therefore doth heaven divide

I he state of man in divers functions,
setting endea\ourin continual motion :To which IS fiNed. as an aim or butt.
Obedience

: for so work the honey beesCreatures that, by a rule in nature, teach
I he act of order to a jieopled kingdom.They have a king, and officers of sorts

:

(m"" l^i.""-'' ''''S
"nagistrates, correct at home

8 he s' Ik,"
'"?';?''3nts. venture trade abroad

'

others like soldiers, armed in their .stingsMake boot upon the summer's velvet buds

:

To he S';^' '^'=''r'^"!
"'"'^ "••"'^h bring home10 the tent-royal of their emperor:Mho. busied in his majesty, surveys

I he singing masons building roofs ofgoldThe civil citiiiens kneading up the honev
'

Tll^'irh
" ""-Thanic ported crowding S^

'

Ihcir heav)- burdens at his narrow gate-The sad-ey d justic,-. with hi. surly ^um.
Uclivnngoertocxecui.rsp.ile
The lazy yawning dron.-. I tins infer.-That many things. havin„. full referenceTo one concent, may work contrarioVislvAs many arrows. loosed s,,v.r.,l ways ^

"

As^nan^fresh s.i-JL',,!','';,''^ TT^ ""","' ""« «""" '

As many lines close in ,h.. ,|i,,ls cen^?" •
'

'

00 may a thousand action ,. once afoot
'

ii^.i,'"
""'-purpose, and be all wr-l| borne^N i.hout de/eat. Therefore to France.^^y hex..

nividc your happy England into four

;

vvnereof taJce you one quarter into France,And you withal shall make all Gallia shake.
(„';,'; )", V"'!^"^"'

''"^h powers left at home,Uuinot defend our own doors from the dog,
I.et us be worried, and our nation lose
1 lie name of hardiness and policy.
A. Hen.Qa& in the messengers sent from the D.m-

Now are^ve well resolVd
; and, b^'^clod"' heir""'"'-.\nd yours, the noble sinews of our powerFrance being ours, we'll bend it to our aweUr break it all to pieces : or there we'll sit.Kuling m large and ample empery.

Or7=.^';t'"^''-,''"''
^" ''^'' ^hnott kingly dukedoms.Or lay these bones m an unworthy Sri

Tpmbless, with no remembrance over them •

t.ither our historj- shall with full mouth
bpeak freely of our acts, or else our grave,
l-ike Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless mouthNot worshipp'd with a waxen epitapTi

'

Enter Ambassadors of France.
Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleasureO. our fair cousin Dauphin ; for we hear-
^ our greeting is from him, not from the king

I Amh. May t please your majesty to givt us leaveFi eely o render what we have in charge ;or shall we sparingly show you far off
' lie Dauphin s meaning and our embassy!

I'm;, wh"; "
""" "° 'y'''"^' "^"f ^ Christian king;L nto w hose grace our passion is as subject.As are our wretches fetter'd in our prisons :

1 herefore mth frank and with uncurbed plainness
1 ell us the Dauphin s mind.

""cas

V«*mess. lately sending iJto Frln?"!
'" '"'•

Uid claim some certain dukedoms, in the ri^-htOfyour great predecessor, king Edward the tliird

iavfth^J
"'^^'"^ ='^'"^- *^ P""^*^ our'.'il'iS

'•

T'^^w? you savour too much of your youth

;

And bids you be advis'd, there's naughtVFrinceThat can be with a nimble galliard >fon :You cannot revel into dukedoms there.He therefore sends you, meeter for your spiritThis ton of treasure ; and, in lieu of this,
'^'

Uesires you let the dukedoms that you claim

A-Xrwh°f r"-
"^'"^ "-^ Dauphin speaks.A. //evi. What treasure, uncle!

ir^TT^,. I,. , , ,
Tennis-balls, my liege,

with us r"
" ^^^Vti^^ is so pleasaiii

I Ms present, and your pains, v.c thank you for

:

We wiirin'iVl^n'""',''
d our rackets to these balls,

CK n .' V^ance, by God s grace, play a setShall strike h,s father's crownlnto the hazard

That M Vh"
'"" "'%''= ^ '"^''^h with such a wrangler,

Whl fl.l^" ™'i"^of France wiU be disturb'd
"

ll , 1
^'''' A"'' ^e understand him well,

VnfV'"
'^"'""^ " l^

"* ""''h our wilder days,

W^ n,!^ "^^^Tn?'
"S"^ '^<= ""ade of them.We never valu d this poor seat of England ;

To Jrh',f°"=;-''""*f
hence, did give^urseiflo barbarous licence ; as 'tis ever common,

1 liat men are merriest when they are from homeBut teU the Dauphin, I will keep my state

Whrn r'lt
""• ""' '''°"' '">' ^"' of greatness,

Knr fh f tV""V ".",'" '"y 'hrone of France
1 or th.it 1 have laid by my majestyAnd plodded like a man for working days

;

r ' .' ¥""f,'^?
'here with so full a glSry,

vvfJ T",K^^?J=
•''",'he ey« of France.

KnA t, n ," '^T
"^"Phin bh-'nd to look on lis.

IH h ?„ln'?/'''-'K'^P'
P'''"*=«- ^his mock of his

sin s ..?,
'"'

''i'""
*". ?""-«ones

:
an<l his soul

Tli , u, ,n n "''if'";''^'^'''
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liu
^"yo." hence in pea.r-

; and teli the Dauphin.lbs jest will savour but of shallow wit
""P"'"-
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"When lhniir,in<k weep, more Ili.u\ iliil l.uujli :\t it—
Convey tUcm with safe conduct.—Far.- yuu well.

\tix^tttit Ainbabsadors.

3:xe. This was a merry message.
A'. //'It. We liope to make Ih'e sender blush at it.

Tlierelurc, mv lords, omit no happy hour.

That m.iv srive furtherance to our expeiiitioii

;

For we have now no thouffht in us but France,

Save those to God, that run before our business.

'IJicrefore, let ourproportions for these wars
Be soon collected, and all things thougiit upon.
That may with reasonable swiftness add
More feathers to our wings ; for. God before,

We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door.

Therefore, let every man now task his thought,

That Uiis fair action may on foot be brought.
[I'.XCitlU.

ACT II.

Enter Chorus.

C'noy. Now all the youth of England are on fire,

And silken <lalhance in the wardrobe lies :

Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought

Reigns solelv in the breast of every man.
They sell the pasture now to buy the horse

;

Following the mirror of all Christian kings,

With winged heels, as English Mercuries

:

For now sits Expectation in the air;

Aud hides a sword, from hilts unto the pomt,
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets,

Promis'd to Harry, and his followers.

The French, advis'd by good intelligence

Of this most dreadful preparation.
Shake in their fear ; and with pale policy

Seek to divert the English purposes.
•O Ij:ngland !—model to thy inward greatness,

.Like 'little body with a mighty heart,—
What mightst thou do, that honour would thee do,

^Vere all thy children kind and natural I

But see thy fault ! France hath in thee found out

A nest of hollow bosoms, which he fills

SVith treacherous crowns; and three corrupted men
One, Richard Earl of Cambridge ; and the second,
Henry Lord Scroop of Masham ; and the third.

Sir Tl'.omas Grey, knight, of Northumberland,—
Have, for the gilt of I- ranee, (O guilt, indeed !)

tonfirm'd conspiracy with fearful France ;

And by tlieir hands this grace of kings nuist die,

i( If hell and treason hold their promises,)

Ere he take ship for France, and in Southampton.
Linger your patience on ; and well digest

Tir abuse of distance, while we force a play.

The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed ;

'T'he king is set from London ; and the scene
Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton,t-
There is the playhouse now, there must you sit

:

And thence to France shall we convey you safe.

And bring you back, charming the narrow seas

To give you gentle pass ; for, if we may.
We'll not offend one stomach with our play.

But, till the king come forth, and not till then,

Ujito Southampton do we shift our scene. {Exit.

SCENE I.—London. Eastcheap.

Etiter Nym and Bardolph, -nectiiiff.

E'lxrd. Well met. Corporal Nym.
Nym. Good morrow. Lieutenant Bardolph.

Pa yd. What, are ancient Pistol and you friends yet

Nym. For my part, I care not ; I say a little ; but

when time shall serve, there shall be smiles ;—but that

shall be .as it may. I dare not fight ; but I will w
and hold out mine iron : it is .a simple one ; but what
though? it will toast cheese, and it will endure cold a

another man's sword will ; and there's an end.

Bard. I will bestow a breakfast to make you friends

.nnd we'll be all three sworn brothers to France: let if

be so. good Corporal Nym.
Nym. 'Faith, I will live so long as I may, that's th<

certain of it ; and when 1 cannot live any longer, I wil

<lo ;is I may : that is my rest, that is the rendezvcu;

of it.
. . ^

Hard. It is certain, corporal, that he is married, ti,

Nell ()uickly: and, certainly, .she did youwrcjig; fo

you were troth-plight to her. ' •

Ny!!i. I cannot tell :—things must li^i.us tj^sy lisay

men iii.ay .^Iccp, and they may li.ive their throats about
them at that time ; and, .some say, knives have edges.

It must be as it may ; though patience be a tired mare,

yet she will plod. There must be conclusions. Well,

I cannot tell.

Enter Pistol and Hostess.

Bard. Here comes ancient Pistoi, and his wife :

—

good corporal, be patient here. IIov/ now, mine host

Pistol

!

Pist. Base tike, call'st thou me host 7

Now, by this hand, I swear, I scorn the term

;

Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers.

Host. No, by my troth, not long ; for we cannot

lodge and board a doEcu or fourteen gentlewomen,

that live honestly by the prick of their needles, but it

will be thought" we keep a bawdy-house straight.

{'H'jm dra-us his s-a;ord.\ C) well-a-day, lady, if he be

not drawn! Now -we shall see willul adultery and
murder committed. Good lieutenant,— good cor-

jral,-offer nothing here.

Nvni. Pish!
P'ist. Pish for thee, Iceland dog \ thou prick-eared

cur of Iceland 1

Host. Good Corporal Nym, show thy valour, and
put up your sword.
Nym. Will you shog off? 1 would have you solus.

\Sheathing his sword.

Pist. Solus, egregious dog? O viper vile I

The solus in thy most marvellous face ;

The solus in thy teeth, and in thy throat,

.\nd in thy hateful lungs, yea. in thy maw, nerdy,

.\nd, which is worse, within thy nasty moutli 1

I do retort the so/us in thy bowels ;

For I can take, and Pistol's cock is up,

.\nd flashing fire will follow.

Ay»i. I am not Barbason ;
you cannotconjurc me. I

have a humourto knock vou indifferently well. If you
grow foul with me. Pistol, 1 will scour you with my
rapier, as I mav, in fair tei-ms : if you would walk ofl. 1

would prick your guts a litde, in good terms, as I may:
and that's the hui'nour of it.

Pist. O braggart vile, and damned funous wight I

riie gr.ave doth gape, and doting death is near ;

Therefore exhale. ( Pistol and Nym draw.

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say:— he that

strikes the first stroke, FU run him up to the hilts, as I

am a soldier. ^ [Draws.
Pist. An oath of mickle might ; and fury shall abate.

Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to lue give

:

Thy spirits are most tall.
. ,

Ny!n. I will cut thy throat, one time or other, in fair

terms ; that is the humour of it.

Pist. Coupe Ic gorge !

That is the word.—1 thee defy .again.

hound of Crete, think'st thou my spouse to get?

No; to the spiral go.

And from the powdering tub of infamy
h'etch forth the lazar kite of Cressid's kind,

Doll Tear-sheet she by name, and her espouse

!

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly

For the only she ; a.n>X—pauca, there's onouj;li.

Go to.

Enter ike Boy.
Bov. Mine host Pistol, you must come to my master,

—and vou, hostess :—he is very sick, and would to

bed.—Good Bardolph, put thy face between his .sheets,

and do the office of a warming-pan. 'Faith he's very

Bard. .'Vway, you rogue ! (ill.

Host. By my troth, he'll yield the crow a pudding
one of these days: the king has killed his heart.-
Good husband, come home presently.

[Exeunt Hostess and Boy.
Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends? We

must to France together : why the devil, should we
keej) knives to cut one another's throats?

J'ist. Let floods o'erswell, and fiends for food howl

Nym. \'ou'll pay me the eight shillings I won of you
at betting '!

Pist. Base is the slave that pays.

Nym. That now I will have: that's the humour

J>is(. As manhood shall compound : push home.
\- Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first thrust,

I'll kill him : by this sword, 1 will.

Pist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have tlieif
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friends : an thou wilt not, why, then, be enemies with

me too. rr'ythee, put up.

JVym. 1 shall have my eight shillings, I won of you
.-»t bettinij!

PM. A noble shalt thou have, and present pay

;

And liquor likewise will I give to thee,

An<l friendship shall combnie, and brotherhood ;

ill live by N'yui. and Nym shall live my me i

—

Is not this just?—for 1 shall sutler be
Unto the camp, and profits will accrue.

Give me thy hand.
Ny>n. 1 shall have my noble ?

Pist. In cash most justly paid,

n. th •
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j\>«. Well then, that s the humour of it.

Re-enter Hostess.
Host. As ever you came of women, come in quickly

hi Sir John. Ah, poor heart ! he is so shaked of a
i>uming quotidian tertian, that it is most lamentable
to behold. Sweet men, come to him.
Nym. The king hath run bad humours on the knight,

that's the even of it.

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right

:

His heart is fracted, and corroborate.
Nyin. The king is a good king : but it must be as it

m.iy ; he passes some humours, and careers.
Pist. Let us condole the knight ; for, lambkins, we

will live. {Hxetmt.

SCENE II.—Southampton. The Council'Chamber.

Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Westmoreland.

Bed. 'Fore God, his grace is bold to trust these
traitors.

Ii.xe. They shall be apprehended by and by.
Jl'est. How smooth and even they do bear them-

selves I

As if allegiance in their bosoms sat.

Crowned with faith, ajid constant loyalty.

Jied. The king hath note of all tliat they intend.

By interception which they dream not of.

hxe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow.
Whom he hath duU'd and cloy'd with gracious

favours,

—

That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell

His sovereign's life to deatn and treachery !

Trumpets sound. Enter King Henry. Scroop, Cam-
bridge, Grey, Lords, and Attendants.

A*, //en. Now sits the wind fair, and we will aboard.
My lord of Cambridge,—and my kind lord of Mas-

ham.

—

And you, my gentle knight.—give me your thoughts

:

Thinic you not, that the powers we bear with us
Will cut their passage through the force of France,
Doing the execution, and the act.

For which we have in head assembled them!
Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man do his

best.

K. //en. I doubt not that ; since we are well per-
suaded.

We carry not a heart with us from hence.
Thf^t grows not in a fair coiLsent with ours

;

Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wish
Success and conquest to attend on us.

Cam. Never was monarch better fear'd, and lov'd,

Than is your majesty : there's not. I think, a subject.
That sits in heart-gnef and uneasiness
Under the sweet shade of your government.
Grey. True : those that were your father's enemies.

Have steep'd their galls in honey, and do serve you
With hearts create of duty and of zeal.

A', //en. We therefore have great cause of thank-
fulness :

And shall forget the office of our hand.
Sooner than quittance of ^lesert and merit.
According to the weight and worthiness.
Scroop. So service shall with steelid sinews toil.

And labour shall refresh itself with hope.
To do your grace incess.int services.

A', //en. We juflge no less.—Uncle of Exeter,
Enlarge the man committed yesterday.
That rail'd against our person : we consider
It was excess of wine that s-.-t him on

;

.\nd, on his more advice, we pardon him.
Scroop. Th.at's mercy, I)iit too much security :

Let him be punish'd. sovereign; lest example
Hrerd. by his sufletancc. more of such a kind.

A', lien. (>. Ift us yet be merciful.
Cam. So may your highness, and yet punish too

Grey. Sir, you show great mercy, if you give him
Ufa,

After the taste of much correction.

A'. Hen. Alas, your too much love and care of me
. Ire heavy orisons "gainst this poor wretch
If little faults, proceeding on distemper.
Shall not bo wink'd at, how shall we stretch our eye
When capital crimes, chew'd, swallow'd, and digested.
Appear before us?—We'll yet enlarge that man,
Tholigh Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in their dear

care.
And tender preservation of our person.
Would have him punish'd. Ana now to our French

causes :

Who are the late commissioners !

Catn. I one, my lord :

Your highness bade me ask for it to-day.
Scroop. So did you me. my liege.

Grey. And me, my royal sovereign.
A". Hen. Then, Richard, earl of Cambridge, there

is yours ;
(knight.

There yours, lord Scroop of Masham; and, sir

Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours :

Read them ; and know, 1 know your worthiness?
My lord of Westmoreland, and uncle Exeter,
We will aboard to-night.—Why, how now. gentlemen ?

^V'hat see you in those papers, that you lose

So much complexion ?—look you, how they change 1

Their cheeks are paper.—Why. what read you there,

That hath so cowarded and clias'd your blood
Out of appearance

!

Cam. I do confess my fault

;

And do submit me to your highness' mercy.
Grey. Scroop. To which we £ill appeal.
K. Hen. The mercy that was guick in us but late.

By your own counsel is suppress d and kiU'd :

You must not dare, for shanie, to talk of mercy ;

For your own reasons turn into your bosoms,
As dogs upon their masters, worrying you.
See you, my princes, and my noble peers.
These English monsters! My lord of Cambridge

here,

—

You know how apt our love was to accord
To furnish him with all appertinents
Belonging to his honour ; and this man
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir'd.

And sworn unto the practices of France,
To kill us here in Hampton : to the which.
This knight, no less for bounty bound to us
Than Cambridge is, hath likewise sworn.—But O
What shall I say to thee, lord Scroop ? thou cruel,

Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature I

Thou that didst Dear the key of all my counsels.
That knew'st the very bottom of my soul.

That almost mightst have coiud me into gold,
\\'ouldst thou have practis'd on me for thy use ?

.May it be possible, that foreign hire
Could out of thee extract one spark of evil.

That might annoy my finger ? 'tis so strange.
That, though the truth of it stands off as gross
As black from white, my eye will scarcely see it.

Treason and murder ever kept together.
As two yoke-devils sworn to cither's purpose,
Working so grossly in a natural cause,
That admiration did not whoop at them :

But thou, 'gainst all proportion, didst bring in

Wonder to wait on treason and on murder

:

.\nd whatsoever cunning fiend it was.
That wrought upon thee so preposterously.
Hath got the voice in hell for excellence :

And other tlevils. that suggest by treasons.
Do botch and bungle up damnation
With patches, colours, and with forms, being fetch'd

From glistering semblances of piety :

Hut he that tempered thee bade thee stand up,
tiavc thee no instance why thou shouldst do treason.
Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor.

If that same demon, that hath guU'd thee thus.

Should with his lion gait walk the whole worid.
He might return to vasty Tartar back,
.'\nd tell the legions,— " I otn never win
A soul so easy «'ifi that Englishman's."
1 >. how hast Inou with je.'uousy infected
1 lie sweetness of .affiance I Show men dutiful?
Why, so didst tlum : seem tliey gr.ive .and learned?
Why, so didst thou : come lliey of noble family ?

Why, so didst thou : seem they religious?
\Vliy, so flidst thou : or .ire they sp.'irc in diet-*
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Free from orross passion or of mirth or an^er

;

Constant in spirit, not swerving- with the blood
;

Garnish'd and deck'd in modest complement ;

Not working with the eye without the ear.

And but in purgM judgment trusting neither-
Such, and so finely bolted, didst thou seem :

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot.

To mark the full-fraught man, and best indu'd.
With some suspicion. I will weep for thee ;

For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like
Another fall of man.—Their faults are open :

Arrest them to the answer of the law ;

And God acquit them of their practices I

Exe. I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of
Richard earl of Cambridge.

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Henrj'
lord Scroop of Masham.

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of
Thomas Grey, knight, of Northumberland.
Scroop. Our purposes God justly hath discover'd ;

A.nd I repent my fault more than my death

;

Which I beseech your highness to forgive.
Although my body pay the price of it.

Cam. For me,—the gold of France did not seduce ;

Although I did admit it as a motive.
The sooner to effect what I intended :

But God be thanked for prevention ;

Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice,

Beseeching God and you to pardon me.
Grey. Never did faithful subject more rejoice

At the discovery of most dangerous treason.
Than I do at this hour joy o'er myself;
Prevented from a damned enterprise

:

My fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign.
K. Hen. God quit you in his mercy I Hear your

sentence.
You have conspir'd against our royal person,
Join'd with an enemy proclaim'd. and from his coffers
Receiv'd the golden earnest of our death ;

Wherein you would have sold your king to slaughter,
His princes and his peers to servitude.
His subjects to oppression and contempt.
And his whole kingdom into desolation.
Touching our person, seek we no revenge :

But we our kingdom's safety must so tender
Whose ruin you have sought, that to her law-s

We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence,
Poor miserable wretches, to your death :

The taste whereof, God, of his mercy, give you
Patience to endure, and true repentance
Of all your dear offences 1—Bear them hence.

\^BxeuJit Conspirators, ^^tarded.
Now, lords, for France ; the enterprise whereof
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious.
AVe doubt not of a fair and lucky war :

Since God so graciously hath brought to light

This dangerous treason, lurking in our way
To hinder our beginnings ;—we doubt not now
But every rub is smoothed on our way.
Then, forth, dear countrymen : let us deliver
Our piiissance into the hand of God,
Putting it straight in expedition.
Cheerfy to sea"; the signs of war advance:
No king of England, if not king of France-

\Exen7it

SCENE III,—London, r/^f Boar's Head Tavern
in Eastcheap.

Eiiter Pistol, Hostess, Nym, Bardolph, and Boy.

Host. Pr'ythee, honey-sweet husband, let me bring
thee to Staines.

Pist. No; formy manly heart doth yearn.

—

Bardolph. be bhthe ; Nym, rouse thy vaunting veins
;

Boy, bristle thy courage up; for Falstaff he is dead,
And we must yearn therefore.

Bard. 'Would I were with him, wheresome'er he is,

either in heaven or in hell

!

Jiosf. Nay. sure, he's not in hell : he's in Arthur's
bosom, if ever man went to Arthur's bosom. "A made
a finer end, and went away, an it had been any
christom child ; 'a parted even just between twelve
and one. even at the turning o' the tide : for after I

saw him fumble with the sheets, and play with flowers,

and smile upon his fingers' ends, I knew there was but
one way; for his nose was as sharp as a pen, and *a

babbled of green fields. " How now, Sir John 1"

quoth I: "what, man I be of good cheer." So 'a

cried out—"God. God. God!" three or four times.

Now I, to comfort him. bid him, a* should not think of
God ; I hoped, there was no need to trouble himself
with any such thoughts yet. So, 'a bade me lay more
clothes on his feet : I put my hand into the bed, and
felt them, and they were as cold as any stone ; then I

felt to his knees, and so upward, and upward, and all

was as cold as any stone.
Ny?n. They say, he cried out of sack.
Host. Ay. that 'a did.
Bard. And of women.
Host. Nay, that 'a did not.

Boy. Yes, that 'a did; and said, they were devilt
incarnate.

Host. 'A could never abide carnation; 'twas a
colour he never liked.

Boy. 'A said once, the devil would have him about
women.

Host. *A did in some sort, indeed, handle women;
but then he was rheumatic, and talked of the whore
of Babylon.
Boy, Do you not remember, *a saw a flea stick upon

Bardolph's nose, and a said it was a black soul burn-
ing in hell?
Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintain'd that

fire : that's all the riches I got in his service.
Nyr7i. Shall we shog? the king will be gone from

Southampton.
Pist. Come, let's away.—My love, give me thy lips.

Look to my chattels, and my moveables :

Let senses rule ; the word is, " Pitch andpay ;"

Trust none

;

For oaths are straws, men's faiths are wafer-cakes,
And hold-fast is the only dog. my duck :

Therefore, ca-veto be X\\y counsellor.
Go, clear thy crystals.—Yoke-fellows in arms.
Let us to France; like horse-leeches, my boys,
To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck I

Boy. And that is but unwholesome food, they say.
Pist. Touch her soft mouth, and march.
Bard. {A'issin£' 7ier.] Farewell, hostess.
Nyyn. I cannot kiss, that is the humour of it ; but.

adieu. [command.
Pist. Let housewifery appear : keep close. I thee
Host. Farewell ; adieu. {Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—France. A Room in the French
King's Palace.

Flourish. Enter iJie French A'tno^, attended: the
Dauphin, the Duke of Burgundy, the Constable,
and others.

Fr. King. Thus come the English with full power
And more than carefully it us concerns, [upon us ;

To answer royally in our defences.
Therefore the dukes of Berry, and Bretagne,
Of Brabant, and of Orleans, shall make forth.

—

And you, prince Dauphin,—with all swift despatch,
To line and new repair our towns of war.
With men of courage, and with means defendant ;

For England his approaches makes as fierce,

As waters to the sucking of a gulf.

It fits us, then, to be as provident
As fear may teach us, out of late examples
Left by the fatal and neglected English
Upon our fields.

Datt. My most redoubted father.

It is most meet we arm us 'gainst the foe

;

For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom.
(Though war, nor no unknown quarrel, were in ques-
But that defences, musters, preparations, [tion.)

Should be maintain'd, assembled, and collected,

As were a war in expectation.
Therefore. I say, 'tis meet we all go forth.

To view the sick and feeble parts of France :

And let us do it with no show of fear;
No. with no more, than if we heard that England
Were busied with a Whitsun morris dance :

For, my good liege, she is so idly king'd,

Her sceptre so fantastically borne
By a vaui, giddy, shallow, humorous youth.
That fear attends her not.

Con. O peace, prince Dauphin I

Vou arc too much mistaken in this king :

Onestion your grace the late ambassadors,

—

With what great state he heard their embassy
How; well supplied with noble counsellors.

How modest m exception, and, withal.

How terrible in constant resolution,—
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Aiui you ihall finJ, lub vanities forespent
Were but the outside of tlic Roman Brutus,
Covering; discretion witli a coat of folly •

As gardeners do witli ord\ire hide those 'roots
That shall first spring, and be most delicate
Daii. AV^eU, 'tis not so, my lord high constable :

but though we think it so, it is no matter

;

In cases of defence, 'tis best to weif'h
The enemy more mighty than he seems :

So the proportions of defence are fill'd ;
^\ Inch, of a weak and niggardly projection.
Doth, like a imser, spoil his coat with scantingA httle cloth.

*

Fr. King: Think we king Harrj- strong

;

Aud pnnces, look you strongly arm to meet him.
1 he kindred of him hath been flesh'd upon us
Aiul he IS bred out of that bloody strain;
That haunted us in our familiar paths :
A\ itness our too much memorable shame,
>\ hen Cressy battle fatally was struck
And all our princes captiv'd by the hand
\J-i.M'".'i'''"=^"^"'^'

Edward, black prince of Wales ;" hiles that his mountain sire.—on mountain standintr
L p in the air. crown d Avith the golden sun,—baw his heroical seed, and sniil'd to see him.Mangle the work of nature, and deface
The patterns that by God, and by French fathers.Had twenty j;ears been made. This is a stem

that victorious stock ; and let us fear
1 he native mightiness and fate of him.

•i"'"'^?' a Messenger.
Mess. Ambassadors from Harry king of EnglandDo crave admittance to your majesty.
Fr. Kinz. \\y\\ give them present audience. Go,and bring them.

v„„ ... ,
[.'"?'"'«' Mess. <z«rff?>-Az;« Lords.You see, this chase is hotly follow'd, friends

Z?<z«. Turn head, and stop pursuit: for coward dogsMost spcnd^the:r mouths, when what they seem to

Runs far before them. Good my sovereignlake up the English short; and let them knowUt what a monarchy you are the head

:

belf-loye, my liege, is not so vile a sin
As self-neglecting.

Re-enter Lords, -wilh Exeter, and train.
i-r.King. From our brother England?

H^'i^n ^""k'
""'* *''"' '•<^ ff^«='5 yo""- majesty.He wills you. in the name of God Almighty,

1 hat you divest yourself, and lay apart
1 he borrow d glories, that by gift of heaven.By law of nature and of nations, 'long
I o him, and to his heirs ; namely, the crown.And al. wide-stretchtd honours that pertain.By custom and the or.linance of times
L nto the crown of France. That you may know.
1 is no sinister nor no awkward claim,
rick d from the worm-holes of long-vanish'd days.N or froni the dust of old oblivion ?ak'd.He sends you this most memorable line.

In every branch truly demonstrarive ;

^^''"" ''^''^"'-

» ilimg you overlook this pedigree:
And when you find him evenly deriv'drom his most faiiiM of famous ancestors,
Edward the third, he bids you then resign
I our rrrnvn r»nH t-iinri-1«.« :«.^: ^i__ 1. P^
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T £V.!\ 1 / u- , .
^'°'' ""= Dauphin.

I stand here for hini : what to lum from England?
A,7/''' ,2"' ^"i?

'^=fi^"':e
; slight regard, contempt.And any thing that may not misbecome

1 he mighty sender, doth he prize you atThus says my king
: and, if your father's highnessDo not. m grant of all demands at lar^e

"^"'"'^''

bweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty,He H call you to so hot an answer of it.

51, n ''f^P
"""^ ^™»>tiy vaultages of France

bhall elude your trespass, and return your mockIn second accent of his ordnance.
l?au. Say, if ray father render fair return.

It IS against my vnll ; for I desire
Nothing but odds with England : to that end.As rnatching to his youth and vanity,
I did present him with the Paris balls

\vf^--}^,f^ "'^^ >'°"'' P^"5 Louvre sh.ike for it,

, "^i^u'
*^ mistress court of mighty Europe •

And, be assur'd, you'll find a difference
(As we, his subjects, have in wonder found)Between the promise of his greener days.And these he masters now: now he weighs timeEven to the utmost grain : that you shairread
In your own losses, if he stay in France. rfull

/^.^'^- To-morrow shall you know our mind at

r5 i.^^P?"^'',^^ ^"'"^ ^" '^Peed. lest that our kingCome here himself to question our delay

:

^
For he is footed in this land already.

condiSns^''''''
'"' ^°°" despatch'd with fair

A night is but small breath, and little pause.To answer matters of this consequence.
[Flourish. Exeunt.

ACT III.

ird the third, he bids you then resigt
- crown and kingdom, indirectly heldhrom liiin, the native and true challenger.

Fr. Ainff. Or else what follows ?
Lxe. Bloody constr.iint

; for if you hide the crowntven in your hearts, there will he rake for it

:

I lic-refurc m fierce tempest is he coming
In thunder and in earthquake, like a Jove,
1 hat, if requiring fail, he will compel.
And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord,
Uehver up the crown : .iiid to take mercyOn the poor souls, for whom this hungry warOpens his v;isty jaws : and on your head
Turning the wl.fows' tears, the orphans' cries.
1 he de.-id men s blood, the pining maidens' groans,For husbands, fathers, and l,etrothcd lovers.
I hat 5h.ill be swallow'd in this controversy
I his is his clami. his threat iiiiig, and my mcssaire •

J^'nless the Dauphin be in presence here.
'^^""^^ •

1 o whojn expressly \ bring greeting too.
/r. A tng. For us. we will coiisi.ler of tliis farther •

To-morrow shall you bear our full inteot
Buck to our brother England.

Fnter Chorus.

In mot?oJnf L'^i'"'
'"''\S'n'd wing our swift scene flies,in motion ot no less celerity

Th^ wSf °'"'^°"g'ht. Suppose that you have seen
F,^K I

k'^PP°"",^'' ^'"f^ 3' Hampton pier

vvffh u
^'^ ""^'"^^ ' ^"^' ""s brave fleet

Pllv wilw.^ '"f"'^'''
""^ y?""!? Pho-bus fanning:

',^L ,1^
1°"" *^"'="=^

' ="«J m them behold

Hlnr ,V
';e??,Pen.tackle ship-boys climbing;Hear the shnll whistle, which doth order give

Born^w^hT ""'''•iP^'"''.'*
"«= threaden sails.Borne with th invisible and creeping wind,

Bre-^int^h??nV.°"""' ""•^"f'^
the furrow'd sea,

Vnn^i^^i "^u^ ^H^-ffe : O do but think

A H,l nn ,J!P-°"
""= """"S"- ^"'l beholdA city on th inconstant biUows dancing;

I-or so appears this fleet majestical.Ho dmg due course to Harfleur. Follow, foUow

!

Gr. nnle your minds to sternage of this navy

;

ruifeT" IT England, as d^ead midnigS^still,

Fhiierli^* ^^°''''r«.!i
''^bies. and olS women.

For whoTAf r'
'""^'* '•°' P** ^"d puissance ;

wipi,
^^' "''.'"^^ <^'im is but enrich'd

\V^,t t""

"""^ choice-drawn cavaliers to France?
Bd^ioldX''/^"''

"-""Shts, and therein see a siege

;

Will? ? .1^ "'''nance on their carriages, *" '

Suinof m,'"""'k^'
*f''',""? °" .^'irded'^Harflcur.

Te s HaJrv m!'1??£'"'\''°'
f^mthe French comes back ;

Snm ^ ,t ' daughter ; and with her, to dowry.
Th ;.,? V,

"""^ "nprofitable dnkedonw.
^

He olfer hkes not : and the nimble gunner\V ith linstock now the devilish cannon touches.

A 11,1 ,i„,..„ „ .1 ,^
[Atartcm . and chambers eo off.And down goes all before thcin. Still Iw kindAnd eke out our performance with your milid

SCENE l.-Fnince. i^c^o^ Harfleur.

""'^J::Ser.^:S'si^iS3^&i-^t;^"^''l'

'''once mo're?'"
""'° ""' ''"=''^"' '''•« ^"="1^'

' >r close the wall up with our English deirl I

J^;;:pt|s--;ji'S-^i^'"--
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Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood,
Dissjuise fair nature with hard-favour'd rage

:

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect ;

Let it pry through the portage of the head,
Like the brass cannon ; let the brow o'erwhelm it,

As fearfully, as doth a galled rock
O'erhang and jutty his confounded base,
Swiil'd with the wild and wasteful ocean.
Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide ;

Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit

To his full height 1—on, on, ye noblest English,
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof 1

Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders,
Have in these parts from morn till even fought,
And sheath'd their swords for lack of arguiiient.
Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest
That those whom you called fathers did beget you 1

Be copy now to men of grosser blood.
And teach them how to war !—And you, good yeomen.
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here
The mettle of your pasture ; let us swear
That you are worth your breeding ; which I doubt not

;

For there is none of you so mean and base,
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.
I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips.

Straining upon the start. The game's afoot

:

Follow your spirit ; and, upon tliis charge,
Cry—God for Harry ! England 1 and Saint George 1

{Exeunt. Alarii>n, and chambers go off.

SCENE \\.—Tlie same.

Forces pass over ; iJien enter Nym, Bardolph, Pistol,

and Boy.

Bard. On, on, on, on, onl to the breach, to the
breach 1

Nyjn. Pray thee, corporal, stay : the knoc
too hot ; and for mine own part, I have not a case of
lives; the humour of it is too hot, that is the very
plain-song of it. [abound

Pist. The plain-song is most just ; for hui»ours do
Knocks go and come : God's vassals drop and die ;

And sword and shield
In bloody field,

Doth win immortal fame.
Boy. Would I were in an ale-house in London 1

would ppve all my fame for a pot of ale, and safety.

Put: And I

:

If wishes would prevail ivith me.
My purpose should not fail with me,
But thither would I hie.

Boy. As duly, but not as truly.

As bird doth sing on bough.
Enter Fluellen.'

Flu. Up to the preach, you dogs 1 avaunt, you
cullions. {Driving thein/ot~zvard.

Pist. Be merciful, great duke, to men of mould !

Abate thy rage, abate thy raanly rage 1

Abate thy rage, great duke 1 [chuck !

Good bawcock, bate thy rage 1 use lenity, sweet
Nym. These be good humours !—your honour wins

bad humours.
{Exeunt Nym, Pistol, and Bardolph,

/olioiued by Fluellen.

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these

three swashers. lam boy to them all tliree: but all

they three, though they would serve me, cnuld not be
a man to me : for, indeed, three such anticks do not

amoimt to a man. For Bardolph,—he is white-

livered, and red-faced ; by the means whereof, 'a

faces it out, but fights not. For Pistol, he hath a

killing tongue, and a quiet sword ; by the means
whereof, 'a breaks words, and keeps whole weapons.
For Nym,—he hath heard that men of few words are

the best men ; and therefore he scorns to say his

prayers, lest 'a should be thought a coward ; but his

few words are match 'd with as few good deeds ; for

'a never broke any man's head but his own. and that

was against a post when he was drunk. They will

.steal .inything, and call it purchase. Bardolph stole a

lute-case, bore it twelve leagues, and sold it for three-

halfpence. Nym and Bardolph are sworn brothers in

filchmg ; and in Calais they stole a fire-shovel : 1

knew by that piece of service, the men would carry
coals. They would have me as familiar with men's
pockets, as their gloves or their handkerchiefs : whicli

makes much against my manhood, if 1 should takt

from another's pocket, to put into mine; for it v

plain pocketing up of wrongs. I must leave them,
and seek some better service ; tlieir villainy goes
against my weak stomach, and therefore I nmst cast
it up. \Exit.

Re-enter Fluellen, Govfcr/biiowi'ft}^.
Gow. Captain Fluellen, you must coriie presently to

the mines : the ciuke of Gloster would speak with you.
Fhi. To the mines I tell you the duke, it is not so

^
>od to come to the mines : for, look you, the mines

IS not according to the discii^Iines of the war ; the
concavities of it is not sufficient ; for, look you. th'

athversary (you may discuss unto the duke, look you)
is digt himself four yards under the counter-mines

;

by Cheshu, I think, 'a will plow up all, if there is not
better directions.

Gow. The duke of Gloster. to whom the order of the
siege is given, is altogether directed by an Irishman ;

a very valiant gentleman, i* faith.

Fill. It is captain Macmorris, is it not?
Go7o. I think it be.
File. By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in tlie 'orld: I

will verify as much in his peard : he has no more di-

rections in the two disciplines of the wars, look you,
of the Roman disciplines, than is a puppy-dog.

Enter Macmorris and Jamy,
Go7v. Here *a comes; and the Scots captain, cap-

tain Jamy, with him.
Fin. Captain Jamy is a marvellous falorous gentle-

man, that is certain ; and of great expedition, and
knowledge in the ancient wars, upon my particular
knowledge of his directions: by Cheshu, he will

maintain his argument as well as any military man in

the 'orld, in the disciplines of the pristine wars of the
Romans.
Jamy. I say, gude day, caf)tain Fluellen.
Fin. God-den to your worship, goot captain Jamy.
Goiu. How now, captain Macmorris ! have you quit

the mines? have the pioneers given o'er?
Mac. By Chrish la, tish ill done : the work ish give

over, the trumpet sound the retreat. By my hand, I

swear, and my father's soul, the work ish ill done ; it

ish g^ive over : I would have blowed up the town, so
Chnsh save me, la, in an hour : O, tisli ill done, tish

ill done ; by my hand, tish ill done

!

Fin. Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now, will

you vouchsafe me, look you. a few disputations with
you. as partly touching or concerning the disciplines
of the war, the Roman wars, in the way of argument,
look you, and friendly communication,; partly, to
satisfy my opinion, and partly, for the satisfaction,

look you, of my mind, as touching the direction of the
military discipline : that is the point,

Jamy. It sail be very gud, gud feith, gud captains
bath : and I sail quit you with gud leve, as I may pick
occasion ; that sail I, marry.
Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish save me

:

the day is hot, and the weather, and the wars, and
the king, and the dukes : it is no time to discourse.
The town is beseeched, and the trumpet calls us to
the breach ; and we talk, and by Chrish, do nothing :

tis shame for us all ; so God sa" me, 'tis shame to
stand still ; it is shame, by my hand : and there is

throats to be cut, and works to be done; and there
ish nothing done, so Chrish sa' me. la,

yamy.^^y the mess, ere theise eyes of mine take
themselves to slumber, aile do gud sen-ice, or aile

ligge i' the gnmd for it ; ay, or go to death ; anrl aile

pay it as valorously as I may, that sal I surely do. that
is the breff and the long. Marry, I wad full fain hoard
some question 'tween you tway.
Flu. Captain Macmorris, 1 think, look yoti, under

your correction, there is not many of your nation

—

Mac. Of my nation I What ish my nation? what
ish my nation? Who talks of my nation, ish a villain,

and a bastard, and a knave, and a rascal.

FiH. 1,00k j'ou, if you take the matter otherwise
than is meant, captain Macmorris, peradventure, I

shall think you do not use me with that affability as

in discretion you ought to use me, look you ; being
as goot a man as yourself, both in the disciplines of

wars, and in the derivation of my birth, and in other
particularities.

Mac. I do not know you so gond a man as my-
self: so Chrish save me, 1 will cut off your head.
Gow. Gendemen both, you will mistake each other.
yatny. Au 1 tliat "s a foul fault.

\A parley soundtd,
Gow. The town sounds a parley.
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Flu. Captain Macir.orris. when there is more better
opportunity to be required, look you, I will be so
bold as to tell you, I know the disciplines of wars

:

and there is an end. \_Excunt.

SCENE 111.—France. Before tlie Gates of Harfleur.

The Governor and some Citizens on tkc nails ; the

Jinsllsh forces below. Enter King Henry and
his train.

A'. Hen. How yet resolves the governor of the
This is the latest parle we will admit

:

[town ?

Therefore, to our best mercy give yourselves

;

Or, like to men proud of destruction.
Defy us to our worst : for, as I am a soldier,

{A name that, in my thoughts, becomes me best,)
If I begin the battery once again,
I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur,
Till in her ashes she lie buried.
The gates of mercy shall be all shut up ;

And the flesh'd soldier, rough and hard of heart.
In liberty of bloody hand shall range
With conscience wide as hell ; mowing like grass
Your fresh fair virgins, and your flowering infants.
What is it then to me, if impious war.
Array *d in flames, like to the prince of fiends.
Do. witli his smirch'd complexion, all fell feats
Enlink'd to waste and desolation ?

What is 't to me, when you yourselves are cause,
If your pure maidens fall into the hand
Of hot and forcing violation?
\\'hat rein can hold licentious wickedness.
When down the hiU he holds his fierce career ?

We many as bootless spend our vain conmiand
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil.

As sends precepts to the Leviathan
To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur,
Take pity of your town, and of your people,
"Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command ;

Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace
0'erblo«'s the filthy and contagious clouds
Of heady murder, spoil, and villainy.

If not, why, in a moment, look to see
The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters

;

Your fathers taken by the silver beards.
And their most reverend heads dash'd to the walls

;

Your naked infants spitted upon pikes.
Whiles the mad motliers \vith their howls confus'd
Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry
At Herod's bloody-hunting slaughtermen.
What say you? will you jield, and this avoid!
Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy'd ?

Go^j. Our expectation hath tliis day an end :

The Dauphin, whom of succour we entreated.
Returns us,—that his powers are yet not ready
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, dread king.
We yield our town and lives to thy soft mercy.
Enter our gates ; dispose of us, and ours;
For we no longer are defensible.
K. Hen. Open your gates.—Come, uncle Exeter.

Go you and enter Harfleur ; there remain.
And fortify it strongly 'gainst the French :

Use mercy to them .-ill. For us, dear uncle,

—

The winter coming on, and sickness growing
V'pon our soldiers,—we will retire to Calais.
To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest

;

To.morrow for the march are we addrest.
[Flourish. The King, Grc, enter the town.

SCENE IV.—Rouen. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Katharine and Alice.

Kath. Alia, tuas este en Angleterre, et til paries
hien le tankage.
Alice. Unpen, madanu.
Kath. fe te pric, m'cnseignez ; il faut giic fap-

firenne A parler. Comment appelUz -vans la inain en
Aftj^loi's t

Alice. Art main ? elte est appetUe, de hand.
Kath. Dc hand. /;/ les doigts t
Alice. l.es doi^ts > ma foy, je ouhlie les doiats :

tuaisj'e me souzututraj. Ixs doigts 1 Je pense. quits
sont appelU All fingres; nuy, de fingres.
Kath. Iji main, ile h.ind ; Us doirts, de Tillgre?.

fepense que je suis le hon eseolier. fay gai-nideux
motsd'Anglois -jistemtiU, Comnunt app^le vous
as KUflts 1
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Alice. Les onglcs ! les appellons, de nails.

Kath. De nails. Escoutez ; dites moy, sije parle
bien : de h.and, de fingres, de nails.

Alice. Cest bieudi't, madame : il est fart bon An-
Kath.'Dites moy en Anglois, le bras. \.?lois.

Alice. De arm, madame.
Kath. Et le coude.

. Alice. De elbow.
Kath. De elbow. J'e m'cnfaitz la repetition de ious

les mots que vous m^a-'cz appris des a present.
Alice. II est trop dij^cite, madame, C07nmejepensc.
Kath, Excusez moy, Alice; escoutez: de hand, tie

fingre, de nails, de arm, de bilbow.
Alice. De elbow, mada^ne.
Kath. O Seigneur Dicu 1 je n^en oitblie ; de elbow

Continent appellez "vous le col ?

Alice. De neck, madame.
Kath. De nick : Et le menton ?

Alice. De chin.

Kath. De sin. Le col, de nick : le menton, de sin.

Alice. Ouy. Saufvostre honnenr ; en -verite' vous
prononcez les mots aussi droict que les natifs
d'Angleterrc.
Kath. ye ne donte point d'apprendre par let grace

de Dieu, et enpen de temps. [ejiseigne'e ?

Alice. N"avez vouspas deja oublie'cequejcvons ay
Kath. Non.jc reciterai a vous protnptenient. De

hand, de fingre, de mails,

—

Alice. De nails, 7nadame.
Kath. De nails, de anne, de ilbow.
Alice. Saufvostre honncitr, de elbow.
Kath. Ainsidisje: de elbow, de neck, rt de sin:

Co}7unent appellez vous lepieds et la robe }

Alice. De foot, tnadame ; et de con.
Kath. De foot, et de con V O Seigneur Dieu t ccs

sont mots de son ynauvais, corruptible, grosse, et int-
pndique, et 710ft- pour les da7iies d'ho7t7teur denser.

Je 7te voudrois pro7W7icer ces 7/iots devant les Seig-
7teurs de France, pour tout le 7no7ide. II /a7tt de foot,

et de con, nea7it-7noi7is. fe -reciterai 7tne autrefois
ma lee07t e7ise'.7zble : de hand, de fingre, de nails, de
arm, de elbow, de nick, de sin, de-foot, de con.

Alice. Excelle7it, 77iada7ne.
Kath, Cest assez pour u7te fois : allo7ts 7ious a

dis7ier. [Excu/it.

SCENE V.—Rouen. Another i:oo7/t i/t the Palace.

Enter the Fre/tch King, the Dauphi/i, Duke of Bour-
bon, the Constable of France. a7id othe7-s.

Fr. Ki7!g, 'Tis certain, he hath pass'd the river
Somme.

Con. And if he be not fought withal, my lord.
Let us not live in France ; let us quit all,

And give our vineyards to a barbarous pcojilc.
Dau. O Dieu viva7ttl shall a few sprays of us,

—

The ernptying of our fathers' luxury.
Our scions, put in wild and savage stock.
Spirt up s» suddenly into tlie clouds.
And overlook their grafters ?

Hour. Normans, but bastard Normans, Norman
.Mori de >«a vie! if they march along (bastards 1

Unfought withal, but I will sell my dukedom,
To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm
In that nook-shotten isle of Albion.

Co7i. Dieu de batlailes J where have they this mettle ?
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull

;

On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale.
Killing their fniit with frowns? Can sodden water,
X drench for sur-rein'd jades, their barley broth.
Decoct their cold blootf to such valiant heat 1

,\iid shall our quick blood, spirited with wine.
Seem frosty? O, for honour of our land.
Let us not hang like roping icicles
I'pon our houses' thatch, whiles a more frosty people
Sweat drops of gallant youth in onr rich fields,—
Poor wc ni.iy call them, in their native lords?
Dau. By faith and honour.

Our madams mock at us, and plainly say.
Our mettle is bred out ; .in.l ih,y will give
Their bodies to the Inst of l-:n'.;lKh youth,
To new-store FVance witli bastard warrliyrs.
Hour. They bid us to the 1 riglisli danclng-scliools.

And te.ich lavt)ltas high, .iiul swift corantos
;

Saying, onr grace is only in our heels.
And that we ;tr.; most lofty riniaw.iys.
Fr. King. Where is Montjoy, the herald? 6|.etd

liiin hc-ncc ;
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Let hiiii ijreet England with our sharp dofiance.-

Up. princes ! and, with spirit of honour edg d

More sharper than your swords, hie to the field .

Charles De-la-bret, high constable of trance ,

You dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry,

Alencon, Brabant. Bar, and Burgundy.

laques ChatiUon, Ramb\ires. Vaudeniont,

JJeaumont, Grandpre, Roussi, and Fauconberg,

Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois ;

High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and knights,

Fo? vour great seats, now quit you of great shames.

Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our land

With pennons painted in the blood of Harfleur

:

Rush on his host, as doth the melted snow

Upon the valleys, whose low vassal seat

The Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon

:

Go down upon him,—you have power enough,—

And in a captive chariot into Rouen
Bring him our prisoner. _, . , ^, ^^^.

CSlt. This becomes the great.

Sorry am I his numbers are so few.

His soldiers sick, and famish'd m their march ;

For. I am sure, when he shall see our army.

He'll drop his heart into the sink of fear.

And, for achievement, offer us his ranso.l.

Fr. JCin^. Therefore, lord constable, haste on

Mountjoy

;

And let him say to England, that we send

To know what willing ransom he will give.—

Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Rouen.

Dan. Not so, I do beseech your majesty.

Fr ICi'ig. Bepatient; foryoushaUremainwithus.-

Now'forth? lord constable, and princes all.

And quickly bring us word of England s faU.

SCENE Wl.—Tlte English Camp in Picardy

Enter Gower and Fluellen

GoTv. How now, captain Fluellen I come you from

"^J'/^r'l^aslure you. there is very exceUent services

committed at the pridge.

rPoTK. Is the duke of Exeter safe?

Flic. The duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as

Agamemnon ; and a man that I love and honour with

my soul, and ray heart, and ray duty, and niy We, and

my living, and my uttermost power : he is not (God be

praised, and plessed !> any hurt in the orld ;
but keeps

8>e pHcige most valiantly, with excellent discipline

There is an ancient there at the pridge.-I thnik, 11

my very conscience, he is as valiant a man as Mark

Antony : and he is a man of no estimation m the orld

;

but I did see him do as gallant service.

Gnw. What do you call him ?

Flu. He is called ancient Pistol.

Gow. I know him not.

Enter Pistol.

Flu. Here is the man. <«...-.
Pist. Captain, I thee beseech to do me favours.

The duke of Exeter doth love thee well.

/?/» Ay?I praise Got; and I have merited some

^""pi^t. Blr*d^olph, a soldier, finn and sound of heart.

And of buxom valour, hath, by cruel fate.

And giddy Fortune's furious fickle wheel,

That'goddess Wind,
, > „..

That Stands upon the rolhng
•?"l'^|?^f„™^V„rtune is

Flu. By your patience, ancient Pistol:—Fortune is

tainted plind, with a muffler afore her eyes, to s^ fy

l^;^Sl,LFor.uneis phnd; and sheis ^lUec^so

Flu. Ancient Pistol, I do partly understand your

meaning.
Pist. Why th en, rejoice therefore.

. .

Flu. Certainly, ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice

at ; for if, look you. he were my brother, 1 would de-

sire the duke to use his goot pleasure, and put him to

executions ; for disciplines ought to be used.

Pist Die and be damn'd I and figo for thy friend-

Flic. It is well. [ship !

/ir^. The fig of Spain I
[txtt.

Flu. Very good.
Cow. \Vhy, this is an arrant counterfeit rascal; 1

remember liini now ; a bawd, a cutpui-se.

Flu. I'll assure you, 'a utter'd as prave ords at the

pridge, as you shall see in a summer's day. .But it is

very well ; what he has spoke to me, that is well, 1

warrant you, when time is serve.

Gow. Why, 'tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that now and

then goes to the wars, to grace himself, at his return

into London, under the form of a soldier. And such

fellows are perfect in the great commanders names

:

and they wSl learn you by rote where services were

done ;—at such and such a sconce, at such a breach,

at such a convoy ; who came off bravely, who was

shot, who disgraced, what terms the enemy stood on

;

and this they' con perfectly in the phrase of war, which

they trick up with new-tuned oaths : and wliat a liearcl

of the general's cut, and a horrid suit of the camp, will

do among foaramg bottles, and ale-washed wits, is

wonderfuVto be thought on. But you must learn to

know such slanders of the age, or else you may be

larvellously mistook.
Flu I tell you what, captain Gower ; I do perceive,

he is not the man that he would gladly make show to

the 'orld he is : if I find a hole in his coat. I wiU tell

him my mind. [Drum heard.] Hark you. the king is

coming ; and I must speak with him from the pridge.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Soldiers.

Flu. Got pless your majesty 1
. , , .,

K. Hen. How now, Fluellen ! cam st thou from the

bridge! .,., j , r

Flu Ay, so please your majesty. The duke ot

Exeter hath very gallantly maintained the pndge : the

French is gone offT look you ; and there is gallant and

most prave passages : marry, th' athversary was hove
—=r==c;,^„ r,ftUt. nrido-p • but he IS enforced to retpossession of the pridge ; but he is enforced to retire,

and the duke of Exeter is master of the pridge ; I can

tell your majesty, the duke is a prave man.

K. Hen. What men have you lost. Fluellen?

Flu. The perdition of th' athversary hath been very

great, reasonable great : marry, for my part, I think

the duke hath lost never a man, but one that is like to

be executed for robbing a church, one Bardolph, if

vour majesty know the man : his face is all bubukles,

and whelks, and knobs, and flames of fire : and hishps

plows at his nose, and itislike a coal of fire, someuraes

plue, and sometimes red ; but his nose is executed,

'™'
Mv!^''We would have all such offenders so cut

off -—and we give express charge, that in our marches

tlirough the cbuntry, there be nothing compelled from

the viUages, nothing taken but paid for none of the

French upbraided or abused in disdainful language

.

for when lenity and cruelty play for a kingdom, the

'entle gamester is the soonest winner.

Tucket sounds. Enter Montjoy.

Mmit. You know roe by my habit. .,.,,, .^^^.
K. Hen. Well, then, I know thee : what shall I kno«

AUnt. My master's mind. [of thee?

A'. Hen. Unfold it.
, „ ,

.Mont. Thus says my king :-Say thou to Harry ot

{; you tlfi^t Fonune is^ plind ; and she is ^-Jj^also ^^^^^^^^^^^^^^A^, ^id but sleep ;

with a wheel, to s gnify to you, ^^^ich is the mo« o Ln^.^^ a,
^^^^^^ ^^^^.^^ ^^^^^^ rashness. Tell hmi,

it. that she is turning, and inconstant, ancl^ mutaijiiiijj
| ',;^''„„„,,5- ,,,„,„ ,.„H„Vpri him at Harfleu;that she is turning, ana inconsiauL, ay^x i..^^- -j

ai'id variation : and Rer foot, look you, '^ fi'V^f
"poU;

spherical stone, which roUs, and 'oHs, and roUs .-k.

good truth, the poet makes a most exceUent descrip

t inn of it • Fortune is an excellent moral.
.

P:-"I Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns on him

;

For he hath stol'n a pax, and hanged must a be,

A damned death

!

,

Let gallows gape for dog; let man go free.

And' let not hemp his windpipe suffocate

.

But Exeter hath given the doom of death

?S;JSore! goVeakf-lthe duke wHU hear thy voice ;

And let not Bardolph's vital thread be cut

With edge of penny cord, and vile reproach

.

Speak, captain, fo/his life, and I wiU thee requite.

we could have rebuked him at Harfleur but that w

thought not good to bruise an injury, till it were lull

ripe :—now we speak upon our cue, and our voice is

imperial : England shall repent his folly,.sce his w eak-

neSr and admire our sufferance. Bid h.m, therefore,

consider of his ransom: which must P-'cPt^'-non c

losses we have borne, the subjects we li'iy^^ 'of •
«'"-

disgrace we have digested ; which, m weight to re-

answer, his pettiness would bow under. Forourlosses,

his exchequer is too poor ; for the effusion of our

blood, the muster of his kingdom too fanit a number;

.and for our disgrace, his own person, kneehng at oi r

feet, but a weak .and worthless satisfaction. To tms

add defi.ancc: and teU him, for conclusion, he hath

betrayed his followers, whose condemnation is pro-



Scene 7.

noiinced. So far my king and master ; so much my
• iliicc.

A'. JUii. What is thy name ? I know thy quality.

.\font. Montjoy.
A". Hni. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn thcc back.

Anil tell Ihy kins.—1 do not seek him now
;

But could be willing to march on to Calais

Without impeaclmient : for, to say the sooth,

(Though 'tis no wisdom to confess so much
I'nto an enemy of craft and vantage,)

My people are with sickness nmch enfeebled ;

My numbers lessen'd ; and those few I have,
Almost no better than so many French ;

Who, when they were in health, I tell thee, herald,

I thoui^ht upon one pair of English legs

Did march three Frenchmen.—Yet, forgive me, God,
That I do brag thus 1—this your air of Prance
Hath blown that vice in me ; I must repent.

Go, therefore, tell thy m.aster, here I am

;

.My ransom is this frail and wortliless trunk ;

My army but a weak and sickly guard

:

Yet, God before, tell him we will come on,

Though France himself, and such another neighbour.
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour, Montjoy.
Go, bid thy master well advise himself:
If we may pass, we will ; if we be hinder'd.

We shall your tawny ground \vith your red blood
Discolour : and so, Montjoy, fare you well.

The sum of all our answer is but this

:

We would not seek a battle, as we are

;

Nor, as we are, we say, we will not shun it

:

So tell your master.
Mont. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your highness.

[Exit.

Glo. I hope they will not come upon us now.
A'. //f«. WeareinGod'shand, brotiier, not in theirs.

March to the bridge ; it now draws to.vard night,

—

li'Vyond tlie river we'll encamp ourselves

;

And on to-morrow bid them march away. [Exeunt.

SCENE Vll.—T/ie French camp, near Agincourt

Enter the Constable of France, the Lord Rambures,
the Duke of Orleans, the Dauphin, and others.

Con. Tutl I have the best armour of the world.

—

Would it were day 1

Orl. You have an excellent armour; but let mj
hor^e have his due.

Co>i. It is the best horse of Europe.
Orl. Will it never be morning?
Dan. My lord of Orleans, and my lord high con-

stable, you talk of horse and .armour,—
Or/. You are as well provided of both as any prince

in the world.
Dau. A\'hat a long night is this I— I will not change

n-.y horse w ith any that treads but on four pasterns.
Ca, ha ! He bounds from the earth, as if his entrails

were air : te chevai votant, the Pegasus, qui a les

narincs dejfu ! When I bestride him, I soar, I am
i. hawk : he trots the air ; the earth sings when he
touches it; the basest horn of his hoof is more musical
than the pipe of Hennes.

Orl. He's of the colour of the nutmeg.
Dati. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a beast

for Perseus : he is pure air and tire ; and the dull

elements of earth and water never appear in l>im, but
only in patient stillness, while his rider mounts him ;

he is, indeed, a horse ; and all other jades you may
call beasts.

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and
excellent horse.
Dau. It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh is like

the billeting of <a monarch, and his countenance
enforces homage.

Ort. No more, cousin.
Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot, from

the rising of the lark to the lodging of the lamb, vary
deserved praise on my palfrey : it is a thcuie as fluent
as the sea; turn the sands into eloquent tongues, .and
my horse is argument for them all ; 'tis a subject for
a sovereign to reason on, .and for a sovereign's sove-
reign to rule on ; and for the world (familiar to us, and
unknown) to lay .apart their particular functions, -anti

wrinder .at him. 1 once writ .'i sonnet in his praise.
.ukI began thus : ''IVonder of nature,"—

Orl. 7 have heard a sonnet ^jcgin so to one's mistress.
Dau. Then did they imitate that which I composed

to my courser ; for my horse is my mistress.
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Orl. Your mistress hears well.

Dau. Me well : which is the prescript praise and
perfection of a good and particular mistress.

Con. Nay, for methought yesterday your mistress
shrewdly shook your back.
Dau. So, perhaps, did yours.
Con. Mine was not bridled.
Dau. O, then, belike, she was old and gentle; and

you rode, like a kearn of Ireland, your French hose
otf, and in your straight trossers.

Con. You have good judgment in horsemanship.
Dau. Be warned by me, then: they that ride so.

and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs : 1 had rather
have my horse to my mistress.
Con. I had as leif have my mistress a jade.
Dau. I tell thee, constable, ray mistress wears his

own hair.

Con. I could make as true a boast as that, if I had
a sow to my mistress.
Dau. Le chien est 7-etourne' a son propre vonzisse-

uient, et la truie lave'e an bourbier : thou makest use
of any thing.
Con. Yet'do I not use my horse for my mistress : or

any such proverb, so little kin to the purpose.
Ram. My lord constable, the armour that 1 saw in

your tent to-night,—are those stars, or suns upon it ?

Con. Stars, my lord.

Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope.
Con. And yet my sky shall not want.
Dau. That may be, for you bear a many super-

fluously, and 'twere more hojiour some were away.
Con. Even as your horse bears your praises ; who

would trot as well were some of your brags dis-

mounted.
Daic. Would I were able to load him with his

desert!—Will it never be day?—I will trot to-morrow
a mile, and my way shall be paved with English faces.

Con. I will not say so, for fear I should be faced out
of my way : but I would it were morning : for I would
fain be about the ears of the English.
Ram. Who will go to hazard with me for t^venty

prisoners?
Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, ere you

iiave them.
Dau. 'Tis midnight; I'll go arm myself. [Exit.
Orl. The Dauphin longs for morning.
Rant. He longs to eat the English.
Con. I think he will eat all he kills. [prince.
Orl. By the white hand of my lady, he's a gallant
Con, Swear by her foot, that she may tread out the

oath. [France.
Orl. He is, simply, the most active gentleman uf
Con. Doing is activity : and he will still be doing.
Orl. He never did harm that I heard of.

Con. Nor will do none to-morruw : lie will keep
that good name still.

Orl. I know him to be valiant.

Con. I was told that by one that knows him better
O;-/. What's he? (than you.
Con. Marry, lie told me so himself: and he said, he

cared not who knew it.

Orl. He needs not; it is not hidden virtue in him.
Con. By my faith, .sir, but it is ; never any body .s,aw

it, but his lackey : 'tis a hooded valour; and when it

appears, it will bate.
Orl. Ill will never said well.

Con. I will cap that proverb with—There is flattery

in friendship. (his due.
Orl. And I will take up th.at with—Give the devil
Con. ^V'ell iilaceil : there stands your friend for the

devil: h.ive at the very eye of that proverb, with—

A

pox of the devil.

Orl. You are the better at proverbs, by how much
—A fool's bolt is soon shot.

Co)i. You have shot over.
Orl. 'Tis not the first time you were overshot.

Enter a Messenger.

Afess. My lord high constable, the English lie within
fifteen hundred paces of your tents.

Con. Who hath measured the ground?
.Mess. The lortl Grandprc.
Con. A valiant and nicst expert gentleman.—Would

t were day I— Alas, poor Harry of England! he longs
not for the d.awning, as we clo.

Orl. Wh.it a wretched and peevish fellow is this
king o! Engl.and, to mojie witn his fat-br.iined ft»l-

lowcrs so far out of his knowledge I
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Con. If tho Enc^lisli had any apprehension, they
rvouUl run away.

Orl. That they lack ; for if their heads had any iu-

tellectuai armour, they could never wear such heavy
head-pieces.
Ram. That island of Eng^land breeds very valiant

creatures ; their mastiffs are of uninatcliable courage.
Orl. Foolish curs, that run winkin,^ into the moiatli

of a Russian bear, and have their heatls crushed
like rotten apples ! You may as well say. that's a
valiant flea, that dare eat his breakfast on the Up of
a lion.

Con. Just, just ; and the men do sympathize with
the mastiffs in robustious and rough coming" on, leaving
their wits with their wives : and then give them great
meals of beef, and iron and steel, they will eat like

wolves, and fight like devils.

Orl. Ay, but these English are shrewdly out ofbeef
Con. Then shall we find to-morrow they have only

stomachs to eat. and none to fight. Now is it time to

arm : come, shall we about it?

Orl. It is now two o'clock : but, let me see,—by ten,

We shall have each a hundred Englishmen.

^;
[Exeunt.

ACT IV.
Enter- Chorus.

Chor. Now entertain conjecture of a time.
When creeping murmur, and the poring dark.
Fills the wide Vessel of the universe.
From camp to camp, through the foul womb of nigiit.

The hum of either army stilly sounds,
That the fix'd sentinels almost receive
Tlie secret whispers of each other's watch :

Fire answers fire ; and through their paly flames
Each battle sees the other's umber'd face :

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs
Piercing the night's dull ear ; and from the tents.

The armourers, accomplishing the knights,
With busy hammers closing rivets up,
Give tlreadful note of preparation.
The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll,

And the third hour of drowsy morning name.
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul.

The confident and over-lusty French
Do the low-rated English play at dice

;

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night.

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth' limp
So tediously away. The poor condenmfed English,
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires

Sit patiently, and inly nmiinate
The morning's danger ; and their gesture sad.
Investing lank -lean cheeks, and war-worn coats,

Presenteth them unto the gazing moon
So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who will behold
The royal captain of this ruin'd band.
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent.

Let him cry—Praise and glory on his head

!

For forth he goes, and visits all his host

;

Bids them good-morrow with a modest smile.

And calls them brothers, friends, anil countrymen.
Upon his roy.-il face there is no note
How dread an army hath enrounded him

;

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour
Unto the weary and all-watched night

;

But freshly looks, and over-bears attaint

With cheerful semblance and sweet m.ajesty ;

That every wretch, pining and pale before.
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks :

A largess universal, like the sun.
His liberal eye doth give to every one.
Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle all,

Behold, as may uuworthiness define,

A little touch of Harry in the night

:

\\\A so our scene must to the battle fly ;

Where, (O for pity]) we shall much disgrace

—

With four or five most vile and ragged foils.

Right ill dispos'd, in brawl ridiculous,

—

The name of Agincourt. Yet, sit and see ;

Minding true things by what their mockeries be.
\Exit.

SCENE I.—France. The English Camp at Agin-
court.

Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Gloster.

K. Hen. Gloster, 'tis true that we are in great
danger j

Ad J,.

The greater, therefore, sho\ild our cour.ige be.

—

t;ood morrow, brother Bedford.—God Almighty I

There is some soul of goodness in things evil
Would men observingly distil it out

;

For our bad neighbour makes us e.arly stirrers.
Which is both healthful, ajid good husbandry :

Besides, they are our outward consciences,
.\ncl preachers to us all; admonishing.
That we should dress us fairly for our end.
Thus may we gather honey from the weed.
And make a moral of the devil himself.

Enter Erpingham.
Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham :

.V good soft pillow for that good white head
Were better than a churlish turf of France.
Rrp. Not so, my liege : this lodging likes me better.

Since I may say,—Now lie I Uke a king.
A". Hen. 'Tis good for men to love their present

Upon example; so the spirit is eas'd

:

[pains
And when the mind is quicken 'd, out of doubt.
The organs, though defunct and dead before.
Break up their drowsy grave, and newly move
With casted slough and fresh legerity.

Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas.—Brothers both,
Commend me to the princes m our camp ;

Do my good morrow to them ; and, anon,
Desire them all to my pavilion.

Glo. We shall, my liege.

[Exeunt Gloster and Bedford.
Erf. Shall I attend yoiu: grace S

A'. Hen. • No, my govid kr.ight

;

Go with my brothers to my lords of England :

1 and my bosom must debate a while.
And then I would no other company.
ErJ>. The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble Harry !

A'. Hen. God-a-mercy, old heart 1 thou speak'st
cheerfully.

Enter Pistol.

Pist. Quiva la?
K. Hen. A friend.

Pist. Discuss unto me : art thou officer?

Or art thou base, common, and popular?
K. Hen. I am a gentleman of a company.
Pist. Trail'st thou the puissant pike?
K. Hen. Even so. What are you ?

Pist. As good a gentleman as the emperor.
K. Hen. Then you are a better than the king.
Pist. The king's a bawcock, and a heart of gold,

A lad of life, an imp of fame :

Of parents good, of fist most valiant

!

I kiss his dirty shoe, and from my heart-strings
1 love the lovely bully.—What's thy name 2

K. Hen. Harry le Roy.
Pist. LeRoy ! a Cornish name : art thou of Cornish
K. Hen. No, I am a Welshman. [crew

!

Pist. Know'st thou Fluellen?
K. Hen, Yes.
Pist. Tell him, I'll knock his leek about his pate,

Upon Saint David's day.
A'. Heti. Do not you wear your dagger in your cap

that day, lest he knock that about yours.
Pist. Art thou his friend f

A". Hen. And his kinsman too.

Pist. The figo for thee, then I

K. Hen. I thank you : God be with you I

Pist. My name is Pistol called. \_Exit.

K. Hen. It sorts well with your fierceness.
\Retires.

Eyiter Fluellen a«(f Gower, severally

,

Gow. Captain Fluellen !

Elu. So 1 in the name of Cheshu Christ, speak
lower. It is the greatest admiration in the universal

orld. when the true and auncient prerogatifes niul

laws of the wars is not kept: if you would take the
pains but to examine the wars of Pompey the Gre.it.

you shall find, I warrant you, that there is no tiddle

taddle, or pibble pabble, in Poinpey's camp ; 1 war-
rant you, you should find the ceremonies of the wars,

and the cares of it, and the forms of it, and the
sobriety of it, and the modesty of it, to be otherwise.

Go-u. Why, the enemy is loud ; you heard him all

night.

Flu. If the nnemy is an ass and a fool, and a

prating coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that "C
should also, look you, be an ass, and a fool, and .i

prating coxcomb,—in your own conscience now?
GoTU. I will speak lower.
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/•/«. I pray you, and beseecli you, tliat you will.

\Ex€itnt Gowcr and Fluellen,

fC. Hen. Thoujjix it appear a little out of fasliion,

Vliore is luucli care and valour in this Welshman.
Enter Bates, Court, and Williams.

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morninti
V ,'iich breaks yonder t

Hates. I think it be : but we have no great cause
to desire the ai:)proach of day.

//-'///. AVe see yonder the beginning" of the day, but
I think we shall never see the end of it.-^Who goe:
there?

A'. Hen. A friend.

Ifill. Under what captain serve you?
A'. Hen. Under Sir Thomas Hrpingham.
Il^m. A good old commander, and a most kind

gentleman : I pray you, what thinks he of our estate ':'

A'. Hen, Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that
look to be washed off the next tide.

BiUcs. He hath not told his thought to the king?
A'. Hen. No ; nor is it not meet he should. For.

Ihougli 1 speak it to you, I think the king is but a
man as I am : the violet smells to him, as it doth to

me ; the element shows to him, as it doth to me ; all

his senses have but human conditions : his ceremonies
laid by. in his nakedness he appears but a man ; and
tliough his affections are higher mounted than ours,

vet, when they stoop, they stoop with tlie Uke wing.
therefore, when he sees reason of fears, as we do,
his fears, out of doubt, be of the same relish as ours
ire : yet. in reason, no man should possess him with
imy appearance of fear, lest he, by showing it, should
dishearten hi^ army.

liafes. He may show what outward courage he
will ; but I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could
wish himself in Thames up to the neck;—and so I

wfjiild he were, and I by him, at all adventures, so we
%\(.re quit here.

A'. Hen, By my troth, I will speak my conscience of
the king: I think he would not wish himselfany where
but wliere he is.

Hates. Then I would he were here alone ; so should
he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men's
lives saved.

A'. Hen. I dare say you love him not so ill, to wish
him here alone, howsoever you speak this, to feel

other men's minds: methinks I could not die any
\*here so contented as in the king's company,—his
vause being just, and his quarrel honourable.

IS^iii. That's more than we know.
/fates. Ay, or more than we should seek after ; for

we know enough, if we know we are the king's sub-
jects: if )»is cause be WTong, our obedience to the
king wipes the crime of it out of us.

Ji'iii. But if the cause be not good, the king him-
.'elf hath a heavy reckoning to make, when all those
Irgs. and arms, and heads, chopped off in a battle,
shall join together at the latter day, and cry all—We
died at such a place; some swearing; some cr>'ing
for :i surgeon ; some, upon their wives left poor behind
them ; some, upon the debts they ovra ; some, upon I

their children rawly left. I am afeard there are few!
die well, that die in a battle; for how can they
charitably dispose of anything, when blood is their t

argument? Now, ifthese men do not die well, it will be
a black matter for the king that led them to it ; whom
to disobey were against all proportion of subjection

A'. Hen. So, if a son. that is by his father sent about
merchandize, do sinfully miscarry upon the sea, the
imputation of his wickcclness, by your rule, should be
iuiposeil upon his father that sent him: or if a servant.
under his masters command, transporting a sum 'if

money, be assailed by robbers, and die in many irre-
toncifed hiiquitics, you may call tlie business of the
niaster the author of the servant's damnation:—but this
is not so: the king is not bound to answer the parti-
cular endings of his soldiers, the father of his son, nor
thema.sterof his servant; for they purpose not their
death, when thev purpose their services. Bcsi<les.
there is no king, be his cause never so sr^otless, if it

" ome to the arbitrement of swords, can try it out with
all unspotted soldiers: some, peradventure. have, on
them the guilt of premeditated and contrived murder;
some, of beguiling virgins with the broken seals of
!)erjury; some. mal(hig the w;irs their bulwark, thai
n.ivc before gored ti-e gentle Ixjsoni of ijeace with
pillage and roobery. Now, if these men luive defeated
the law, and outrun native punishment, though thev

can outstrip men, tliey have no wings tuHyfrum God :

war is his beadle, war is his vengeance ; so that here
men are punished, for before-breach of the king's
laws, in now the king's quarrel: where they feared
the death, they have borne life away ; and where they
would be safe, they perish : then, if they die unpro-
vided, no more is the king guilty of their damnation,
than he was before guilty of those impieties for the
which they are now visited. Every subject's duty is

the king's ; but every subject's soul is his own. There-
fore, should every soldier in the wars do as every sick
man in liis bed,—wash every mote out of his con-
science : and dying so, death is to him advantage ; or
not dying, the time was blessedly lost, wherein such
preparation was gained : and in him that escapes, it

were not sin to think, that making God so free an
ijffer, he let him outlive that day to see his greatness,
and to teach others how they should prepare.

Jf'tii. 'Tis certain, every man that dies ill. the ill

upon his own head, the king is not to answer it.

Bates. I do not desire he should answer for me ; and
yet I determine to fight lustily for him.

A'. Hen. I myself heard the king say, he would not
be ransomed.

//'///. Ay, he said so, to make us fignc cneerfully;
but when our throats are cut, he may be ransomed,
and we ne'er the wiser.

A'. Hejt. If 1 live to see it, I will never trust his
ord after.
//';//. Vou pay him then I That's a perilous shot out

of an elder gun, that a poor and a private displeasure
can do against a monarch ! You may as well go about
to turn the sun to ice with fanning in his face with
a peacock's feather. You'll never trust his word after

!

come, 'tis a foolish saying.
A'. Hen, Your reproof is something too round: I

should be angry with you. if the time were convenient.
Jl'ili. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you hve.
A'. Hen. I embrace it.

//'V//. How shall I know the again?
A'. Hen. Give me any gage of thine, and I will

wear it in my bonnet : then, if ever thou darest
acknowledge it, I will make it my quarrel.

//•"V//. Here's my glove : give me another of thine.
A". Men. There.
lyUi. This will I also wear in my cap : if ever thou

come to me and say, after to-morrow, " This is my
glove." by this hand. I will take thee a box on the ear.

A'. Hen. If ever I live to see it, I will challenge it.

IVii/. Thou darest as well be hanged.
A'. Hen. Well. I will do it, though I take thee in the

king's company.
ll'ili. Keep thy word: fare thee well.

Bates. Be friends, you English fools, be friends : we
have French quarrels enow, if you could tell how to
reckon.

A'. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French
crowns to one. they will beat us ; for they bear them
on their shoulders : but it is no English treason to cut
French crowns, and to-morrow the king himself will

be a clipper. [i:".vc/(«/ Soldiers.
Upon the king I—let us our lives, our souls,
imr debts, our careful wives, our children, and
(_)ur sins, lay on tlie king.
We must bear all.

C> Iiard condition I twin-born with greatness.
Subject to the breath of every fool, whose sense
No more can feel but his own wringing I

What infinite heart s ease must kings neglect,
That private men enjoy!
And what have kings, that privates have not loo,
Save ceremony, save general ceremony?
And what art thou, thou idle ceremony?
What kind of god art thou, that suflfc-'st more
< If mortal griefs, than do tliy worshippers?
\\'hal arc tliy rents? what are thy C!>mings-in?
( ) ceremony, show me but thy worth]
\Vl)at is thy soul of adoration?
Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form.
Creating awe and fear in other men?
Wherein thou art less happy, being fear'd,
1 lian they in fearing.
What drink'st thou oft, instead of homage sweet,
lint poison'd flattery? O, be sick, great greatness
.\nd bid thy ceremony give thee cure I

riiink'st thou the fiery fever will go out
With titles blown from adulation?
Will it give place to Rexurc and low bending?
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Can'st thou, when thou cornmand'st the beggar's l;nee,

Command the health of it? No, thou proud draaui,

TJiat play'd so subtly with a king's repose :

I am a king, that find thee ; and I know
Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball.

The sword, tlie mace, the crown imperial,
1 lie inter-tissu'd robe of gold and pearl,
The farced title running fore the king.
The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp
That beats upon the high shore of this world,

—

No, not all these, thrjce-gorgeous ceremony,
Not all these, laid in bed majestical.
Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave,
"Who, with a body fiU'd, and vacant mind.
Gets him to rest, cramin'd with distressful bread ;

Never sees horrid night, the child of hell

;

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set.

Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night
Sleeps in El3'sium ; next daj', after dawn,
Dotli rise, and help Hyperion to his horse ;

And follows so the ever running year
With profitable labour to his grave :

And, but for ceremony, such a wretch.
Winding up days with toil, and nights with sleep.
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king.
The slave, a member of the country's peace,
Hnjoys it ; but in gross brain Httle wots.
What watch tlie kuig keeps to maintain the peace,
Whose hours the peasant best advantages.

Enter Erpingham.
E7'p, My lord, your no'bles. jealous of your absence.

Seek through your camp to find you.
A'. Hen. Good old knight.

Collect them together at my tent

:

I'll be before thee.
Erp. I shall do 't, my lord. [Exit.

K. Hen. O God ofbattles ! steel my soldiers' hearts :

Possess them not with fear ; take from them now
The sense of reckoning, if th' opposed numbers
Pluck their hearts from them !—Not to-day, O Lord,
O, not to-day, think not upon the fault

My father made in compassing the crown !

I Richard's body have interred new ;

And on it have bestow'd more contrite tears
Than from it issu'd forced drops of blood :

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay.
Who twice a day their wither'd hands hold up
Toward heaven, to pardon blood ; and I have built

Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests
Sing still for Richard's soul. More will I do

;

Though all that I can do, is nothing worth.
Since that my penitence comes after all.

Imploring pardon.
Enter Gloster.

Glo. My liege !

A". Hen. My brother Gloster 's voice ?—Ay ;

I know thy errand, I will go with thee :—
The day, my friends, and all things stay for me.

{E.xeMtt.

SCENE U.—The French camp.

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, cxiid others.

Or/. The sun doth gild our armour ; up, my lords !

Dnii. Montes ct chcjaU—My 'hor-icl I'arlet ! lac-

gttay ! ha 1

Orl. O brave spirit I

Dmi. yia I—les eaiix et la terre,—
Orl. Rjen puis 1 fair et lefeu.—
Dait. del I cousin Orleans.

Enter Constable.
Now. my lord constable 1

Con. Hark how our steeds for present service neigh !

Dan. Mount them, and make mcision in their hides.

That their hot blC|od may spin in English eyes.
And dout them wnh superfluous courage, ha

!

Ram. What, will you have them weep our horses
blood ?

How shall we, then, behold their natural tears?
Enter a Messenger.

Mess. The English are embattled, you French peers.

Con. To horse, you gallant princes 1 straight to

horse I

Do but behold yon poor and starvad band.
And your fair show shall suck away their souls,

I^eaving them but the shales and husks of men.
There is not work enough for all our hands

;

Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins,

"To give each native curtle-axe a stain.
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IThat our French L'allants shall today draw out.

And sheath for lack of sport : let us but blow on
The vapour of our valour will o'erturn them. (thcra,

'Tis positive 'gainst all exceptions, lords.

That our superfluous lackeys, and our peasants,

—

Who in unnecessary action swarm
,\bout our squares of battle,—were enow
To purge this field of such a hilding foe ;

Though we, upon this mountain's basis by.
Took stand for idle speculation

:

But that our honours must not. What's to say?
A very little little let us do.
And all is done. Then, let the trumpets sound
The tucket-sonance, and the note to mount

:

."-or our approach shall so much dare the field.

That England shall couch down in fear, and yield.
Enter Grandpre.

Grand. AVhy do you stay so long, my lords of France ?

Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones,
Ul-favour'dly become the morning field :

Their ragged curtains poorly are let loose.
And our air shakes them passing scornfully

;

Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar'd host.
And faintly through a rwsty beaver peeps

:

The horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks.
With torch staves in their hand ; and their poor jades
I-ob do\vn thewr heads, droppin.g the hides and hips.
The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes,
.\nd in their pale-dull mouths the gimmal bit

Lies foul with chew'd greiss, still and motionless 5
.Vnd their executors, the knavish crows.
Fly o'er them, all impatient for their hour^
Description cannot suit itself in words.
To demonstrate the life of such a battle.

In life so lifeless as it shows itself. [deatli.
Con. They have said their prayers, and they stay for
Van. Shall we go send them dinners, and fresh suits,

And give their fasting horses provender.
And after fight with them ?

Con. I stay but for ray guard : on, to the field I

I will the banner from a trumpet take.
And use it for my haste. Come, come, away I

The sun is high, and we outwear the day. [Exeunt.

SCENE 111.— The Ensi'^h Camp.
Enter the English host; Gloster, Bedford, Exeter,

Salisbury, ajtd Westmoreland.

Glo. Where is the king ?

Bed. The king himseli is rode to view their battle.

H'cst. Of fighting men they have full threescore
thousand.

Exe. There's five to one ; besides, they all are fresh.

Sal. God's ann strike with us ! 'tis a fearful odds.
God be wi' you, princes all ; I'll to my charge :

If we no more meet till we meet in heaven.
Then, joyfully,—my noble lord of Bedford,—
My dear lord Gloster,—and my good lord Exeter,

—

And my kind kinsman,—warriors, all adieu !

Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury ; and good luck go
with thee I

Exe. Farewell, kind lord, fight valiantly to-day:
And yet I do thee wron.g, to liiind thee of it.

For thou art fram'd of tlie firm truth of valour.
[E.vit Salisbury.

Bed. He is as full of valour, as of kmdness ;

Princely in both.
ll'est. Q that we now had here

Enter King Henry.
But one ten thousand of those men in England,
That do no work to-day

!

K. Hen. What's he that wishes so?
My cousin Westmoreland ?—No, my fair cousin :

If we are mark'd to die, we are enow
To do our country loss ; and if to live.

The fewer men, the greater share of honour.
God's will I I pray thee, wish not one man more :

By Jove, I am not covetous for gold ;

Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost

;

It yearns me not if men my garments wear

;

Such outward things dwell not in my desires:
But, if it be a sin to covet honour,
I am the most offending soul alive.

No. 'faith, my coz, wish not a man from England .

God's peace 1 I would not lose so great an honour.
As one man more, niethinks, would shar-e from uic.

For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more
Rather procl.iim it. Westmoreland, through my host,

That he which hath no stomach to this fight.
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Let liim depart ; his passport shnll lie made,
Aiul crowns for convoys put into his purse

:

We would not die in that man's company.
That fears his fellowship to die with us.

This d.ay is call'd—the feast of Crispian

:

He th.it outlives this day. and comes safe home,
Win itcind a tip-toe when this day is nam'd,
Anil r"iise him at the name of Crispian.
He that outUves this day. and sees old age.
Will yearly on the vigil feast his neifrhbours,
And say—To-morrow is St. Crispian :

Then will he strip his sleeve, and show his scars.

And say—These wounds I had on Crispin's day.
Old men forget ; yet all shall be forgot,

But he'll remember with advantages
What feats he did that day. Then shall our names.
Familiar in his mouth as household words,

—

Harry the king, Bedford and E.Tteter,

Warwick and "Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster,—
Be in their flowing cups freshly remembered.
This story shall the good man teach his son;
And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by.
From this day to the ending of the world.
But we in it shall be remember&d

;

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers

;

For he, to-day that sheds his blood with me,
.Shall be my brother ; be he ne'er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition :

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed.
Shall think themselves accursed they were not here ;

And hold their manhoods cheap, while any speaks
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.

Re-enter Salisbury.
Sal. My sov'reign lord, bestow yourself with speed :

The French are bravely in their battles set,

And will with all expedience charge on us.

K. Hen. AU things are ready, if our minds be so,
IWest. Perish the man whose mind is backward now

!

A". Hen. Thou dost not msh more help from Eng-
land, coz ?

West. God's will ! my liege, would you and f Alone.
Without more help, could fight this royal battle !

K. Hen. \\'hy. now thou hast unwish'd five thousand
men;

Which likes me better than to v/ish us one.

—

You know your places : God be with you all 1

Titcket. Enter Montjoy.
Mont. Once more I come to know of thee, king

Harry,
If for thy ransom thou wilt now compound.
Before thy most assurM overthrow :

For certainly thou art so near the gulf.
|

Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in mercy,
The Constable desires thee thou wilt mind
Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls
May make a peaceful and a sweet retire
From ott these fields, where, wretches, their poor
Must lie and fester. [bodies
K. Hen. Who hath sent thee now 1

Mont. The Constable of France.
A'. Hen. I pray thee, bear my former answerback :

Bid them achieve me. and then sell my bones.
Good God! why should they mock poor fellows

thus?
The man that once did sell the lion's skin
While the beast liv'd. was kill'd with hunting him,
A many of our bodies shall, no doubt.
Find native graves ; upon the which. I trust.
Shall witness live in brass of this day's work :

And those that leave their valiant bones in France,
IJying like men, though buried ui your dunghills,
They shall be fani'd; for there the sun sliall

1

them.
sun shall greet

And draw their honours reeking up to heaven

;

Leaving their earthly parts to choke your clime.
The smell whereof sfiall breed a plague in France.
Mark, then, abounding valour in our English

;

That, being dead, like to the bullet's grazing.
Break out into a second course of mischief,
Killing in relapse of mortality.
I.et nie speak proudly :—tell the Constable,
We are but warriors for the working-day;
Our gayncss and our f;ilt are all besmirch'd
With rainy marching in the painful field ;

There's not a piece of feather in our host,
(Good argument, Iliope. we will not fly,)

And time hath worn us into slovcnry

:

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim
;

And my poor soldiers tell me, yet ere night
Tliey'll be in fresher robes ; or they will pluck
The gay new coats o'er the French so'diers' heads,
.\nd turn them out of service. If they do this,

(As. if God please, they shall.) my ransom then
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy labour;
Come thou no more for ransom, gentle herald :

They shall have none, I swear, but these my joints

:

Which, if they have as I will leave 'em them,
Siiall yield them little, tell the Constable.
Mont. I shall, king Harry : and so, fare thee well :

Thou never shalt hear herald any more. [Exit.
K. Hen. I fear thou'lt once more come again for

ransom.
Enter tJie Duke of York.

I 'ork. My lord, most humbly on my knee I beg
The leading of the vaward.

A'. Heyi. Take it, brave York.—Now, soldiers
march away :—

And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day

!

[Exeunt.

SCENE lY.—The Field ofBattle.

Alantms : Exntrsions. Enter French Soldier,
Pistol, and Boy.

Fist. Yield, curl
Fr. Sol. ye peKse gne •volts estes le gejitilkomnie de

bonne qualite.
Pist. Quality call you me ? Construe me ! art thou

a gentleman ?

What is thy name ? discuss.
Fr. Sol. O seigyienr Dieit !

Pist. O I signieur Dew should be a gentleman :

—

Perpend my words, O signieur Dew, and mark ;

—

signieur Dew, thou diest on point of foy

E.xcept, O signieur, thou do give to me
Egregious ransom.
Fr. Sol. O.prenez misericorde ! ayez pitie de7noy !

Pist. Moy shall not serve ; I will have forty moys
;

Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy tliroat,

1 n drops of crimson blood.
Fr. Sol. Est il impossible d'eschapper la force de

ton bras ?
Pist. Brass, cur I

Tliou damned and luxurious mountain goat.
OITer'st me brass ?

Fr. Sol. Opardonnez jnoy !

Pist. Say'st thou me so ? is that a ton of moys ?

Come hither, boy : ask me this slave in French
What is his name.
Boy. Escoutez : comment estes votis appelle ?
Fr. Sol. Afonsiettr le Fer.
Boy. He says his name is m<ister Fer.
Pist. Master Fer 1 I'll fer him. and firk him. and

ferret him :—discuss the same in French unto liiin.

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and ferret,
.ind firk.

Pist. Bid him prepare ; for I will cut his throat.
Fr. Sol. Qne dit-il, inonsiacr ?
Boy. II me cornmande de voits dire que votes faites

vous prest ; car ce soldat icy est dispose totit a cette
heiire de conper 'vostregorge.

Pist. Ouy, conpergorge, par mafoy, peasant.
Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns ;

Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sword.
Fr. Sol. O.je ions supplie pour I'antonr de Dieu.

nte pardonncr I ye snts le gentilhomme de bonne
rnaison: gardez jna i/ie, et je voiis donneray deux
cents escits.

Pist. What are his words?
Boy. He prays you to save his life : he is a gentle-

nan of a good house ; and, for his ransom, he will
,'ive you two hundred crowns.
Pist. Tell him.—my fury shall abate, and I

The crowns will take.
Fr. Sol. Petit monsieur, que dit-il .1

Boy. Encore gu'il est contre son Jiirement de par-
donner aucun prisonnicr ; rieantmoins. pour les
liciis que votes I'avez promt's, il est content de -vous
lonner la liberty, le/raiichiscinent.
Fr. Sol. Siir tnes genoux, Jc vons donne mille. re-

tncrciemens : etje m'estiine /letirenxqtiejesuistombe
entre les mains aitn chevalier,Jepense, leptus brave,
ZHtliant, et tris distingu^ seigneur d'A ngteterre.

Pist. Expound unto me. boy.
Boy. He gives you, upon nis knees, a thousand

thanks; ana he esteems himself happy th.it he hath
fallen into the h.ands of one (as he thinks) the most
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brave, valorous, and thrice-wortliy sis^ieur of Eng-
land.

Ptst. As I suck blood, I will some mercy show.

—

Follow me, cur. {Exit Pistol.

Boy. Sniz'ez volts le f;ra7id cctpitaine. [£".v?'/ French
Soldier.] I did never know so full a voice issue from
so empty a lieart : but the sayini; is true,—The empty
vessel makes the greatest sound. IJardolph and Nym
had ten time.s more valour than this roaring devil i'

the old play, that every one may pare his nails with a
wooden dagger; and they are both hanged; and so
would this be, if he durst steal anything adventurously.
I must stay with the lackeys, with the" luggage of our
camp : the French might have a good prey of us, if

he knew of it ; for there is none to guard it but boys.
iExit.

SCENE V.—Anotlier Part of the Field of Battle.

Alarums. Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bourbon,
Constable, Rambures, and others.

Con. O diable !

Orl. O seigiieur ! lejour est perdu ! tout est perdu !

Dan. Mort de ma -vie 1 all is confounded, all I

Reproach and everlasting shame
Sit mocking in our plumes.

—

O jneschante fortune.—
Do not run away. [A short alarum.
Con. Why, all our ranks are broke.
Dan. O perdurable shame !—let 's stab ourselves.

Be these the wretches that we play'd at dice for?

Orl. Is this the king we sent to for his ransom ?

Hour. Shame, and eternal shame, nothing but
shame !

Let 's die in honour : once more back again
;

And he that will not follow Bourbon now,
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand.
Like a base pander, hold the chamber-door,
Whilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog,
His fairest daughter is contaminate.
Con. Disorder, that hath spoifd us, friend us now !

Let us, in heaps, go offer up our lives.

Orl. We are enough, yet living in the field.

To smother up the English in our throngs.

If any order might be "thought upon.
Hour. The devil take order now ! I'll to the throng

;

Let life be short, else shame will be too long.
[Exeunt.

SCENE Vh—Another Part of the Field.

Alarums. Enter King Henry and Forces ; Exeter,
a}id others.

A'. He>i. Well have we done, thrice-valiant country
men

;

But all 's not done ; yet keep the French the field.

Exe. The duke of "Vork commends him to your
majesty.

A'. Hen. Lives he, good uncle? thrice within this

hour
I saw him down ; thrice up again, and fighting;

From helmet to the .spur all blood he was.
Exe. In which array, brave soldier, doth he lie,

Larding the plain ; and by his bloody side,

(Yoke-fellow to his honour-owing wounds,)
The noble Earl of Suffolk also lies.

Suffolk first died : and York, all haggled over.

Comes to him, where in gore he lay msteep'd.
And takes him by the beard ; kisses the gashes
That bloodily did yawn upon his face ;

And cries aloud.—"Tarry, dear cousin Suffolk !

My soul shall thine keep company to heaven ;

Tarry, sweet soul, for mine, then fly a-breast

;

As, in this glorious and well-foughten field.

We kept together in our chivalry !"

Upon these words I came, and cheer'd him up:
He smil'd me in the face, raught me his hand,
And with a feeble gripe, says,—" Dear ray lord.

Commend my service to my sovereign."

So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck
He threw his wounded arm, and kiss'd his lips ;

And so espous'd to death, with blood he seal'd

A testament of noble-ending love.

The pretty and sweet manner of it forc'd

Those waters from me, which I would have stopp'd

;

But I h.id not so much of man in me,
And all my mother came into mine eyes,

And gave me up to tears.

A", lien. I blame you not

;

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound
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With mistful eyes, or they will issue ton.

—

\_Alai-um.
But hark ! what new alarum is this same ?

—

The French have reinforc'd their scatter'd men :

—

Then, every soldier kill his prisoners

;

Give the word through. [E.\eunt.

SCENE Vn.—Aiiollier Part of the Field.

Alarums, Enter Fluellen and Cover.
Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage ! 'tis expressly

against the law of arms : 'tis as arrant a piece of
knavery, mark you now, as can be offered : in your
conscience, now, is it not ?

CjOW. 'Tis certain, there's not a boy left alive ; and
the cowardly rascals, that ran from the battle, have
done this slaughter : besides, they have burned and
carried away all that was in the king's tent ; where-
fore the kmg, most worthily, hatli caused every
soldier to cut his prisoner's throat. O, 'tis a gallant
king

!

Flu. Ay, he was porn at Monmouth, captain
Gower. What call you the town's name where
Alexander the pig was born '?

Gow. Alexander the Great.
Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig, great ? The pig,

or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the
magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save the
phrase is a little variations.

GoTv. I think Alexander the Great was born in

Macedon : his father was called Philip of Macedon,
as I take it.

Flu. I think it is in Macedon, where Alexander is

porn. I tell j'ou, captain, if you look in the maps of
the 'orld, I warrant, you shall find, in the comparisons
between Macedon and Monmouth, that the situations,
look you, is both alike. There is a river in Macedon ;

and there is also moreover a river at Mouniouth : it is

called Wye at Monmouth ; but it is out of my prains
what is the name of the other river ; but 'tis all one,
'tis alike as my fingers is to my fingers, and there is

salniv^ns in both. If you mark Alexander's life well,

Harry of Monmouth's life is come after it indifferent
well; for there is figures in all things. Alexander,
(God knows, and you know,) in his rages, and his

furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, arid his moods,
and his displeasures, and his mdignations, and also

being a little intoxicates in his prams, did, in his ales

and liis angers, look you, kill his pest friend, Clytus.

Gow. Our king is not like him in that: he never
killed any of his friends.

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to take the
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finished. I

speak but in the figures and comparisons of it; as
.Mexander killed his friend Clytus, being in his ales

and his cups ; so also Harry Monmouth, being in his

right wits and his good judgments, turned away the
fat knight with the great pelly-doublet : he was full of

jests, and gipes, and knaveries, and mocks ; I liave

forgot his name.
Gow. Sir John Falstaff.

Flu. That is he :—I'll tell you, there is goot men
[lorn at Monmouth.
Gow. Here comes his majesty.

Alarum. Enter King Henry, ^oith a part of the
English forces ; Warwick, Gloster, Exeter, and
others.
K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to France

Until this instant.—Take a trumpet, herald;
Ride thou rmto the horsemen on yon hill:

If they will fight witli us, bid them come down.
Or void the field ; they do offend our sight.

If they'll do neither we will come to thein.

And make them skirr away, as swift as stones
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings :

Besides, we'll cut the throats of those we have

;

And not a man of them that we shall take.

Shall taste our mercy :—go, and tell tliem so.

Enter Montjoy. -

Exe. Here comes the herald of the French, my liege.

Glo. His eyes are liumbler than they us'd to ha.

A'. Hen. How now, what means this, herald? know'st
thou not,

That I have fin'd these bones of mine for ransom?
Com'st thou again for r,ansom?

Mont.
^

No, great king.

oiiie to thee for cha'ritable licence,

That we may w.mdor o'er this bloody field,
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To book our dead, and then to bur^ them ;

To sort our nobles from our conunon men ;

For many of our princes (woe the while !)

Lie drown'd and soak'd in niercc-nary blood ;

(So do our vulvar drench their peasant limbs
In blood of pnnces ;) and their wounded steeds
Fret fetlock deep in gore, and with wild rage
Vcrk out their armed heels at their dead masters,
KilHng them twice. O, give us leave, great king,
To view the field in safety, and dispose
Of their dead bodies.

A'. Hilt. I tell thee truly, herald,
I know not if the day be ours, or no ;

For yet .'i many of your horsemen peer
And gallop o'er the field.

Mont. The day is yours. [it!

A'. Hen. Praised be God. and not our strength, for
What is this castle call'd. that stands hard by J

Mont. They call it Agincourt.
A'. Hen. Then call we this the field of Agincourt,

Fought on the day of Crispin Cri^pianus.
Flu. Yourgrandfather offamous memory, an 't please

your majesty, and your great uncle Edward the plack
prince of Wales, as I have read in tlie chronicles,
fought a most prave pattle here in France.
A. Hen. They did, Fluellen.
Fht. Your majesty says very true : if your majesties

is remembered of it, the'Welshmen did goot service in

a garden where leeks did grow, wearing leeks in their
Momnouth caps ; which, your majesty knows, to this

hour is an honourable padge of the service ; and I do
believe, your majesty takes no scorn to wear the leek
upon Samt Tavy's day.

A'. H€7t. I wear it for a memorable honour
;

For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman.
Flit. All the water in Wye cannot wash your

majesty's Welsh plood out of your pody, I can tell you
that : Got pless it, and presen'e it, as long as it pleases
his grace, and his majesty too !

A'. Hen. Thanks, good my countryman.
Flu. By Cheshu, I am your majesty's countryman. I

care not who know it ; I will confess it to all the 'orld

:

I need not be ashamed of your majesty, praised be
God, so long .as your majesty is an honest man.

A'. Hen. God keep me so !—Our heralds go with
Bring ine just notice of the numbers dead (him :

On both our parts.—Call yonder fellow hithcr.
[Foi'nts to Williams. Exeioit Montjoy and otliers.

Hxe. Soldier, you must come to the king.
A". }Icn. Soldier, w hy jvear'st thou that glove in thy

cap?
tl'ill. An't please your majesty, 'tis the gage of one

hilt I should fight withal, if he be alive.

K. Hen. An Hnglishnuin?
iViU. An "t please your majesty, a rascal that

swaggered with me last night : who. if *a Uve, and ever
dare to ch.allenge this jjlove, I have sworn to take him
.1 l>ox o' the ear: or, if I can see my glove in his cap.
(which he swore, as he was a soldier, he would wear,if
alive,) I will strike it out soundly.

A'. Hen. What think you, captain Fluellen! is it fit

this .soldier keep his oath?
Fin. He is a craven and a villain else, an 't please

your majesty, in my conscience.
A'. Hen. It may be his enemy is a gentleman of

gre.it sort, quite from the .inswcr of his degree.
Flu. Though he be as goot a gentleman as the tevil

is, as Lucifer and Belzebub himself, it is necessary,
look your grace, that he keep his vow and his oath : if

he be perjured, see you now, his reputation isas arrant
.a villain, and a Jack-sauce, as ever his plack .shoe trod
uijon Got's ground ,'ind his earth, in my conscience. la.

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirraii, when thou
meet'st the fcUow.
lym. So I will, my liege, as I live.

A". Hen. Who servest thou under?
li^Ul. Under captain Gower, my liege.
Flu. Gowerisagoot captain, and is goot knowledge

and literature in the wars.
A'. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldier.
nyil. I will, my liege. \Fxit.
K. /fen. Here, I'"luellen ; wear thou this favour for

nie. ami stick it in thy cap : when Alcncon and myself
were down together, I plucked this glove from hi-.

liulin : if any man cluillenge this, he is a friend to
Alencoii. and an enemy to our person ; iftliou encounter
any such, apprehend him, an thou dost me love.

/•*/». Your grace does Hie as great honours, as can

KING HENRY V. 321

be desired in the hearts of his subjects: I would fjiin

see the man, that has but two legs, that shall find him-
self aggricfed at this glove, that is all; but I would fain

seeit once, and please'Got ofhis grace, that I might see.

A'. Hen. Knowest thou Gower?
Flu. He is my dear friend, an please you.
A'. Hen. Vny thee, go seek him, and bring him ta

my tent.

Flu. I will fetch him. [Exit.

K. Hen. My lord of Warwick, and my brother
Gloster,

Follow Fluellen closely at the heels

:

The glove, which I have given him for a favour,
May haply purchase him a box o' the ear ;

It is the soldier's; I, by bargain, should
Wear it myself Follow, good cousin Warwick.
If that the soldier strike him, (as, I judge
By his blunt bearing, he will keep his word.)
Some sudden mischief may arise of it

;

For I do know Fluellen valiant.

And, touch'd with choler, hot as gunpowder.
And quickly will return an injury :

Follow, and see there be no harm between them —
Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. {Exeunt.

SCENE Vm.—Be/ore King Henry's Pavilion.

Enter Gower attd Williams.

U^ill. 1 warrant it is knight to you, captain.
Enter Fluellen.

Flu. Got's will and his pleasure, captain, I peseech
you now, come apace to the king : there is more goot
toward you, peradventure, than is in your knowledge
to dream of.

JFill. Sir, know you this glove?
Flu. Know the glove ! I know, the glove is a glove.
lym. I know this ; and thus I challenge it.

\Strikes him.
Flu. 'Sblood ? an arrant traitor, as any's in the uni-

vers.al 'orld, or in France, or in England.
Cow. How now, sir 1 you villain I

ll'^ill. Do you think I'll be forsworn ?

Flu. Stand away, captain Gower ; I will give treason
his payment into plows, I warrant you,

inil. I am no traitor.

Flu. That's a lie in thy throat.—I charge you in his
ajesty's name, apprehend him : he is a friend of the

duke Alencon's.
Enter ^Warwick and Gloucester.

War. How now, how now ! what's the matter?
Flu. My lord ofW.arwick, here is, praised be Got

for it I a most conta.gious treason come to light, look
you, as you shall desire in a summer's day.—Here
is his majesty.

Enter King Henry and Exeter.
A'. Hen. How now! what's the matter?
Flu. My liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that,
ok your grace, has struck the glove which youi
ajesty is take out of the helmet of Alencon.
lyni. My liege, this was my glove ; here is the

fellow of it ; and he that I gave it to in 'change pro.
mised to we.ar it in his cap : I promised to strike liiin,

if he did : 1 met this man with my glove in his caj),
and I have been as good as my worcT
Flu. Your majesty hear now, (saving your majesty's

iiaiihood.) what an arrant, rascally, beggarly, lousy
knave it is : I hope your majesty is pearme testimony,
and witness, and avouchinents, that this is the glove of
Alencon, that your majesty is give me, in your con-
science, now. «

A'. Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier : look, here is'
the fellow of it.

Twas I, indeed, thou promisedst to strike ;

,\nd thou h.ast given me most bitter terms.
Flu. An ple.ise your majesty, let his neck answer

for It, if there is any martial law in the 'orld.
A'. Hen. How canst thou make me satisfaction?
Il'ill. All offences, my liege, come from the lieart

:

never cauie any from mine that might offend your
n.ijesty.

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst .abuse.
//';//. Your majesty came not like yourself: y/>ii

ippeared to me but .is a common man; witness the
mght, your garments, your lowliness ; .and what yout
'ugliness suffered under th.it sh.ipe, I beseech yoii
ake It for your own fault, and not mine : for had you
>een .as I took you for, I m.ide no offence; therefore,

I beseech your highness, panlun me.
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A'. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with
crowns,

And give it to this fellow.—Keep it, fellow ;

And wear it for an honour in thy cap.

Till I do challenge it.—Give him the crowns ;—
And, captain, you must needs be friends with him.

Flu. By this day and this li^ht, the fellow has
mettle enough in his pelly.—Hold, there is twelve

pence for you, and I pray you to serve Got, and keep
you out of prawls, and prabbles, and quarrels, and
dissensions ; and, I warrant you, it is the petter for

you.
ll^ill. I will none of your money.
Flu. It is with a goot will ; I can tell you, it will

serve you to mend your shoes : come, wherefore
should you be so pashful ! your shoes is not so goot

:

'tis a good siUing, 1 warrant yoo, or I will change it.

Filter nil English Herald.
A'. Hen. Now, herald ; are the dead number'd?
Her. Here is the number of the slaughter'd French-

{Delivers a fa^er.
K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort are taken.

uncle?
Exe. Charles duke of Orleans, nephew to the kmg

;

John duke of Bourbon, and lord Bouciqualt

;

Of other lords and barons, knights and "squires,

Full fifteen hundred, besides common men.
R. Hen. This note doth tell [me of ten thousand

French
That in the field lie slain : of princes, in this number.

And nobles bearing banners, there lie dead
One hundred twenty-six : added to these.

Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen.

Eight thousand and four hundred ; of the which.

Five hundred were but yesterday dubb'd knights :

So that, in these ten thousand they have lost.

There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries ;

The rest are princes, barons, lords, knights, 'squires,

And gentlemen of blood and quality.

The names of those their nobles that he dead,—
Charles De-la-bret, hi"h constable of France ;

Jaques of Chatillon, admiral of France ;

The master of the cross-bows, lord Rambures

;

Great-master of France, the brave Sir Guischard

Dauphin ;

lohn duke of Ak-ncon : Antony duke of Brabant,

The brother to the duke of Burgundy;
\iul Edward duke of Bar : of lusty earls,

firandpre. and Roussi, Fauconberg. and Foix,

Beaumont, and Marie, Vaudemont, and Lestrale.

Here was a royal fellowship of death !

—

Where is the number of our English dead?
[Herald presents ajiotlier paper.

Edward the duke of York, the earl of Suffolk,

Sir Richard Kelly, Davy Gam, esquire :

None else of naine : and of all other men.

But five and tweity.—O God, thy arm was here

;

And not to us. but to thy arm alone.

Ascribe we all !—When, without stratagem,

But in plain shock and even play of battle.

Was ever known so great and little loss.

On one part and on th' other?—Take it, God,

For it is none but thine !
, , ,

.

Pxe. 'Tis wonderful

!

k. Hen. Come, go we in procession to the village :

And be it death proclaimed through our ho.st.

To boast of this, or take the praise from God,

Which is his only.
. .,....„

Fin. Is it not lawful, ^n please your majesty, to tell

how many is killed ?
. . ,. . , , ,

A'. Hen. Yes, captain ; but with this acknowlcdg

That God fought for us. |nieiu.

Fill. Yes, my conscience, he did us .great goot.

A". Hen. Do we all holy rites :

I-et there be sung Kon nobis, and Te Deum ;

The dead with charity enclosed in clay :

We'll then to Calais ; and to England then ;

Where ne'er from France arriv'd more happy men.
\Exeitnt.

ACT V.
Enter Chorus.

Chor. Vouchsafe to those that have not read the

story,
, , , u

That I may prompt them : and of such as have,

I humbly pray them to admit th' excuse

Of time, of numbers, and due course of things,

Which cannot in their huge and proper life

Be here presented, Now we bear the king

Toward Calais : grant him there ; there seen.

Heave him away'upon your winged thoughts

.Vthwart the sea. Behold, the English beach
Pales in the flood with men, with wives, and boys.

Whose shouts and claps out-voice the deep-mouth'd
Which. Uke a mighty whiflier 'fore the king, [sea.

Seems to prepare his way : so let him land.

And solemnly see him set on to London.
So swift a pace hath thought, that even now
You may imagine him upon Blackheath ;

Where that his lords desire him to have borne
bruised helmet and his bended sw'ord.

Before him, through the city : he forbids it.

Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride

;

Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent,

OuiteVrom himself to God. But now behold,

fn the quick forge and working-house of thought.

How London doth pour out her citizens !

The mayor, and alljiis brethren, in best sort,—

Like to the senators of th' antique Rome,
With the plebeians swarming at their heels,—

Go forth, and fetch their conquering C^sar in :

As, by a lower but by loving likelihood.

Were now the general of our gracious empress
(As in good time he may) from Ireland coining.

Bringing rebellion broached on his sword.
How many would the peaceful city quit.

To welcome him 1 much more, and much mora cause.

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him ;

(As yet the lamentation of the French
Invites the king of England's stay at home;
The emperor's coming in behalf of France,

To order peace between them ;) and omit

All the occurrences, whatever chanc'd,

TiU Harry's back-return again to France :

There must we bring hun ; and myself have play d
The mterim, by reniemb'ring you—'tis past.

Then brook abridgment ; and your eyes advance,

\fter your thoughts, straight back again to France.
{Exit.

SCENE \.—France. An English Court ofGuard.

Enter Fluellen and Gower.

Gow. Nay, that's right ; but why wear you your leek

to-day? Saint Davy's day is past.

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and where-

fore in all things : I will tell you, as my friend, captain

Gower :—the rascally, scald, beggarly, lousy, pragging

knave. Pistol,—which you %nd yourself, and all the

'orld, know to be no petter than a fellow, look you
now, of no merits,—he is come to me. and prings me
pread and salt yesterday, look you, and bid me eat

my leek: it was in a place where I could not breep
no contentions with him : but I will| be so pokl :is to

wear it in my cap till I see him once again, and then

I will tell him a little piece of my desires. jcock.

Gow. Why, here he comes, swelling like a turkey-

Enter Pistol.

Flu. 'Tis no matter for his swellings, nor histurkey-

cocks.
Got pless you, ancient Pistol ! you scurvy, lousy knave,

Gotplessyoul (Trojan,

Pist. Ha ! art thou Bedlam ? dost thou thurst, base

To have me fold up Parca's fatal web?
Hence ! I am qu.almish at the smell of leek.

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy knave,

;it my desires, and my requests, and my petitions, to

cat, look you, this leek : because, look you, you do
not love it. nor your affections, and your appetites,

and your digestions, does not agree with it, 1 would

desire you to eat it.

Pist. Not for Cadwallader and all his goats.

Flu. {Strikes him.] There is one goat for you.

Will you be so goot, scald knave, as cat it V

Pist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die.

Flu. You say very true, scald knave, when Gofs
will is : I will desire you to live in the mean time, and
eat your victuals? {stril:ing him again.] come, there

is sauce for it. You called me yesterday, moimtain-

squire, but I will make you to-day a stiuire of low

degree. I pray you, fall to : if you can mock a leek,

you can eat a leek.
Go7i!. Enough, captain : you have astonished him.

Flu. I say. I \vill make him cat some part of my
I leek, or I will peat his pate four/hiys.—Pile. 1 pray

you ; it is goot for your green wound, and your

I
/'/i/. Must I bite? [ploody coxcomb.
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Fill. Yes, certainly, and out of doubt, and out of

question too, and aiubijjuitics.

Pij/. By tliis leek, I will most horribly revenge

:

eat. .md eat, I swear—
F/u. Kat, I pray you : will you h.ive some more

jauce to your leek? there is not enough leek to swear
F:jf. Quiet the cudgel ; thou dost see I eat. (by

F/ii. Much goo to you, scauld knave, heartily

N'ay. pray you, throw none away; the skin is goo
for your proken coxcomb. When you take occasion
to see leeks hereafter, 1 pray you, mock at 'em ; that

is .all.

Pist. Good.
Fi'u. Ay, leeks is goo :—hold you, there is a groat

lo heal your pate.
J'ist. Me a groat

!

F/it. Yes, verily and in trutli. you shall take it; or 1

have another leek in my pocket, which you shall eat.

Fisf. I take thy groat in earnest of revenge.
Fiu. If I owe you anything, I will pay you in cutl

gels : you shall be a woodmotiger, and buy nothing of
uie but cudgels. God be wi' you, and keep you, and
heal your pate. {Exit.

Fist. AU hell shall stir for this.

. Gauj. Go, go ; you are a counterfeit cowardly knave.
U'ill you mock at an ancient tradition, begun upon an
honourable respect, and worn as a memorable trophy
of predeceased valour, and dare not avouch in your
deeds any of your words? I have seen you gleeking
and galling at this gentleman twice or thrice. You
thought, because he could n' it speak English in the
native garb, he could not therefore handle an English
cudgel : you find it otherwise , and henceforth, let a
Welsh correction teach you a good English condition.
Fare ye well. [Exi/.

FisC. Doth fortune play the huswife with me now ?

News have I that my Nell is dead i' the spital

Of malady of France

:

And there my rendezvous is quite cut off.

Old X do wax ; and from my weary limbs
Honour is rudgell'd. Well, bawd will I turn,

And something lean to cutpurse of quick hand.
To England will I steal, and there I'll steal

:

And patches will I get unto these cudgell'd scars.
And swear I got them in the Gallia wars. [Exit.

SCENE II.—France. An ApartineiU in tJu French
King's Faitice,

Enter,from one sidf. King Henry, Bedford, Gloster,
Exeter, Wiirwick, "VVestmoreland, and other
Lords ; from the other side, tJie French King,
Queen Isabel, the Princess Katharine, Lords,
Ladies, f^c., tJie Duke of Burgundy, and his train.

K. Hett. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are
Unto our brother France, and to our sister, fmet

!

Health and fair time of day ; joy and good wishes
To our most fair and princely cousin Katharine

;

And. as a branch and member of this royalty,
By whom this great assembly is contriv'd,
\Ve do salute you, duke of Burgundy ;

And, princes French, and peers, health to you all.

Fr. Kin]^. Right joyous are we to behold your face.
Most wortiiy brother Enpland ; fairly met

:

So are you. princes Enghsh, every one,
Q. Isa. So happy be the issue, brother England,

Of this good day and of this gracious meeting.
As we are now glad to behold your eyes

;

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them
Against tlie French, that met them in their bent,
The fatal b.alls of murd'ring b.isilisks :

The venom of such looks, we fairly hope.
Have lost their quality ; and that this day
Shall change all griefs and ouarrels into love.
K. Hen. To cry amen to tnat, thus we .ippear.
Q. Isa. You English princes all. I do salute you.
3:ir. My duty to you both, on equal love, (labour'd.

Great kings of France and England I That I have
With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeavours.
To bring your most imncri.tl majesties
Unto this bar and royal interview.
Your mightiness on both parts best can witness.
.Since, then, my office hath so far prevail'd,
Th.at. face to f;ice, and royal eye to eye,
You have congrceted. let it not disgrace me.
If I dein;ind, Dcfore this royal view.
What rub, or wh.at impediment, there Is.

VVhy Uiat the naked, poor, and mangled Peace,

Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and Joyful births.
Should not, in this beSt garden of the world,
I )ur fertile France, put up her lovely visage?
Al.as. she hath from France too long been chas'd,
.\nd all her husbandry doth lie on heaps.
Corrupting in its own fertilitj'.

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart,
I'nprunfed dies : her hedges even-pleached.
Like prisoners wildly over-grown with hair,
Put forth disorder'd twigs : tier fallow leas
The darnel, hemlock, and lank fumitory.
Doth root upon, while that the coulter rusts.
That should deracinate such savagery ;

Tlie even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth
The freckled cowslip, burnet, and green clover.
Wanting the scj'the, all uncorrected, rank.
Conceives by idleness, and nothing teems
But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs.
Losing both beauty and utility.

.\nd as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges.
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness.
Even so our houses, and ourselves and children,
Have lost, or do not learn, for want of time,
The sciences that should become our country

;

But grow, like savages,—as soldiers will.

That nothing do but meditate on blood,

—

To swearing and stem looks, diffus'd attire.

And every thing that seems unnatural.
W'hich to reduce into our foniier favour.
You are assembled : and my speech entreats
That I may know the let, why gentle Peace
Should not expel these inconvenienceSj
Ami bless us with her former qualities.

A'. Heft. If, dukeof Burgu»idy, you would the peace.
Whose want gives growth to the imperfections
Which you have cited, you must buy that peace
With full accord to all our just demands ;

Whose tenors and particular effects
You have, enschedal'd briefly, in your hands.
Bur. The king liath heard them ; to the which as

yet.
There is no aw.wer made.
K. Hen. Well then, the peace,

AVhich you before so urg'd, lies in his answer.
Fr. Kittg. I h,ave but with a cursorary>eye

O'er-glanc'd the articles : plea-seth your grace
To appouit some of youi council presently
To sit with us once more, with better heed
To re-survey them, we will suddenly
Pass our accept, and peremptory answer.
K. Hen. Brother, we shall.—Go, uncle Exeter,

—

And brother Clarence.—and you, brother Gloster,

—

Warwick,—and Huntingdon.—go with the king:
And take with you free power to ratify.

Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best
Shall see advantageable for our dignity.
Anything in. or out of, our demands

;

And we'll Consign thereto. Will you, fair sister.

Go with the princes, or stay here with us ?

Q. Isa. Our gracious brother, I will go w ith them :

Haply a woman's voice may do some good.
When articles, too nicely urg'd, be stood on.

A'. Hen. Yet leave our cousin Katharine here with
She is our capital demand, compris'd [us :

Within the fore-rank of our articles.

Q. Isa. She hath good leave.
[Exeunt all except K. Henry. Kath., awr^ Alice.

A". Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair I

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms
Such .as will enter at a lady's ear.
And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart?
Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me ; I cannot

speak your England.
K. Heti. O fair Katharine, if you will love no

soundly with your French heart, I will be glad to hear
you confess it brokenly with your Enghsh tongue.
Uo^ou like me, Kate?
Aa//:. Pardonnez may, 1 cannot tell vat is—like

K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate ; and you are
like an angel.
Kath. Qiudit-il f qiiejesiiis senibtable A les attges ?
Alice. Qiiy, vrayment, saitf vostre grace, ainsi

A'. Hen. I said so, dear Katharine ; and I must not
blush to affirm it.

Kath. O ion Dieii I Ifj langues des hammes sotit
pkines des troniferies.
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A'. Hot. What says she, fair one? that the tongues
of men arc full of deceits ?

Alice. Otty, dat de tongfues of de mans is be full of
deceits : dat is de princess.
K. Hen. The pnncess is the better English'

cruelly. If ever thou bc'st mine. Kate, (as I have a
saving faith within inc tells me thou slialt.) I get thee
with scambling, and thou must therefore ncetts prove
a g;ood soldier-breeder: shall not thoit and I, between

. _ _ _, _ . Saint Dennis and Saint George, compound a boy, haU
I'faith. Kate, my wooing is fit for thy imderstanding : French, half English, that shall go to Constantinople

I glad thou canst speak no better English ; for, if

thou couldst, thou wouldst find me such a plain king,
that thou wouldst think I had sold my farm to buy my
crown. I know no ways to mince it in love, but
directly to say— I love you : then, if you urge me
farther than to say—Do you in faith ? I wear out my
suit Give me your answer; i" faith, do, and so clap
hands and a bargain : how say you, lady?
Kath. Saiifvostre hoiinettr, me understand well.

A'. Hen. Marry, ifyou would put me to verses, or to
dance for your sake, Kate, why you undid nie : for
tlie one, I have neither words nor measure ; and for
the other, I have no strength in measure, yet a
reasonable measure in stren^h. If I could win a lady
at leap-frog, or by vaulting into my saddle with my
armour on my back, under the correction of bragging
be it spoken, I should quickly leap into a wife. Or if

I might buffet for my love, or bound my horse for her
favours, I could lay on like a butcher, and sit like a
jackajiapes, never off. But before God, Kate, I

cannot look greenly, nor gasp out my eloquence, nor
I have no cunning in protestation ; only downright
oaths, which I never use till urged, nor never break
for urging. If thou canst love a fellow of this tempe:
Kate, whose face is not worth sun-burning, that never
looks in his glass for love of anything he sees there
let thine eye be thy cook. 1 speak to thee plain
soldier: if thou canst love me for this, take me ; if not.

to say to thee that I shall die, is true,—but for thy
love, by the Lord, no ; yet 1 love thee too. A
while thou livcst. dear Kate, take a fellow of pi.

and uncoined constancy ; for he perforce must do
thee right, because he hath not the gift to woo in

other places : for these fellows of infinite tongue, that
can rhyme themselves into ladies' favours, they do
always reason themselves out again. What I

speaker is but a prater; a rhyme is but a ballad,
good leg will fall ; a straight back will stoop ; a black
beard will tul-n white ; a curled pate will grow bald ;

a fair face will wither ; a full eye will wax hollow

;

but a good heart, Kate, is the sun ancj the moon ; or.

rather, the sun, and not the moon.—for it shines
bright, and never changes, but keeps his course truly.

If Ihou would have such a one. take me: and take
me, take a soldier; take a soldier, take a king: and
what sayest thou, then, to my love? speak, my fair,

and fairly. I pray thee.
Kath. Is it possible dat I sould love de enemy of

France?
A'. Hen. No ; it is not possible you should love the

enemy of France. Kate; but, in loving me, you
should love the friend of France ; for I love France
so well, that I will not part with a village of it ; I will

have it all mine: and, Kate, when I-^rance is mine
and I am j'ours, then yours is France and you are

Kath. I cannot tell vat is dat.

K. Hen. No. Kate? I will tell thee in French;
which I am sure will hang upon my tongue like a
new-married wife about her husband's neck, hardly
to be shook off.

—

Qua7idfay la possession de France,
et quand •vans avez la possession de moy, (let me see,

wliat then? Saint Dennis be my speed!

—

dotic 'vosire

est Fi'mtce, ct zvks estes -imeune. It is as easy for

me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom, as to speak so
much more French : I shall never move thee in

French, unless it be to laugh at me.
Kath. San/ vostre honneur, le Francois que t'ons

parlez, est nieilletir que VAns^lois leqnelJcparle.
K. Hen. No, 'faith, is't not. Kate; but thy speak-

ing of my tongue, and I thine, most truly falsely,

must needs be granted to be much at one. But,
Kate, dost thou understand thus much English,
Canst thou love me ?

Kath. I cannot tell.

K. Hett. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate ?

I'll ask them. Come, I know thou lovest me \ and at
night, when you come into your ':loset, you'll question
this gentlewoman about me ; and I know, Kate, you
will, to her, dispraise those parts in me that you love
with your heart: but, good Kate, mock me merci-
fully ; the rather, gentle princess, because I love thee

and take the Turk by the beard? shall we not? what
sayest thou, my fair nower-de-luce?
Kath. I do not know dat.

A'. Hen. No ; 'tis hereafter to know, but now to
promise: do but now promise, Kate, you will en-
deavour for your French part of such a boy ; and for

my English moiety, take the word of a king ami a
bachelor. How answer you. la plus belle Katharine
dii nionde, men ires chkre et divine de'cssc ?

Kath. Your 7«^vj/tf'havey^:.'.f5'tf' French enough to
deceive de most sa^c^c de?noiselle dat is en Fi-ance.
K. Hen. Now, fie upon my false French ! By mine

honour, in true English, I love thee, Kate : by which
honour I dare not swear, thou lovest nie ; yet my
blood begins to flatter me that thou dost, notwith-
standing the poor and untempering effect of my
visage. Now, beshrew my father's ambition ! he was
thinking of civil wars when he g'ot me : therefore was
I created with a stubborn outsfde, with an aspect of
iron, that, when I come to woo ladies. I fright them.
But, in faith. Kate, the elder I \vax. the better I shall

appear: my comfort is. that old age. that ill layer-up
of beauty, can do no more spoil upon my face : thou
hast me, if thou hast nie, at the worst ; and thou shalt

wear me, if thou wear me, better and better :—and
therefore tell me. most fair Katharine, will you have
me? Put offyourmaiden blushes ; avouch the thoughts
of your heart with the looks of an empress ; take me
by the hand, and say—Harr>' of England. I am thine

:

which word thou shalt no sooner bless mine ear withal,

but I will tell thee aloud—England is thine, Ireland
is thine. France is thine, and" Henry Plantagenet is

thine ; who, though I speak it before his face, if he
be not fellow with the best king, tliou shalt find the
best king of good fellows. Come, your answer in

broken music, for thy voice is music, and thy English
broken; therefore, queen of all, Katharine, break thy
mind to me in broken English, wilt thou have me ?

Kath. Dat is as it shall please de roy mo}t ph'e.

K. Hen. Nay, it will please him well, Kate ; it shall

please him. Kate.
Kath. Den it shall also content me.
A'. He7i. Upon that I kiss your hand, and I call you

my queen.
Kath. Laissez^ 7non seigneur, laisscz^ laisscz : tna

foy,J€ ne veuxpoint que vons abaissez vostre gran-
'-, en baisaitt la main d'une vostre indigne sen.'i-

e : excusez 77ioy,jevoitssupplie^ 7n07i irespuissant
seignenr.
K. Hen. Then I will kiss your lips, Kate.
Kath. Les dames, et de7noisclles, potcr csf7'e baisce's

deva7it lenr 7ioces, it n'estpas la coittninc dc F7'aftce.

K. He7i. Madam my interpreter, what says she 2

Alice. Dat it is not be de fashion potir les ladies of
France,— I cannot tell what is baiser €7i English.

A'. He7u To kiss.

Alice. Your majesty cnte7tdrc bettrc qne'7noy.

K. Hen. It is not a fashion for the maids in France
to kiss before they are married, would she say?

Alice. Ozty, z'ray}7icnt.

K. Hen. O Kate, nice customs court'sey to great
kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confined

the weak list of a country's fashion : we are
the makers of manners. Kate ; and the liberty that
follows our places stops the mouths of all find-faults,

as I will do yours, for upholding the nice fashion of
your country in denying me a kiss : therefore,patientlj',

and yielding. [Kissi)tg her.] You have witchcraft
in your lips." Kate : there is more eloquence in a sugar
touch of them, than in the tongues of the French
council; and they should sooner persuade Harry of
England, than a general petition of monarchs. Here
comes your father.
Ke-^nter the Ki7tg a7id Queen, Burgimdy. Bedford.

Gloster, Exeter, Warwick. Westmoreland, a7id
other French attd E7t£lish Lords.

Bnr. God save your majesty I My royal cousin,
Teach you our pnncess English?

A". Hot. I would have her learn, my fair cousin, how
perfectly I love her : and that is good EngHsh.

Jiur. Is she not apt?
A". Hcfi. Our tongue is rough, coz, and my condition
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is n"t smooth ; so that, having neither the voice nor
the heart of flattery about lue, I cannot so conjure up
the spirit of love in her, that he will appear in his true

likeness.
Jiiir. Pardon the frankness of my mirth, if I answer

you for that. If you would conjure in her, you must
make a circle ; if conjure up Love in her in his true

likeness, he must appear naked, and blind. Can you
blame her, then, being a maid yet rosed over with the

virgin crimson of modesty, if she deny the appear-
ance of a naked blind boy in her naked seeing self?

It were, my lord, a hard condition for a maid to con-

sijcn to.

/.'. //<•«. Yet they do wink and yield, as love is blind
and enforces.

Kiir. They are then excused, my lord, when they
see not what they do.

A'. //<•«. Then, good my lord, teach your cousin to

consent winking.
ftiir. I will wink on her to consent, my lord, if you

will teach her to know my meaning : for maids, well

suuunered and warm kept, are like flies at Bartholo-
mew-tide, blind, though they have their eyes ; and
then they will endure handling, which before would
not abide looking on.

A". Hett. This moral ties me over to time, and a hot
svnnmer ; and so I shall catch the fly, your cousin, in

the latter end, .and she must be blind too.

Bur, As love is. my lord, before it loves.

A'. HcH. It is so : and you may, some of yon, thank
love, for my blindness, who cannot see many a fair

French city, for one fair French maid that stands in

my way,
Fr. King. Yes, my lord, you see them perspec-

tively. the cities turned into a maid ; for they are
all girdled with maiden walls, that war hath never
entered.

A'. Hen. Shall Kate be my wife ?

Fr. King. So please you.
A'. Ifin. I am content ; so the maiden cities you

talk of may wait on her : so the inaid, that stood
in the way for my wiijh, shall show me the way to

my will.

Fr. King. ^Vehave consented to all terms ofreason.
K. Hen. Is 't so, my lords of England ?

IS'es!. The king h.ath granted ever>' article :

His daughter first : and then, in sequel, all.

According to their firm proposed natures.
Hxe. Only, he hath not yet subscribed this

:

Where your majesty demands, that the king of

France, having any occasion to write for matter of

grant, shall name your highness in this form, and with

this addition, in French.

—

A'otre trcs clier Jltz Henry
rty <fAngleteyre, heretier tie France; and thus in

Latin,

—

Pmclarissiiniis /ilius nosier Hcnrictis, rc.v

.Ingtice, et hieres Francice.
Fr. King. Nor this I have not, brother, so denied,

liut ynur request shall make nie let it pass.
A'. Hen. I pray you, then, iu love and dear alliance.

Let that one article rank with the rest

;

And. thereupon, give me your daughter.
Fr. King. Take Her, fair son ; and from her blood

raise up
Issue to me ; that the contending kingdoms
Of France and England, whose very shores look pale
With envy of each others happiness,
M.ay cease their hatred ; and this dear conjunction
Plant neighbourhood and Christian-like accord
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance
His bleeding sword 'twixt England and fair France.

yl/i. Amen I

A'. Hen. Now, welcome, K.ite :—and bear me wit-
ness all.

That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen.
[Fionrish.

Q. Isa. God, the best maker of all marriages.
Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one '.

As man and wife, being two. are one in love.
So be there 'twixt your kingdoms such a spousal.
That never may ill office, or fell jealousy,
A\'hich troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage.
Thrust iit between the paction of these kingdonts.
To make flivorce of their incorporate league

;

That English may as French, French Englishmen,
Receive each other ! God speak this Amen I

All. Amen!
A'. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage : on which

flay.

My lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath.
.\nd all the peers', for surety of our leagues.
Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me ;

And may our oaths well kept and prosperous be I

[^Exeuiii.
Fnter Chorus.

Thus far, with rough and all unable pen,
Our bending author hath pursued the story

;

In little room confining mighty men,
Mangling by starts the full course of their glory.

Small tune, but, iu that small, most greatly hv d
This star of England : Fortime made his sword

;

By which the world's best garden he achiev'd.
And of it left his son imperial lord.

Henry the sixth, in infant bands crown'd king
Of France and England, did this king succeed ;

Whose state so many had the managing.
That they lost France, and made his Englandbleed :

Which oft our stage hath shown ; and, for tlieir sake.
In your fair minds let this acceptance take. \^Exit.



First Part of King Henry VI.

DRAMATIS PEKSON.-E.

King Henry the Sixth.
Duke of Gloster. Uiide to the King, and Protector.
Uiike of Bedford, Uncle to tlie King, and Regent 0/

fra}tcc,
Tlionias Beaufort, Duke 0/ Exeter, Great Uncle to the

King.
Henry Beaufort, Great Uncle to the King : Bishop 0/

IVinchester, and afterTvards Cardinal.
Tohn Beaufort, Earl 0/ Somerset, afterwards Duke.
Richard Plantagenet, Eldest Son of Richard, late

Earl 0/Cambridge : afterwards Duke of York.
Earls of Warwick, Salisbury, and Suffolk.
Lord Talbot, afterwards Earl ofShrewsbury.
John Talbot, his Son.
Edmund Mortimer, Earl ofMarch.
Mortimer's Keeper, ««rfrt Lawyer.
Sir John Fastolfe. Sir William Lucy. Sir William

Glansdale. Sir Thomas Gargrave.
WoodvUle, Lieutenant of the Tower; Mayor of Lon-

don. A Lawyer.

SCE-^V.,—Partly in Engl.

Vernon, oftlie White Rose, or York Faction.
Basset, ofthe Red Rose, or LancasterFaction.
ChRrles, Dauphin, and aftenuards King of France
Reignier. DukeofAnJou, and titular KingofNaples.
Dukes of Burgundy and Alencon. Bastard of Or-

leans.
Governor of Paris. Master-Gunner of Orleans, and

his Son.
General of the French Forces in Bourdeaux.
.-l French Sergeant. .4 Porter. An old Shepherd,

Father to ]oan la Pucelie.

Margaret, Daughter to Reignier ; afterwards mar-
ried to King Henry.

Countess of Auvergne.
Joan la Pucelie, commonly called yoan ofArc. Mor^

timer's Keepers.

Fiends appearing to La Pucelie, Lords, Heralds.
Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and Attendants.

md, andpartly in France.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Westminster Abbey.

Cead March. The Corpse ofKing Henry the Fifth
is discovered, lyi}ig in state, attended on by the

Dukes of Bedford. Gloster, and Exeter; rter Earl
of Warwick, the Bishop of Winchester, Heralds, <S:c.

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield day
to night

!

Comets, importing change of times and states,

Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky.
And with them scourge the bad revolting stars,

That have consented unto Henry's death I

King Henry the fifth, too famous to live long I

England ne'er lost a king of so much worth.
Glo. England ne'er had a king until his time.

Virtue he had, deserving to command :

His brandish'd sword did blind men with his beams
His arms spread wider than a dragon's wings

;

His sparkling eyes, replete with wrathful fire

More dazzled and drove back his enemies
Than mid-day sun fierce bent against their faces.
What should I .say? his deeds exceed all speech

:

He ne'er lift up his hand, but conquered.
Exe. We mourn in black : why mourn we not in

Henry is dead, and never shall revive. [blood ?

Upon a wooden cofRn we attend ;

And death's dishonourable victory
We with our stately presence glorify.
Like captives bound to a triumphant car.
What ! shall we curse the planets of mishap.
That plotted thus our glory's overthrow?
Or -shall we think the subtle-witted French
Conjurors and sorcerers, that, afraid of him,
By magic verses have contriv'd his end?

IVin. He was a kin", bless'd of the King of kings.
Unto the Freiich the dreadful judgment-day
So dreadful will not be, as was his sight.
The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought

:

The church's prayers made him so prosperous.
Glo. The church ! where is it ! Had not church-

men pray'd,
His thread of life had not so soon decay"d

:

None do you like but an effeminate prince,
^Vhnm like a school-boy, you may over-awe.

Il'iu. Gloster, whate'erwe like, thou art protector.
And Inokest to command the prince, and realm.
Thy wife is proud : she holdeth thee in awe.
More than God or religious churchmen may.

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lov'st the flesh ;

And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go'st,
Except it be to pray against thy foes.
Bed. Cease, cease these jars, and rest your minds

in peace 1

Let 's to the altar :—Heralds, wait on us :

—

Instead of gold we'll offer up our arms ;

Since arms avail not, now that Henry's dead.

—

Posterity, await for wretched years.
When at their mothers' moist eyes babes shall suck.
Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears.
And none but women left to wail the dead.

—

Henry the fifth ! thy ghost I invocate :

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils

!

Combat with adverse planets in the heavens 1

A far more glorious star thy sou! will make.
Than JuUus Caisar, or bright

—

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you all I

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,
Of loss, of slaughter, and discomfiture:
Guienne, Champaigne. Rheims, Orleans,
Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost.

Bed. What say'st thou, man, before dead Henry
corse t

Speak softly ; or the loss of those great towns
Will make him burst his lead, and rise from death.

Glo. Is Paris lost ? is Rouen yielded up !

If Henry were recall'd to lite again, ["ghost.

These news would cause him" once more yield the
Exe How were they lo.st! what treachery was us'd ?

Mess. No treachery; but want of men and money.
Among the soldiers this is muttered.
That here you maintain several factions

;

And, wliilst a field should be despatched and fought.

You are disputing of your generals :

One would have hngering wars, with little cost

;

Another would fly swift. "but wanteth wings;
A third man thinks, without expense at all.

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain'd.

Awake, awake, English nobility !

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-bcgot

:

Cropp'd are the flower-de-luces in your arms ;

Of England's coat one half is cut away.
Jixe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral.

These tidings would call forth her flowing tides.

Bed. Me they concern ; regent I am of Franco.

Give me my steeled coat ! I'll fight for France.
Away with these disgraceful wailing robes
Wounds will 1 ler.d tlie French, instead of eyes,

To weep their iatermissivc miseries.



Sccfie I.

Enter a Sfroitd Vle^sen^et.
^Mess. Lords view tliese lettersi full of tad nik-France is revolted from the Eiisjlisli quite . [ chancehxcent some petty towns of no import:
lie Dauphin, Charles, is crowned king in Rheims

:

Tlie bastard of Orleans with him is join'd

:

KeisTiier, Dukeof Anjou, doth take hispkrt:
I he Duke of Alencon flieth to his side

n *?J"''^ P^J'P'^'S <:f""-ned king
! all fly to liim IO, whither shall we fly from this reproach ?

n ''if J v'V" "J' H- '''" *° °'"' enemies' throats :-
Bedford, if thou be slack, I'll flight it out.

Afrf. Gloster, why do.ibfstthou ofmy forwardnessAn army; have I muster'd in my thoughts,
\\ herewith already France is overrun.

.fi'"/f)-,iM;>,i'Messensfer.
3 •'^'".-^'y gracious lords, to add to your laments,

\\ herewith you now bedew king Henry's hearse
I must inform you of a dismal fight
J^^')"« the stout Lord Talbot knd the French.

?;•• o^" wherein Talbot overcame? is'tso?
3.)/«r O, no; wherein Lord Talbot was oer

tnro^vn

:

The circumstance I'll tell voii more at lar<^eThe tenth of August last, this dreadful lord
Ketinng from the siege of Orleans
Having full scarce sii thousand in his troop,By three-and-twenty thousand of the FrenchM as round encompassed and set uponNo leisure had he to enrank his men •

He wanted pikes to set before his archers-
Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck'd out of hedges.They pitched m the ground confusedly

'=^'»".

To keep the horsemen off from breaking inMore than three hours the fight continued ;'

Where valiant Talbot, above human thou-^ht,
tnacted wonders with his sword and lancS •

H^.",. ?h ^^A^
*° '''^"; ^"'' "°ne durst stand him

;Here there, and ever>'where, enragd he slew •

1!*;.. '^T'^'l
^^<^'»"n'd. the deWl was in arras

:

All the whole army stood agaz'd on him •

His soldiers, spj-ing his undaunted spirit,A Talbot
! A Talbot 1 cried out amain.And rush d into the bowels of the battle.

Here had the conquest fully been seald un.
If Sir John Fastolfe had not playd the coward •

He, being in the vaward, (plac d behind,« ith purpose to relieve and follow them )Cowardly fled not having struck one stroke.Hence grew the general wreck and massacre

:

Lnclosed were they with their enemies :A base WaUoon. to win the Dauphins grace
fhrust TaJbot with a spear into the back

;

n,,rT„"if
'"''•"'"'',*?'' <:'>iefassembled strengthDurst not presume to look once in the face

hea. Is Talbot slain? then I will slay myself
I-or iving idly here in pomp and ease,
;• liilst such a worthy leader, wanting aid,
Lato nis dastard foRin,>n ic K«»,..,..'-r
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I am left out ; for me nothing remains.
liut long I will not be J,ick.6ut-of-office

:

1 he king from Eltham I intend to steal.And sit at chiefest stern of pubUc weiU. [Exi/.

SCENE II.—France, .ff^^j-er Orleans.
/T^/if^ Charles, -mith hisforces : Alencon, Rei^^nier

and others.

Sn'^n'^h "^'"m
Wstrue moving, even as in the heavens,

, 'J?^ f^th, to this day is not known :Late did he shine upon the English side •

-Now we are victors, upon us he smiles. '

A .'
t°^^'"5 of any moment but we have?At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans

OtherwhUes, the famish'd English, like pale ghostsFaintly besiege us one hour in a month
T.-U, ;i '^^ "'^?'

'l"^'''
POT'cige, and their fat bull-Either they must be dieted like mules, 1 liccves •

.\nd have their provender tied to their moutlisOr piteous they will look, like drowned miceA«^. Let s raise the siege: why live we idly hereT.albot IS taken, whom we wont to fear •

'>e'paineth none but mad-brain'd Salisbur-And he may well in fretting spend his o-ali''

'

Nor men, nor money, hath he to make^war

\',tvw ,h°T''' '°""f T'^'r""? '
^'^ '^"' '"5h on them.

;,' . / 'he honour of the forlorn French
Hiin I forgive my death, that killeth me.When he sees me go back one foot, or fly ' F.^-ctnt

,. ^r^.— ^"^ * ""nij' ic.mer, wantin
Liito his dastard foeinen is betray'd

A ^ l'^'",.*^"**,'
'"'

'•'r,'* =
'"" '^ '"Ok prisoner.And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford •

^J't o<^]he rest slaughtered or took, likewise
"

nfi, 1 .J**
ransom there is none but I shall pay •

11 haJe the D.auphin headlong from his throne

;

His crown shall be the ransom of my friend
Four of their lords 111 change for one of ours
Farewell, my masters ; to my task will I
Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make
t1 fifP

""' ?'«''' Saint Georges feast withal

:

I en thousand soldiers with me I will take
\S hose blMdy deeds shall make all Europe nuake
3 '''l"^-.

So you had need ; for Orleans Is besietAl
I he hn?|,5l, army is grown weak and faint

:

'

I he I-.arl of Sahsbury cravcth supply
And hardly keeps his men from mutiny '

Since they, so few, watch such a multitude,

r Vif''
.'^'-•"'-mber, lords, your o.aths to Henry swornEither to quell the Dauphin utterly.

" '

o j"? "^ '" ol^edience to your yoke

Tn ^f'.h^"/'-"'"'-''"''"
'' = •'"'' '"-"= «="«; my leave,

1 o go about my preparation. 1 /.•„/

T^f: 'i'-"
"'•?, '^°"<''- " 'th -i" the haste I canloucwth artillery and munition

;And then I wiU proclaim young Henry king. [Fxit
..,f ,w- S •'^

i^Q!"
""' '• where the youngTcingKHciiig ordain d his sl>ecial governor

;

*
And for his safety there I II best devise. l/.-,,yI'm. Each hath his place and function to .ittend

'

llarums : Excursions : afterwards a Retreat Reenter Charles, Alencon, Reignier, and otiiers.
Char. Who ever saw the Uke ? what men h.u-e I '—

nn??h=,t'Jj;'''"?'r
''astards !-I would ne'er have fled.But that they left me midst yjiy enemies.

Rejsr- Salisbury is a desperate homicide ;

it "Shteth as one weary of his life.
I he othir lords, like lions wanting foodDo rush -pon us as their hungry jirey^*« rroissart, a countryman of ours, reccds,England all Olivers and Rowlands bred.
During the time Edward the third did reignMore truly now may this be verified •

'

For none but Samsons, and GoUasses
It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten '

-r^''" L'^'i'''"",''
"'^'^^''^

'
who would e er suppo^"

1 hey had such courage and audacity '
^'^

CAar.J^cfs leave this town ; for they arc hare-
br.ain d slaves,

;^J'^ii"'."i^''' "'"i
'="fo''<:e them to he more eager

:

Of old 1 know them : r.ather with their teethThe waUs they 11 tear down, than forsake the siege
/>«;-•. I think, by some odd gimmals, or deviceTheir .arms are set like clocks, still to strike onElse ne er could they hold out so as they doBy rny consent, we'll e'en let them alone. '

ylteti. Be It so.

/' < ,,„
^'"^''Af Bastard of Orleans.

Jmst. \yiiere s the prince Dauphin ? 1 have news for
him. '

Char. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us.
y>ast. Methinks your looks are sad, your iheei

appall d: "

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence i
lie not dismay'd, for succour is at hand

:

A holv maid hither with me I bring.
Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven.
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege.And drive the English forth the boinds of France
1 he spirit of deep prophecy she hath,
hxceedmg the nine sibyls of old Rome :

Wnl' "h 'I'l T"* lYl"*'^ '" '="'"= ^he can descry.
.Spe.ak, shall I call her 111? Believe my words,lor they are certain and unfallible.

•to'^t^'i^r skill.'"-
i^^''- Bastard., But first

Reignier. stand thou as Dauphin in my place:
Question her proudly ; let thy looks be stem :By this means shall we sound what skill she hath.

Xe-enterthe Bastard of Orleans, ,vit/i La p'ucelle''^'

feats?""'"''
'^'''"'°" "'" '^° these wondrous

WheTi wf^.^'u- K^-
th"" that thinkest to beguile me?

I Viitw ih!.
f' i"Ph"i-'-<-o.i.c, come from behind

:

',. n^, i™ -T' '
'''"'"-'h ""•'" 'i<^en before.

1-^ not amaz d, there s nothing hid from me •
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In private will I talk with thee apart. —
Stand back, you lords, and give us leare a while.

/Jfi^. She takes upon lier bravely at first dash.
Pitc. Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd's daughter,

My wit untrain'd in any kind of art.

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd
To shine on my contemptible estate :

Lo, whilst 1 waited on my tender lambs,
And to«un's parching heat display 'd my cheeks,
God's mother deigned to appear to me,
And, ill a vision full of majesty,
Will'd me to leave my base vocation.
And free my country from calamity

:

Her aid she promis'd, and assur'd success :

In complete glory she revealed herself;
And. whereas I was black and swart before,
AVith those clear rays which she infus tl on me.
That beauty am I bless'd with, which you see.
Ask me what question thou canst possible,
Antl I will answer unpremeditated

;

My courage try by combat, if thou dar'st.

And thou Shalt find that I exceed my sex.
Resolve on this : thou shalt be fortunate.
If thou receive me for th}: warlike mate.
Char. Thou hast astonish'd me with thy high terras :

Only this proof I'll of thy valour make,

—

In single combat thou shalt buckle with me
;

And if rhou vanquishest, thy words are true

;

Otherwise, I renounce all confidence.
Pitc. I am prepar'd : here is my keen-edg'd sword,

Deck'd with five fiower-de-kices on each side ;

The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine's church-
Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth. lyard.
Char. Then come, o' God's name ; I fear no woman.
Puc. And, while I Uve, I'll ne'er fly from a man.

[ TheyJi^i^ht, and La Pucelle overcovics.
Char. Stay, stay thy Iiands ! thou art an Amazon,

And fightest with the sword of Deborah.
Puc. Christ's mother helps me, else I were too weak.
Char. Whoe'er helps thee, 'tis thou that must help

Impatiently I burn with thy desire

;

[me :

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu'd.
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so,

Let me thy servant, and not sov'reign, be :

Tis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus.
Puc. I ntust not yield to any rites of love,

For my profession's sacred, from above :

When I have chased all thy foes from hence,
Then will I think upon a recompense.
Char. Mean time look gracious on thy prostrate

thrall.

Rcig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk.

Alen. Doubtless he shrives this woman to her smock

;

Else ne'er could he so long protract his speech.
Rei^. Shall we disturb hmi, since he keepsno mean?
Aten. He may mean more than we poor men do

know :

These women are shrewd tempters with their tongues.
Ret's- My lord, where are you? wh.at devise you on ?

Shall we give over Orleans, or no ?

Puc. \Vhy, no. I say, distrustful recreants I

Fight till the last gasp ; I will be your guard.
Char. What she says, I'll confirm : well fight it out
Puc. Assign'd am I to be the English scourge.

This night the siege .assuredly I'll raise :

Expect Saint Martin's summer, halcyon days.
Since I have entered into these wars.
Glory is like a circle in the water,
Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself.

Till by broad spreading, it disperse to naught.
With Henry's death the English circle ends

;

Dispersed are the glories it included.
Now am I like that proud insulting ship.
Which Cresar and his fortune bare at once.
Char. Was Mahomet inspired with a dove J

Thou with an eagle art inspired, then.
Helen, the mother of great Constantine,
Nor yet St. Philip's daughters, were like thee.
Bright star of Venus, faU'n down on the earth.
How may I reverently worship thee enough!
Alcn. Leave oflf delays, and let us raise the siege.
Reis. Woman, do what thou canst to save our

honours

;

Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd.
Char. Presently we'll try :—come, let's away about

it:

No prophet will I trust, if she prove (alse.

{Excutit.

FIR.ST PART OF KING HENRY VI. Ad
SCENE III—London. HtV before the Toviei.

Enter at the spates the Duke of Gloster, with his
serviii^-7tten, in blue coats.

Glo. I am come to surrey the Tower this day

:

Since Henry's death, I fear, there is conveyance.
Where be these warders, that they wait not liere?
Open the gates ; 'tis Gloster that calls.

{Servants knock.
I JVard. [IFithin.] Who's tliere that knocks so

imperiously?
1 .Serv. It is the noble duke of Gloster.
2 IFard. [ll'ithiK.] Whoe'er he be, you may not be

let in.

j
I Scrz'. Villains, answer you so the lord protector?
I Hard, {mthin.] The Lord protect hun 1 so we

answer him

:

We do not otherwise than we are will'd.

G/o. Who willed you? or whose will stands but
mine?

There's none protector of the realm but I.

Break up the gates, I'll be your warrantize :

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms ?

[Gloster's tnen rush at tlie Toiuer gates.
Wood. {JVithin.\ What noise is this? what traitors

have we here ?

Glo. Lieutenant, is it you whose voice I hear?
Open the gates ; here's Gloster that would enter.
Wood. (Within.) Have patience, noble duke; I

may not open

;

The cardinal of Winchester forbids:
l-rom him I have express commandment.
That thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in.

Glo. Faint-hearted Woodville, prizest him 'fore me?
Arrogant AVinchester, that haughty prelate,
Wliom Henry, our late sov'reign, ne'er could brook?
Thou art no friend to God. or to the king

:

Open the gates, or I'll shut thee out shortly.
I Se>~ti. Open the cjates unto the lord protector

;

Or we'll burst thehi open, if that you come not
quickly.

Enter Winchester, attended by Servants in tawney
coats.

Win. How now, ambitious Humphrey 1 what means
this?

Glo. Peel'd priest, dost thou command me to be shut
out?

Win. I do, thou most usurping proilitor.
And not protector, of the king or realm.

Glo. Stand back, thou mamfest conspirator.
Thou that contriv'dst to murder our dead lord ;

Thou that giv'st whores indulgences to «in :

I'll canvass thee in thy broad cardinal's li.at,

If thou proceed m this thy insolence.
IVin. Nay, stand thou back ; 1 will not budge a

foot:
This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain,
To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt.

Glo. I will not slay thee, but I'll drive thee back

:

Thy scarlet rolies, as a child's bearing-clotli
I'll use to carry thee out of this place.
Win. Do what thou dar'st ; I'll beard thee to thj

face.

Glo. What ! am I dar'd, and bearded to my face ?—
Draw, men, for all this privileged place ;

Blue coats to tawney coats.—Priest beware your
beard

;

I mean to tug it, and to cuflfyou soundly:
Under my feet I stamp thy cardinal's hat

;

In spite of jjope or dignities of church.
Here by the cheeks iMl drag thee up and down.
Win. Gloster, thou 'It answer this before the pope.
Glo. A\'inchester goose I I cry—a rope ! a rope 1

Now beat them hence, why do you let thein stay?—
Thee I'll chase hence, tliou wolf in sheep's army.—
Out, tawney coats I—out, scarlet hypocrite !

Here a great tumult. Enter the Mayor of London
and his officers.

May. Fie, lords I that you, being supreme magis-
trates.

Thus contumeliously should break the peace I

Glo. Peace, mayor! thou know'st little of my
wrongs

:

Here's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king.
Hath here distrain'd the Tower to his use.
IVin, Here's Gloster too, a foe to citizens

;

One that still motions war, and ne\'er peace,
O'ercharging your free purses with large fines;
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That seeks to overthrow religion.

Because he is protector of the realm

;

And would have amiour, here, out of tlie Tower,
To crown hiuiself king, anil suppress the prince.

Gio. I will not answer tliee with words, but blows.
\_IIi:rc they skirtnisk a^ain.

May. Nought rests for me, in tliis tumultuous
strife.

But to make open proclamation :

—

Come, officer : as loud as e'er thou canst.

Off. XReads.]
" All vianncr o/7nen, assembled here in anns this

day, agntfist God's peace, and the king's, ice

charge andconttnandyou, in his highness' navic,
to repair to your several dtoellittg-flaces ; and
not to luear, handle, or nse, any sword, weapon,
or dagger, lienceforward, upon pain 0/ death."

Gla. Cardinal, I'll be no breaker of the law :

But we shall meet, and break our minds at lartje.

Win. Glostcr, we'll meet, to thy dear cost, lie sure :

Thy heart-blood I will have for this day's work.
.May. I'll call for clubs, if you will not away :—

This cardinal's more haughty than the devil.

Clo. Mayor, farewell: thou dost but what thou
mayst.

IVin. Abominable Gloster ! guard thy head ;

For I intend to have it, ere long.
[Exeunt, severally, Gloster and Win-

chester, with their serving-men.
May. See the coast clear'd, and then we will de-

part.

—

Good God ! these nobles should such stomachs bear

!

I myself fight not once in forty year. \E%e:tnt.

SCENE IV.- France. Be/ore Ot\e.'a:a.%.

Enter, on tlu walls, tlie Master-Gunner and his Son.

M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know'st how Orleans is be-
sieg'd.

And how the English have the suburbs won.
.^0)1. Father, I know : and oft have shot at them,

I \ owe'er, unfortunate, I miss'd my aim.
M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thou rul'd by

Cliief master-gimner am I of this town : [me :

Something I nmst do to procure me grace.
The prince's espials have informed me
How the English, in the suburbs close entrench'd.
Wont, through a secret grate of iron bars
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city;
And thence discover how, with most advantage,
They may ve.\ us with shot, or with assault.
To intercept this inconvenience,
A piece of ordnance 'gainst it I have plac'd ;

And even these three days have I watch'd,
I f I could see them. Now do thou watch.
For 1 can stay no longer.
If thou spy'st any, nin and bring me word

;

And thou shalt find me at the governor's. [Exit.
Son. I-ather. I warrant you ; take you no care ;

I'll never trouble you, if 1 may spy them.

Enter, in an upper chatnber 0/ a toruer, the Lords
Salisbury and Talbot : Sir Svilliam Glansdale, Sir
Thomas G.irgrave, and others.

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return'd I

How wert thou handled, being prisoner?
' )r by what means got'st thou to be releas'd ?

IJiscourse, I pr'ythec. on this turret's top.

Tal. The duke of Bedford had a prisoner.
Called the brave Lord Ponton de Santrailles ;

I-'or him 1 was exchang'd and ransomed.
But with a baser man of arms by far,

(jncc, in contempt, they would have barter'd me.
Which I, disdaining, scoru'd ; and craved death,
K.ither than I wouUl be so vile-esteem'd.
In fine, redeem'd I was as I desir'd.
iiiit, O. the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my heart I

Whom with my bare fists I would execute.
If I now had him brought into my jrower.

."ial. Yet tell'st thou not how thou wert entertained.
Tal. With scoffs, and scorns, and contumelious

In open market-place produc'd they me, [taunts.
To be a public spectacle to all

:

Here, s.'iid they, is the terror of the French,
Thf scare-crow that affrights our children so.
Then broke I from the olhccrs th.it led me.
And with my nails digg'd stones out of the ground.
To hurl at the beholders of my shame

;

My grisly countenance m.ide others fly ;

None durst come near for fear of sudden death.
In iron walls they deem'd me not secure ;

So great fear of my name mongst them was spread,
That they supjjos'd I could rend bars of steel,

And spurn in pieces posts of atlaiuant

:

\Vherefore a guard of chosen shot 1 had.
That walk'd about me every minute-while

;

And if I did but stir out of my bed.
Ready they were to shoot me to the heart.

Sal. 1 grieve to hear what torments you endmr'd,
But we will be reveng'd sufficiently.

Now it is supper-time in Orleans

:

Here, through this grate, I can count every one,
\nd view tlie Frenchmen how they fortify :

Let us look in ; the sight will much delight thee.

Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir Williaui Glansdale,
Let me have your express opinions,

Wliere is best place to make our battery next.

Gar. I think, at the north gate ; for there stand
lords.

Glan. And I. here, at the bulwark of the bridge.
Tal. For aught I see, this city must be famish'd.

Or with light skirmishes enfeebled.
[Shot frO'n the town. Salisbury and Sir

Tho. Gargrave/Tz//.
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched sinners

!

Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woful man I

Tal. What chance is this, that suddenly hath
cross'd us?

—

Speak, Salisbury ; at least, if thou canst speak :

How far'st thou, mirror of all martial men?
One of thy eyes, and thy cheek's side struck off I

—

Accursed tower I accursed fatal hand.
That hath contriv'd this woful tragedy I

In thirteen battles Salisbury o'ercame

;

Henry the fifth he first train'd to the wars ;

Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck up.
His sword did ne'er leave striking in the field.

Yet liv'st thou, Salisbury ! though thy speech doth
fail,

One eye tliou hast, to look to heaven for grace
The sun with oiie eye vieweth all the world.—
Heaven, be thou gr.acious to none alive,

If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands !^

—

Bear hence his body ; I will help to bury it.—
Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any hfe.

Speak unto Talbot ; nay, look up to him.

—

Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort ;

Thou shalt not die, whiles

—

He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me,
As who should say, '* lichen I am dead andgone.
Remember to avenge me on the French.

"

—
Plantagenet, I will ; and like thee, Nero,
Play on the lute, beholding the towns bum

:

Wretched shall F'rance be only in my name.
[ Thunder liear.d : afterwards an alarum.

What stir is this? Wliat tumult 's in the heavens!
Whence conicth this alarum, and the noise ?

Enter a Messenger. [head :

Mess. My lord, my lord, the French have gatherd
The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join'd,

—

A holy prophetess, new risen up,

—

Is come with a .great power to raise the siege.
[Salisbury groans.

Tal. Hear, hear, how dying .Salisbury doth groan 1

It irks his heart he cannot be reveng'd.

—

I'renchmen, I'll be a Salisbury to you :

—

I'ucclle or puzzel, dolphin or dogfish,
N'oiir hearts III stamp out with riiy horse's heels,
,\nd make a (]uaguiire of your mingled brains.
Convey me Salisbury into his tent,

.\nd then we'll try what these dastard I-'renchinen
dare. [Exeunt, bearing out the bodies.

SCENE V. Orleans. Beforeoiuofthe gates.

Alarum. Skirmishings. Enter Talbot, pursuing
the Dauphin ; drives him in, and exit: then
enter l^^ Pucelle, drivingEnglishmen be/07'eher,
and exit after them. Then reenter Talbot.

Tal. Where is my strength, my valour, and my
force ?

Our English troops retire, I c.mnot stay Ihem ;

A woman clad in armour chascth them.
Re-enter La Pucelle.

1 lore, here she comes.

—

Ml have a bout with thet',-

Ucvil, or devil's dam, I'll conjure thcc

:
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Elnod will I draw on thee, thou art a witch,
And straightway srive thy soul to him thou scrv'st.

Puc. Come, come, 'tis only I that must disgrace
thee. [ThcyJi^hL

Tal. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to jirevail?

My breast I'll burst with straining- of my courai^fe.

And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder.
But I will chastise this hig^h-minded strumpet.

Piic. Talbot, farewell ; thy hour is not yet come :

I must £jo victual Orleans forthwith.
O'ertake me, if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength.
(jO, go, cheer up thy hunger-starved men ;

Help Salisbury to make his testament

;

This day is ours, as many more sliall be.

j
La Pucelle e7iters the iow7i 7vith Soldiers.

Tal. My thoui^jhts are whirled hke a potter's wheel

;

I know not where I am. nor what I do :

A witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal,
Drives back our troops, and conquers as she lists :

So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome stench.
Are from their hives and houses driven away.
They call'd us, for our fierceness, English dogs

;

Now, like to whelps, we crying run away.
\A short alarum.

Hark, countrymen ! either renew the fight,

Or tear the lions out of England's coat

:

Renounce your soil, give sheep in Uons" stead :

Sheep run not half so timorous from the wolf.
Or horse or oxen from the leopard,
As you fly from your oft-subdued slaves.

\_Alarufn, Another skirmish.
It will not be :—retire into your trenches :

You all consented unto Salisbury's death,
For none would strike a stroke in his revenge.

—

pucelle is enter'd into Orleans,
In spite of us or aught that we could do.
O, would I were to die with Salisbury I

The shame hereof will make me hide my head.
{Alar7i7iz. Retreat. Exeunt Talbot

and his/07-ces, &•€.

SCENE V\.~^Th€ Same.

Flojirish. Enter, on the walls. La Pucelle, Charles,
Reignier, Alencon, and Soldiers.

Puc, Advance our waving colours on the walls
;

Rescu'd is Orleans from the English wolves :

—

Thus Joan la Pucelle hath performed her word.
Char. Divinest creature, bright Astraea's daughter,

How shall I honour thee for this success?
Thy promises are like Adonis' gardens.
That one day bloomed, and fruitful were the next.

—

France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess 1

—

Recovered is the town of Orleans :

More blessed hap did ne'er befall our state. town ?

Rcig. Why ring not out the bells throughout tlif

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires,

And feast and banquet in the open streets,

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us.

Alen. All France will be replete with mirth an<l joy,
"When they shall hear how we liave played the men.
Char, 'Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won ;

For which I will divide my crown with her :

And all the priests and friars in my realm
Shall in procession sing her endless praise.

A statelier pyramis to her I'll rear.

Than Rhodope s of Memphis, ever was

:

In memory of her when she is dead.
Her ashes, in an urn more precious
Than the rich-jewel'd coffer of Darius,
Transported shall be at high festivals

before the kings and queens of France.
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry,

But Joan ia Pucelle shall be France's saint.

Come in, and let us banquet royally.

After this golden day of victory.

[Flourish. Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Orleans.

F.nier to the Gates a French Sergeant and two
Sentinels.

Hers. Sirs, t.ike your pLices, and be vifjilant.

If any noise, or soldier, you perceive.

Near to tlie walls, by some apparent sii^n

Let lis have knowledge .it the court ol guard.

I Sent. Sergeant, you shall. [llxit .Sergeant.
Thus are poor servitors,

(When others sleep upon their quiet beds)
Constrain'd to watch in darkness, rain, and cold.

Z:"«^fr Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and forces ii/ith
scaling ladders ; their drums beatings a dead
march.

Tal. Lord regent, and redoubted Burgundy,—
By whose approach the regions of Artois,
Walloon, and Picardy, are friends to us,

—

This happy night the Frenchmen are secure.
Having all day carous'd and banqueted :

Embrace we, then, this opportunity.
As fitting best to quittance their deceit,
Contriv'd by art and baleful soicery.
Bed. Coward of France !—how umch he wrongs

his fame.
Despairing of his own arm's fortitude,
To join \vith witches and the help of hell

!

Bur. Traitors have never other company.
But what's that Pucelle, whom they term so pure i

Tal. A maid, they say.
Bed. A maid ! and be so martial

:

Bur. Pray God, she prove not masculine ere long,
If underneath the standard of the French
She carry armour, as she hath begun.

Tal. Well, let them practise and converse with
spirits

:

God is our fortress, in whose conquering name
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks.
Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot ; we will follow thee.
Tal. Not all together ; better far, I guess.

That we do make our entrance several ways;
That, if it chance the one of us do fail.

The other yet may rise against their force.
Bed. Agreed : I'll to yon corner.
Bur. And I to this.

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his
grave.

Now, Salisbury, for thee, and for the right
Of English Henry, shall this night appear
How much in duty i am bound to both.

[ The English scale the 7valls, crying. " St. George !

A Talbot I" and all enter the toiun.

I Sent. Arm, arm ! the enemy doth make assault 1

7'he French leap 07'er the lualls in their shirts.
Enter, se^'eral luays. Bastard of Orleans, Alen-
con, a7td Reignier, halfready, andhalfunready.

Alen. How now, my lords ! what, all unready so!
Bast. Unready ! ay, and .glad we 'scap'd so well,

Reig. 'Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave our
I Icaring .alarums at our chamber doors. [bed.^,

Alen. Of all exploits, since first I follow'd arms,
•Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterprise
More venturous or desperate than this.

Bast. I think this Talbot be a fiend of hell.

Rcig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour him.
Alen. Here cometh Charles : I marvel how he speil.

Enter Charles and La Pucelle.
Bast. Tut 1 holy Joan was his defensive gu.ard.

Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame?
Didst thou at first, to fl.atter us withal.

Make us partakers of a little gain.
That now our loss might be ten times so much ?

Puc. Wherefore is Charles imjiatient with his

friend ?

'Vt all times will you have my power alike ?

Sleeping or wakmg, must I still prevail,

Or will jou blame and lay the fault on me?

—

Improvident soldiers ! had your watch been good.
This sudden mischief never could have fallen.

Char. Duke of Alencon, this was your default.

That, being captain of the watch to-night.

Did look no better to that weighty charge.
Alen. Had .all your quarters been so safely kept.

As that whereof I had the government.
We had not been thus shamefully surprised.

Bast. Mine was secure.
Reig. And so was mine, my lord.

Char. And. for myself, most part of all this night,
Within her (juarter, and mine own precinct,

I w.as emnloy'd in passing to and fro,

About relieving of the sentinels

:

Then how, or which way, should they first break in

Puc. Question, m? lords, no farther of the case.
How, or^which way : 'tis sure they found some place
Hut weakly guarded, where the breach was made.
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Ami now there rests no otlier shift but this,—

'

Tti ijatber our soldiers, scattered and dispers'd.
And lay new platforms to endamage them.
.Ilarum. Enter an J-.itglish ^o\dXex, cryiitg " K

Talbot! a Talbot!" They fly, leaving their
clothes behind.

SnM. I'll be so bold to take what they have left.

The cry of Talbot serves me for asword;
I-'»r I have loaden me with many spoils,

Using no other weapon but his name. [Exit.

SCEXE II.—Orleans. Within the Town.

Hn

Bed. The day bejjins to break, and night is fled,

Whose pitchy mantle over-veil'd the earth.
Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit.

[Retreat sotcnded.
Tat. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury,

And here advance it in the market-place,
The middle centre of this cursed town.

—

Now have I paid my vow unto his soul

;

l-'or every drop of blood was drawn from him.
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night.
And that hereafter ages may behold
Wliat ruin happen'd m revenge of him,
Within their chiefest temple I'U erect
A tomb, wherein his corse shall be interr'd :

Upon the which, that everj' one may read.
Shall be engrav'd the sack of Orleans,
The treacherous manner of his mournful death.
And what a terror he had been to France.
But, lords, in all our bloody massacre,
1 muse we met not with the Dauphin's grace.
His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc,
Nor any of his false confederates.
Bed. 'Tis thought, lord Talbot, when tiie fight began,

Rous'd on the sudden from their drowsy beds.
They did. amongst the troops of .armecl men.
Leap o'er the walls for refuge in the field.

Bur. Myself (as far as I could well discern.
For smoke and dusky vapours of the night)
Am sure I scar'd the Dauphin and his trull,

M'hcn arm in ann they both came swiftly running,
J.ike to a pair of loving turtle-doves,
That could not live asunder, day or night.
After that things are set in order here.
We 11 follow them with all the power we have.

Entera Messenger.
Mess. All hail, my lords ! WhicTiof this princely train

Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts
So nmch applauded through the realm of France ?

Tal. Here is the Talbot: who would sneak with him!
Mess. The virtuous lady, countess of Auvergne,

With modesty admiring thy renown,
r,y me entreats, great lord, thou wouldst vouchsafe
To visit her poor castle where she lies.

That she may boast she hath beheld the man
^Vhose glory fills the world with loud report.
Bur. Is it even so ? Nay, then, I see our wars

Will turn into a peaceful comic sport,
^Vhen ladies crave to be encounter'd with.
Yon may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit.

Tat. Ne'er trust me, then ; for when a world of men
Could not prevail with all their oratory.
Yet hath a woman's kindness ovcr-rul'd .

And therefore tell her I return great thanks.
And in submission will attend on her.
\\'ill not ^our honours bear me company?
Bed. No, truly ; it is more llian manners will:

And I have lie."ir<l it said, unbidden guests
Are often welcomest when they are gone.

Tal. Well then, alone, (since there's no remedy,)
I mi:an to prove this lady's courtesy.
Come hither, captain. {ll'hispers.\ You perceive

my mind.
Capt. I do, my lord, and mean accordingly.

{Exeunt.

SCENE 111.—Auvergne. Court o/tJu Castle,

liiilertlu Countess and her Porter.

Count. Porter, remember what I g.ive in charge

;

And when you have done so, bring the keys to me.
I'lrt. M.^dam, I will. {Exit.
Count, The plot is hiid : if all things fall out right,

I shall as f.amous be by this exploit.
As Scythian Thoniyris bv Cvn,s' duatli.

Great is the rumour of this dreadful knight.
And his achievements of no less account

:

Fain would mine eyes be witness with mine ears,

To give their censure of these rare reports.

Enter Messenger and Talbot,

.'ifess. Madam, according as your ladyship desir'd.

By message crav'd, so is lord Talbot come.
Count. And he is welcome. What 1 is this the man?
Mess. Madam, it is.

Count. Is this the scourge of France!
Is this the Talbot, so nmch fear'd abroad,
Tliat with his name the mothers still their babes?
I see report is fabulous and false :

I thought I should have seen some Hercules,
.\ second Hector, for his grim aspect.
And large proportion of his strong-knit limbs.
Alas, this is a cliild, a silly dwarf!
It cannot be, this weak and writhled shrimp
Should strike sucli terror to his enemies.

Tal. Madam. I have been bold to trouble you :

But since your ladyship is not at leisure,

I'll sort some other time to visit you.
Coujtt. What means lie now!—Go ask him. whither

he goes.
MesT. Stay, my lord Talbot ; for my lady crFives

To know the cause of your .abrupt departure.
Tal. Marry, for that she's in a wrong belief,

I go to certify her Talbot's here.

Re-enter Porter, 7uith keys.

Count. If thou be he. then art thou prisoner.
Tal. Prisoner I to whom

!

Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord
And for that cause I train'd thee to my house.
Long time thy shadow hath been thrall to me.
For in my gallery thy picture hangs :

But now tlie substance shall endure the like.

And I will chain these legs and arms of thine.
That hast by tyranny, these many years.
Wasted our country, slain our citizens.

And sent our sons ai.ci husbands captivate.
Tal. Ha, ha. ha 1

Count. Laughest thou, wretch ! thy mirth shall turn
to moan.

Tat. I laugh to see your ladyship so fond.
To think that you have aught but Talbot s shadow.
Whereon to practise your severity.
Count. ^Vlly, art not thou the man?
Tal. I am, indeed.
Count. Then have I substance too.
Ttzl. No, no, I am but shadow of myself

:

You are deceiv d, iny substance is not here
;

F'or what you see, is but the smallest part
And least proportion of humanity :

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here.
It is of such a spacious lofty pitch.
Your roof were not sufficient to contain it.

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce;
He will be here, and vet he is not here

:

How can these contrarieties agree!
J at. That will I show you presently.

Hetuinds a horn. Drums heard: then a peal o/
ordnance. The gates being/orced, enter Soldiers.

How say you, madam? are you now persuaded.
That Talbot is but shadow of himself?
These are his substance, sinews, arms, and strength.
With which he yoketli your rebellious necks,
Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns.
And in ;i moment makes them desolate.
Count. Victorious T.albot ! pardon my abuse :

1 find thou art no less than fame hath bruited.
And more than may be gatherd by thy shape.
Let iny presumption not provoke thy wralh ;

For I am sorry, that with reverence
1 did not entertain thee as thou art ?

Tal. Be not dismay'd, fair lady ; nor misconstrue
The mind of Talbot, as you did mist.ike
The outward composition of his body.
Wh.it you have done hath not olfcnded me :

No other satisfaction do I crave.
But only (with yinir patience) that we may
Taste o( your wine, and see what cales you have

;

l-'or soldiers' .stomachs ahv.iys serve them well.
Coiiul. With all my heart ; and think me honoured

To feast so great a warrior in my house. [Exeunt,
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SCENE IV.—London. The Temple Garden.

Enter the Itarls of Somerset, Suffolk, and Warwick ;

Richard Piantagenet, Vernon, a}id anotlur Lawyer.

Plan. Great lords , and gentlemen, what means
this silence ?

Dare no man answer in a case of truth ?

Suf, Within the Temple hall we were too loud ;

The garden here is more convenient.
Phrii, Then say at once, if I maintain'd the truth

;

Or else was wrangling Somerset in the error?
Sit/. 'Faith, I have been a truant in the law,

And never yet could frame my will to it

;

And. therefore, frame the law unto my will.

So:i:. Jvidge you, my lord of Warwick, then, be-
tween us.

JVar. Between two hawks, which flies the higher
pnch

;

Between two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth ;

Between two blades, which bears the better temper

;

Between two horses, which doth bear htm best

;

Between two girls, which hath the merriest eye ;—
I have, perhaps, some .shallow spirit ofjudgment:
But in these nice sharp quillets of the law,"
Good faith, I am no wiser than a daw.
Plan. Tut, tut 1 here is a mannerly forbearance :

The truth appears so naked on my side.
That any purblind eye may find it out.

So7n. And on my side it is so well apparell'd.
So clear, so shining, and so evident.
That it will glimmer through a blind man's eye.
Plan. Since you are tongue-tied, and so loth to speak,

In fhmib significants proclaim your thoughts:
Let him that is a true-born gentleman,
And stands upon the honour of his birth,

1 f he suppose that I have pleaded trutli,

1-rom off this briar pluck a white rose with me.
Som. Let him that is no coward, nor no flatterer.

Rut dare maintain the party of the truth.

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me.
U'av. I love no colours ; and, without all colour

Of base insinuating flattery,

I j>luck this white rose with Plantagenet.
Suf. 1 pluck this red rose with young Somerset

:

.\nd say withal, I think he held the right.

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck no
Till you conclude, that he, upon whose side [more,
The fewest roses are cropp*d from the tree.

Shall yield the other in the right opinion.
Som. Good master Vernon, it is well objected

:

1 f I have fewest, I subscribe in silence.

Plan. And I.

Ver. Then, for the truth and plainness of the case,
T pluck this pale and maiden blossom here,
Giving my verdict on the white rose side.

So7n. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off,

Lest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red,
And fall on my side so, against your will.

Ver. If I, my lord, for iny ophiion bleed.
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt.

And keep me on the side where still I am.
Som. Well, well, come on: who else?
La-w. \To Somerset.) Unless my study and my

books be false.

The arguntent you held, was wrong in you.
In sign whereof, I pluck a wlnte rose too.

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argmnentt
Som. Here, in my scabbard; meditiating th.at

Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red.

Pliin. Meantime, your cheeks do counterfeit our
roses

:

I"or pale they look with fear, as witnessiiig

The truth on our side.
Som. No. Plantagenet,

"Tis not for fear, but anger, that thy cheeks
Blush for pure shame tij counterfeit onr roses,

v\nd yet thv tongue will not confess thy error.

Plan. H.ath not thy rose a canker, Somerset!
Sojn. Hath not thy rose a thorn. Plantagenet?
Plan. Ay, sharp .and piercing, to maintain his truth;

Whiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood.
Som. Well, I'll find friends to wear my bleeding

That shall maintain what I have said is true.

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen.
Plan. Now. by this maiden blossom in my hand,

I scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy.
Suf. 'I'\iiii not thy scorns this way. Plant.ngcnct.

Plan. Proud Poole, I will ; and scorn both him and
thee.

Suf. I'll turn my part thereof into thy throat.
Soul. Away, awaj', good William De-la-Poolel

We grace the yeoman, by conversing with him.
IVar. Now, by God's will, thou wrong'st him,

Somerset

;

His grandfather was Lionel, duke of Clarence.
Tliird son to the third Edward, king of England.
Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root?
Plan. He bears him on the place's privilege.

Or durst not, for his craven lieart, say thus.

Som. By Him that made me, I'll mamtain my wordo
On any plot of ground in Christendom.
Was not thy father, Richard earl of Cambridge,
For treason executed in our late king's days ?

And, by his treason, stand'st not thou attamted.
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry?
His trespass yet Hves guilty in thy blood

;

And, till thou be restor'd, thou art a yeoman.
Plan. My father was attached, not attainted

;

Condemn'd to die for treason, but no traitor

;

And that I'll prove on better men than Somerset
Were growing time once ripen'd to my will^

For your partaker Poole, and you yourself^
I'll note you in my book of memorj'.
To scourge you for this apprehension

:

Look to it well, and say you are well warn'd.
So7n. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee still

;

And know us, by these colours, for thy foes ;

For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear.
Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and angry rose.

As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate.
Will I for ever, and my faction, wear.
Until it wither with me to my grave.
Or flfinrish to the height of my degree.
Suf. Go forward, and be chok'd with thy ambition !

And so, farewell, until I meet thee next. \pxit.

Som. Have with thee, Poole.—Farewell, ambitious
Richard. \E.Kit.

Plan. How I am brav d, and musl perforce endure it 1

War. This blot, that they object against your house.
Shall be wip'd out in the next parliament.
Call'd for the truce of ^\'illchester and Gloster ;

.\nd if thou be not then created York,
I will not live to be accounted Wanvick.

I

Meantime, in signal of my love to thee.

Against proud Somerset, and WiUiam Poole,
Will I upon thy party wear this rose :

And here I prophesy,—this brawl to-day,
(irown to this faction, in the Temple garden.
Shall send, between the red rose and the white,

A thousand souls to death and deadly night.

Plant. Good master Vernon, I am bound to you.

That you on my behalf would pluck a flower.

Ver. In your behalf still would I wear the same.
Law. And so will I.

Plant. Thanks, gentle sir.

Come, let us four to dinner : I dare say
This quarrel will drink blcod another day. \Ii\-ennt.

SCENE v.—L.ondon. A Room in the Tower,

i" ';/<;- Mortimer, brought in a chair by two Keepers.

^ror. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age,

Let dying Mortimer here rest himself.

Even like a man new haled from the rack.

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment

;

And these gray locks, the' pursuivants of death,

Nestor-like aged, in an a.ge of care.

Argue the end ofEdmund Mortimer.
These eyes, like lamps whose wasting oil is spent,

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent

:

Weak shoulders, overborne ivith burd'ning gnef

;

Anil pithless .arms, like to a wither'd vine

That ilroops his sapless branches to the ground :

Vet are these feet, whose strengthlessstay
Unable to support this lump of clay.

Swift-winged with desire to get a grave.

As witting I no other comfort have.
But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come?

1 A'<v/, Richard Plantagenet. my lord, will come
We sent luito the Temple', to his chamber;
And answer was return'd. that he will come.
A/or. Enough : my soul shall then be satisfied.

Poor genUeman ! his wrong doth equal mine.

Since Henry Momnouthfir'st began to reign,

(Before whose glory I w.as gi-eat in arms)
This loathsome sequestration have 1 had

;

mb.
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And even since then hatli Ricliarcl been obscur'd,
Ueprivd of honour and inheritance.
Jubt death, kind umpire of men's miseries.
\\'ith sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence

:

I would his troubles likewise were expir'd,

That so he might recover what was lost.

Enter Richard Plantagfenet.
I Kc-;p. My lord, your lovinjj nephew now is come.
Mor. Richard Plantagenet," my friend? is he come?
Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ij^obly us'd,

Your nephew. late despised I\ichard, comes.
Mor. Direct mine arms I may embrace his neck,

And in his bosom spend my latter jyasp :

( ). tell me when my lips do touch his cheeks,
Tiiat I may kindly give one faintintj kiss.

Ami now declare, sweet stem ^rom York's great
stock,

\A'hy didst thou say—of late thou wert despis'd ?

Piixn. First, lean thine aged back against mine
And, in that ease, I'll tell thee my disease. [arm
This day. in argument upon a case.
Some words there grew 'twixt Somerset and rae

;

Among' wliich terms he us'd a lavish tongue.
And did upbraid me with ray father's death :

Which obloquy set bars before my tongue.
Else with the Uke I had requited him.
Therefore, good uncle, for my father's sake.
In honour o? a true Plantagenet,
And for alliance sake, declare the cause
My father, earl of Cambridge, lost his head.
Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that imprison'd me,

And hath detain'd me all my flow"ring youth,
^Vithin a loathsome dungeon, there to pine,
Was cursed instrument ot his decease.
Plan. Discover more at large what cause that was ;

For I am ignorant, and cannot guess.
Mor, 1 will, if that my fading breath permit.

And death approach not ere my tale be done.
Henry the fourth, grandfather to this king,
Depos'd his nephew Richard.—Edward's son,
The first-begotten, and the lawful heir
Of Edward king, the third of that descent

:

During whose reign the Percies of the north.
Finding his usurpation most unjust,
Endeavour'd my advancement to the throne :

The reason niov'd these warlike lords to this.

Was—for that (young king Richard thus remov'd,
Leaving no heir begotten of his body)
I was the next by birth and parentage ;

For by my mother I derived am
From Lionel duke of Clarence, the third son
To king Edward the third ; whereas he
From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree.
Being but fourth of that heroic line.

IJut mark : as. in this haughty great attempt,
They Laboured to plant the n^Yitful heir,

! lost my liberty, and they their lives.

Long after this, when Henr>- the fifth

Succeeding his father Bolingbroke, did reign.
Thy father, earl of Cambridge, then deriv'd
From famous Edmund Langley. duke of York,
.Marrying my sister, that thy mother was.
Again, in pity of my hard clistress.

Levied an array, weening to redeem
And have instaU'd me in the diadem

:

IJut. as the rest, so fell that noble earl.
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers.
In whom the title rested, were suppressed.
Plan. Of which, my lord, your honour is the last.

Mor. True ; and thou seest that 1 no issue have,
Vnd that my fainting words do warrant death :

Thou art my heir ; the rest. I wish thee gather

:

Hut yet be wary in thy studious care,
/Va//. Thy crave admonishments prevail with rae.

But yet, nielninks, my father's execution
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny.
Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic :

Strong-fixed is the house of l-ancaster.
And, like a mountain, not to be remov'd.
But now thy uncle is removing hence

;

As princes do their courts, when they are cloy'd
With long continuance in a settled place.
Plan, O uncle, would s*^Miie part of my young years

Might but redeem the itass^i^e of your age 1

Mor. Thou dost, then, wrong me,—as the slaugl
tcrerdoih. *

Which giveth many wounds, when one will kill.

Mourn not, except thou sorrow (or my good;

Only, give order for my funeral

:

.\nd so, farewell ; and fair be all thy hopes,
And prosperous be thy life in pence and war I \Dics,

Plan. And peace, no war. befall thy parting soul

!

In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage.
And like a hermit overpass'd thy <lays.

Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast;
And what I do imagine, let that rest.

Keepers, convey hun hence; and 1 myself
Will see his burial better than his life.

[Exeunt Keepers, bcarim^ out the body of
Mortimer.

Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer,
Chok'd, with ambition of the meaner sort

:

And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries,

Which Somerset hath offer'd to my house,
I doubt not but with honour to redress

;

And therefore haste I to the parliament,
Either to be restored to my blood,
Or make my ill th" advantage of my good. {Exit.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—London, The Parliament House.

Flourish. Enter Kincr Henry. Exeter, Gloster, War-
wick, Somerset, a;:i/ Suffolk ; the Bishop of Win-
chester, Richard Plantagenet, <zttfl?(7//it'/-j. Gloster
offers to flit up a bill ; Winchester simtcltes it,

nfcd tears it.

Il'tn. Com'st thou with deep premeditated lines,

With written pamphlets studiously devis'd,

Humphrey of Gloster? If thou canst accuse,
Draught mtend'st to lay unto my charge.
Do it without invention, suddenly ;

As I, with sudden and extemporal speech,
Purpose to answer what thou canst object.

Glo. Presumptuous priest 1 this place commands my
patience.

Or thou shouldst nnd thou hast dishonour'd me.
Think not, although in writmg I preferr'd

The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes.
That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able
yerbutint to rehearse the method of my pen :

No, prelate ; such is thy audacious wickedness.
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks.
As very infants prattle of thy pride.
Thou art a most pernicious usurer

;

Froward by nature, enemy to peace
;

Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems
A man of thy profession and degree ;

And for thy treachery, what's more manifest,

—

In that thou laid'st a trap to take my life.

As well at London bridge, as at the Tower?
Beside, I fear me. if thy thoughts were sifted.

The king, thy sov reign, is not quite exempt
From envious malice of thy swelling heart.

Il'in. Gloster, I do defy thee.— Lords, vouchsafe
To give me hearing what I shall rejjly.

If 1 were covetous, ambitious, or perverse,
As he will have me. how am 1 so poor S

< )r how haps it. I seek not to advance
I >r raise myself, but keep my wonted cjIUng ?

And for dissension, who preferreth peace
More than I do.—except I be provok'd '/

N'o, my good lords, it is not that offends ;

It is not that lh,it hath incens'd the duke

:

It is, because no one should sway but he ;

No one but he should be about the king ;

And that engenders thunder in his breast.
And m.ikes him roar these accusations forth.

But he shall know, I am as good

—

Clo. As good'.
Thou bastard of my grandfather !

—

,

li'iH. Ay, lordly sir : for what arc you, I pray
But one imperious in another's throne f

Clo. Am I not protector, saucy priest?
Win. And am not I a prelate of the church.
Gto. Yes, as an outlaw in ,1 castle keeps.

And uscth it to patronage his thclt.

IVin. Unrevercnt Gloster 1

Glo. Thou art reverent
rr)uching thy spiritual function, not thy life.

lytn, Koiiic shall remedy this.

IVar. Ko.am thither ther.
Sotn. My lord, it were your duty to ftirbear.

t^'ar. Ay, see tltc- bishop be lujt overborne.
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Som. Methinks my lord should be religious.

And know the office that belongs to such.
IVa>: Methinks his lordship should be humbler

;

It fitteth not a prelate so to plead.
Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch'd so near.
'.Var. State holy, or unhallow'd. what of that r

Is not his sjrace protector to the king!
Plan. \'Aside/\ Plantagenet, I see, must hold his

tongue,
Lest it be said, " Speak, sirrnh, -when yott sJwitkl

:

Ahtstyour bold verdict aUer talk luith lords ?"

Else would I have a fling at Winchester.
A'. //«•«. Uncles of Gloster, and of Winchester,

The special watchmen of our English weal,
I would prevail, if prayers might prevail.
To join your hearts in love and amity.
O, what a scandal is it to our crown.
That two such noble peers as ye should jar I

Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell.

Civil dissension is a viperous worm.
That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth.

—

[A >!Oise within ; " Down with the tawney
coats !

What tumult's this ?

IVar. An uproar, I dare warrant.
Begun through malice of the bishop's men.

lA noise again 'tvitliin ; " Stones ! Stones 1"

Enter tlie Mayor of London, attended.
May. O, my good lords, and virtuous Henry,

Pity the city of London, pity us I

The bishop and the duke of Gloster's men,
Forbidden late to cany any weapon.
Have fiU'd their pockets full of pebble-stones,
And banding themselves in contrary parts,
iJo pelt so fast at one another's pate.
That many have their giddy brains knock'd out

:

Our windows are broke down in every street.
And we, for fear, compell'd to shut our shops.
Jznter, skirmishing, tlie serving-meJt oy QXosi^r and

Winchester, ivUh bloody pates.
K. Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to ourself.

To hold your slaught ring hands,and keep the peace.

—

Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigate this strife.

1 Serit. Nay, ifwe be
Forbidden stones, we'll fall to it %vith our teeth.

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute.

[Skirmish again.
Glo. You of my household, leave this peevish broil.

And set this unaccustom'd fight aside.

3 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a man
Just and upright ; and, for your roy.al birth,

inferior to none but to his majesty

:

And, ere that we will suffer such a prince,
So kind a father of the commonweal.
To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate.
We, and our wives, and children, all will fight,

And have our bodies slaught'red by thy foes.

1 Serz'. Ay, and the very parings of our nails

Shall pitch a field, when we are dead.
[Skinnish again.

Glo. Stay, stay, I say I

And, if you love me. as you say you do.
Let me persuade you to forbear a while.

A'. Hen. O, how this discord doth afflict my soull
Can you, my lord of Winchester, behold
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent?
Who should be pitiful, if you be not?
Or who should study to prefer a peace.
If holy churchmen take delight in broils?
War. Yield,my lord protector;—yield, Winchester;

—

Except you mean, with obstinate repulse.
To slay your sov'reign and destroy the realm.
You see what mischief, and what murder too.

Hath been enacted through your enmity ;

Then, be a.t peace, except ye thirst for blood.
IVin. He shall submit, or I will never yield.

Glo. Compassion on tlie king commands me stoop :

Or I would see his heart out, ere the priest
.Should ever get the privilege of me.
War. Behold, my lord of Winchester, the duke

Hath banish'd moody discontented fury.

As by liis smoothed brows it dnth appear

:

Why look you still so stern, and tragical ?

Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand.
K. Hen. Fie, uncle Beaufort 1 I have heard you

Tliat m.alice was a great and grievous sin ; |
preach,

And will not you maintain the thing you teach,
l!ut prove a chief otfcnder in the same?

ITar. Sweet king!—the bishop hath a kindly ginl.—
For shame, my lord of Winchester, relent

!

Wh.at, shall a child instruct you wh.at to do ?

ll'in. Well, duke of Gloster, I will yield to thee ;

Love for thy love, and hand for hand I give.
Glo. [Aside. | Ay. but I fear me, with a hollow heart.

See here, my friends, and loving countrymen ;

This token serveth for a flag of truce.
Betwixt ourselves, and all our followers :

So help me God, as I dissemble not

!

IVin. [Aside. \ So help me God, as I intend it not

!

A". Hen. O loving uncle, kind duke of Gloster,
How joyful am I made by this contract 1

Away, my masters! trouble us no more ;

But join in friendship, as your lords have done.
1 Sez-u. Content : I'll to the surgeon's.
2 Se>-v. And so will I.

3 Serv. And I will see what physic the tavern
affords.

[Exeintt Mayor, serving-men, Src.

Il-'ar. Accept this scroll, most gracious sovereign,
Which in the right of Richard Plantagenet
We do exhibit to your majesty.

Glo. Well urg'd, my lord of Warwick :—for, sweet
.\.n if your grace mark every circumstance, [prince.

You have great reason to do Richard right

;

Especially for those occasions
-\t Eltham place I told your majesty.

A'. Hen. And those occasions, uncle, were of force ;

Therefore, my lovijig lords, our pleasure is.

That Richard be restored to his blood,
H'ar. Let Richard be restored to his blood ;

So shall his father's wrongs be recompens'il.
IVin. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester.
A'. Hen. If Richard will be true, not that alone.

But all the whole inheritance I give.
That doth belong unto the house of York,
From whence you spring by lineal descent.
Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience,

.^nd humble service, till the point of death.
A". Hen. Stoop, then, and set your knee against my

And, in reguerdon of that duty done, [foot

;

I girt thee with the valiant sword of York :

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet,
And rise created princely duke of York.
Plan. And so thrive Richard as thy foes may fall 1

.\nd as my duty springs, so perish they
That grudge one thought against j'our majesty 1

All'. Welcome, high prince, the mighty duke ofYork !

Som. [Aside.] Perish, base prince, ignoble duke of

Glo. Now, will it best avail your majesty, [York !

To cross the seas, and to be crown'd m France,
The presence of a king engenders love

Amongst his subjects, and his loyal friends,

As it disanimates his enemies.
A'. Hen. When Gloster says the word. King Henry

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes. (goes ;

Glo. Your ships already are in readiness.

[Flourish. Exeunt all except Exeter.

Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in France,
N'ot seeing what is likely to ensue.

This late dissension, grown betwixt the peers.

Burns under feigned ashes of forg'd love.

And will at last break out into a flame.

As fester'd members rot but by degrees.

Till bones, and flesh, and sinews faU away.
So will this base and envious discord breed.
And now I fear that fatal prophecy.
Which, in the time of Henry, nam d the fifth.

Was in the mouth of every sucking babe,—
That Henry born at Monmouth, should win all

;

.\nd Henry born at Windsor, should lose all

:

Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish

His d.ays may finish ere the hapless time. [Exit.

SCENE II.—France. Before Rouen.

Enter La Pucellc, disguised. andSohWcr'idressed like

coun.'rymcn, ivith sacks upon their d.ieis.

Puc. These are the city gates, the gates of Rouen.
Through which our policy must make a breach

:

Take need, be wary how you place your words ;

Talk like the vulgar sort of market-men.
That come to gather money for their corn.

If we have entrance, (as I hope we shall.)

And that we find the slothful watch but weak,
I'll by a sign give notice to our friends.

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them
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I ^>;^. Our !>acks shall be a mean to sack the city,

And we be lords and rulers over Rouen;
Tlierefore we'll knock. [Knocks
Guard. [IVtihin.] Qui est la}
Piic. Pttisans, fauvres gois lie France

:

I'oor market-folks, that come to sell tlieir corn.
(Suitni. [Opeiiiiiff the grates. \ Enter, go m; the

market-bell is rimjj.

Pile. Now, Rouen, 111 shake thy bulwarks to thi

ijround.
I
La Pucelle, &c., enter tlie city

Uiiter Charles, the Bastard of Orleans, Alencon, a>id
forces.

Char. Saint Dennis bless this happy stratagem 1

Antl once again we'll sleep secure in Rouen.
Bast. Here enter'd Pucelle, and her practisants

;

Xow she is sure, how will she specify
Where is the best and safest passage in ?

.lien. By tlirubting out a torch from yonder tower
;

'\\'hich, once decern'd, shows, that her meaning is,

—

No way to th.it. for weakness, whicli she enier'd.
liiUer La Pucelle oti a battlcjnent, holding out a

torch burning,
Piu: Behold, this is the happy wedding torch,

Th,"\t joineth Rouen unto her countrymen.
But burning fatal to the Talbotites !

Hast. See, noble Charles, the beacon of our friend ;

The burning torch in yonder turret stands.
Cluir. Now shine it like a comet of revenge,

A prophet to the fall of all our foes 1

.lien. Defer no time, delays have dangerous ends
;

llnter. and cry " The Dauphin I" presently,
.\nd tlien do execution on the watch.

f They enter tJu town.
.lUtrum. linter,/ro>n tlte town, Talbot, and Eng-

lish Soldiers.
Till. 1-rance, thou shalt rue this treason with thy

If Talbot but survive thy treachery. [tears,
I'licelle, that witch, that damned sorceress,
I latii wrought this hellish mischief unawares,
That hardly we escap'd the pride of France.

[Exeunt into the town
J.taritni: Excursia)ts. Enterfrom the toivn. Bed

ford, brought in sic& in a chair, with Talbot.
^UT^^ndy, ,i7id t/u English /orces. Tlien, enter
on the waits. La Pucelle, Charles, tlie Bastard of
Orleans, Alencon, and otliers.

Piic. Good morrow, gallants ! Want ye com for
I think the duke of Burgundy will fast, [bread
l!jf'.ire he'll buy ag,ain at such a rate :

' Iwas full of darnel ; do you like the taste ?

Pur. Scoff on, vile fiend and shameless courtezan

!

1 I rust ere long to choke thee with thine own.
And make thee curse the liarv'est of that corn.
Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before that

time.
Ped. O let no words, but deeds, revenge this

treason :

Piic. What will you do, good gray-beard? break
a lance,

.\nd run atilt at de.ath within a chair?
Pat. I-oul fiend of Prance, and hag of all despite,

incompass'd with thy lustful paramours I

liccomes it thee to taunt his valiant age,
.\Tid twit with cowardice a man half dead ?

n.unsel, I'll have a bout with you again.
Or else let Talbot perish with this s'hiime.

Pile. Are you so hot, sir? Yet, Pucelle, hold thy
peace

;

If Talbot do but thunder, rain mil follow.

[T.ilbot and the rest consult together.
God speed the parliament ! who shall be the speaker?

Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the
field ?

Puc. Belike your lordship takes us, then, for fools,
Tr, try if ih.at our own be ours, or no.

Tal. I speak not to that railing Hecate,
Hut uulo thee, Alencon, .and the rest

:

Will ye, like soldiers, conic and fight it out ?

^tlen, Signior. no.
Pal. Signior. hang 1—base nmlelccrs of France 1

Like iicasant foot-boys do they keep the walls,
.\iiM (l.ire not take up arms like gi-nllenien.
Pui. Away, captams 1 let's get us from the walls

;

l;',r T.ilbot means no goodness, by his looks.
' .nd be wi' you, my lord J we came but to teU you
Th.it wc are here.

[Exeunt La Pucelle, &-c., from the
watts.

Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long,

Or else reproach be Talbot's greatest fame I

Vow. Burgundy, by honour of thy house,
{Prick'd on by public wrongs sustain d in France,)
Hither to get the town agam, or die ;

And I, as sure as English Henry lives,

And as his father here was conqueror ;

As sure as in this late-betrayed town
Great Gceur-de-lion's heart was buried ;

So sure I swear to get the town or die.

Bur, My vows are equal partners with tliy vows.
Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying prince.

The valiant duke of Bedford.—Come, my lord,
AVe will bestow you in some better place,
Fitter for sickness, and for crazy age.
Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me :

Here will I sit before the walls of Rouen,
And will be partner of your weal or woe.
Bur, Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade

you.
Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once I read.

That stout Pendragon. in his litter, sick.

Came to the field, and vanquished his foes :

Methinks I should revive the soldiers' hearts.

Because I ever found them as myself,
I al. Undaunted spirit in a dying; breast 1—

Then, be it so :—heavens keep ola Bedford safe I

—

And now no more ado. brave Burgundy,
But gather we our forces out of hand,
.\ndset upon our boasting enemy.

[Exeunt Burgundy, Talbot, and/orccs,
/t-rtfz';r^ Bedford, and others.

Alarian: Excursions ; in one of whiih, enter
Sir John Fastolfe and a Captain.

Cap. \Vhither away. Sir John Fastolfe. in such hast< ?

Fast. Whither away ! to save myself by flight :

AV'e are like to have the overthrow again.
Cap. What ! will you fly, and leave lord Talbot ?

Fast. Ay,
.A.11 the Talbots in the world, to save my life.

\Exit
Cap. Cowardly knight 1 ill fortune follow thee

!

[ExU.

Retreat: Exairsions, Re-enter^/roni the town, La Pu,
celle, Alencon, Charles, &c., and exeunt, flying.

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when Heaven please.
For I have seen our enemies' overthrow.
What is the trust or strength of foolish man?
They, that of late were daring with their scofls,

.Are glad and fain by flight to save themselves.
[Dies, and is carried o/f in his chair.

Alarum. Re-enter Talbot, Burgundy, and otliers.

Tal. Lost, and recover'd in a day again 1

This is a double honour. Burgundy

:

Yet heavens have glory for this victory

!

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy
Enshrines thee in his heart ; and there erects

Thy noble deeds, as valour's monument.
Tat. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Pucelle

1 think her old familiar is asleep. [now?
.Now Where's the Bastard's braves, and Charles his

gleeks?
What, all a-mort ? Rouen hangs her head for grief,

Th.at such a v,aliant comp.iny are fled.

Now will we take some order in the town,
Placing therein souie expert officers ;

And then depart to Paris to the king.

For there young Henry with his nobles lies.

Bur. What wills lord Talbot, pleaseth Burgundy.
Tal. But yet, before we go, let's not forget

The noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas'd,
Kut see his exequies fulfiU'd in Rouen :

.\ braver soldier never couched lance,

A gentler heart did never sw.iy in court

;

Milt kings .and mightiest potentates must die,

I'ur that's the end of human misery. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.— 7V(f Plains near Rouen.

Pntcr Charles, the Bastard nf Orleans, Aten<;oD, La
Pucelle, and forces.

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this .accident.

Nor grieve tluit Rouen is so recovered :

Care is no cure, but r.ithcr currosivo,

For things that are not to be remedied.
Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while.

And like a peacock sweep along his tail

:
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\\c'll pull Ills plumes, and take away liis train,

If Daupliin and the rest will be but rul'd.

C/iar. "We have been guided by tliee hitherto,
And of thy cunning had no diffidence :

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust.

AVij-C. Search out thy wit for secret policies.

And we will make thee famous through the world.
.Uiu. We'll set tliy statue in some holy place.

And have thee reverenc'd like a blessed saint

:

limploy thee, theii, sweet virgin, for our good.
Pitc. Then thus it must be ; this doth J oan dc\-ise

:

By fair persuasions, mix'd with sugar'd words,
^Ve will entice the duke of Burgundy
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us.

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that,

France w'ere no place for Henry's warriors
;

Nor should that nation boast it so with us.

But be extirped from our provinces.
AUk. For ever should they be expuls'd from France,

And not have title of an earldom here.
Pitc. Your honours shall perceive how I will work.

To bring this matter to the wished end.
\Dym7is heard.

Hark ! by the sound of drum you may perceive
Their powers are marching unto Pans-ward.

Aji English tnarch. Enler, and pass over, Talbot
and hisforces.

There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread,
And allthe troops of English after him.

A French march. Enler the Duke of Burgundy and
his forces.

Now in the re.irward comes the duke and his

:

Fortune in favour makes him lag behind.
Sunmion a parley ; we will talk with him.

\A parley.

Char. A parley with the duke of Burgundy

!

Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy

!

Puc. The princely Charles of Frsince, thy country-

man, (hence.

Ihir. What say'st thou, Charles? for I am marching
Char. Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with thy

words.
Puc. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France 1

Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee.

Bur. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious.

Puc. Look on thy country, look on fertile France,
And see the cities and the towns defac'd
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe 1

As looks the mother on her lowly babe,
Wjien death doth close his tender dying eyes.

See, see, the pining malady of France ;

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds.
AVhich thou thyself hast given her woful breast

!

O, turn thy edged sword another way;
Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that help !

One drop of Ijlood, drawn from thy countrj''s bosom,
Should grieve thee more than streams of foreign gore :

Return thee, therefore, with a flood of tears.

And wash away thy country's stainfed spots.

B^ir. Either she hath bewitch'd me with her words.

Or nature makes me suddenly relent.

Ptic. Besides, all French and France exclaims on
Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. [thee.

Whom j'oin'st thou with, but with a lordly nation.

That will not trust thee but for profit's sake?
When Talbot hath set footing once in France,
And fashion'd thee that instrument of ill,

'VVho then but English Henry will be lord.

And thou be thrust out, like a fugitive?

Call we to mind,—and mark but this for proof,

—

Was not the duke of Orleans thy foe!

And was he not in England prisoner?

But when they heard he was thine enemy.
They set him free, without his ransom paid.

In spite of Burgundy and all his friends.

See, then, thou fight'st against thy countrymen.
And join'st with them will be thy slaughter-men.

Come, come, return ; return thou wand ring lord

;

Charles, and the rest, will take thee in their arms.

Bur. I am vanquished ; these haughty words of hers

Have batter'd me like roaring cannon-shot.

And made me almost yield upon my knees.

1-orgive me, country, and sweet countrymen

!

And. lords, accept this hearty kind embrace :

My forces ;uid my power of men are yours

:

So, farewell, Talbot ; I'll no longer trust thee.

/'(«; Done like a Frenchman ; turn, and turn again 1

Char. Welcome, brave duke 1 thy friendshij) ntakes
us fresh.

Bast. And doth beget new courage in our breasts.
-lien. Pucelle hath bravely play'tt her part in this,

And doth deserve a coronet of gold.
Char. Now let us on, my lords, and join our powers;

And seek how we may prejudice the foe, [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—Paris. A Koom in the Palace.

Enter King Henry. Gloster. and other Lords. Vernon,
Basset, ilrc. To ttievi Talbot, and some of hts
Officers.

Tal. My gracious prince, and honourable peers,
Hearing of your arrival in this realm,
I have a while given truce unto my wars,
To do my duty to my sovereign

:

In sign whereof, this arm,—that hatli redaim'd
To your obedience fifty fortresses.
Twelve cities, and seven wallfed towns of strength.
Beside five hundred prisoners of esteem.^
Lets fall his sword before your highness" feet.
And with submissive loyalty of heart.
Ascribes the glory of his conquest got.
First to my God. and next unto your grace.
K. Hen. Is this the lord Talbot, uncle Gloster,

That hath so lon^f been resident in France?
Clo. Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege.
A'. I-len. Welcome, brave captain and victorious

When I was young, (as yet I am not old,) [lord \

I do remember how my father said,
-A. stouter champion never handled sword.
Long since we were resolved of your truth.
Your faithful service, and your toil in war

;

Yet never have you tasted our reward.
Or been reguerdon'd with so much as thanks,
Because, tfll now, we never saw j-our face

:

Therefore, stand up ; and, for these good deserts,
We here create you earl of Shrewsbury

;

And in our coronation take your place.
[Flourish. Exeunt King Henry, Glo.,

Tal., and Nobles.
Ft')-. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea.

Disgracing of these colours that I wear
In honour of my noble lord of York,

—

Dar'st thou maintain the former words thou spak'st?
Bas. Yes, sir : as well as you dare patronage

The envious barking of your saucy tongue
Against my lord, the duke of Somerset.

I'er. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is.

Bas. Why, what is he ? as good a man as York.
I'er. Hark ye ; not so : in witness, take ye that.

[Strikes him,
Bas. Villain, thou know'st the law of arms is such,

That, whoso draws a sword, 'tis present death.
Or else this blow should broach thy dearest blood.
But I'll unto his majesty, and crave
I may have liberty to venge this wrong

;

When thou shalt see, I'll ineet thee to thy cost.

Ver. \Vell, miscreant, I'll be there as soon as you

;

And, after, meet you sooner than you would.
[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Paris. A Room ofSlate.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Exeter, York, Suffolk.

Somerset. Winchester. Wativick, Talbot, t)ie

Governor of Paris, and others.

Clo. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his head.
/; 'in. God save king Henrj-, of that name the sixth

!

Glo. Now, governor of Pans, take your oath,

—

(Governor kneels.

That you elect no other king but him

;

Esteem none friends, but such .-is are his friends.

And none your foes, but such as.shall pretend
Malicious practices against his state:

This shall ye do, so liclp you righteous CoA !

[Exeunt Gov. arid his tratn.

Enter Sir John Fastnlfe
Fast. My gracious sovreign, as I rode from Calais,

To haste imto your coronation,
A letter was deliver'd to my luuids.

Writ to your grace'from the duke of Burgundy.
Tal. Shame to the duke of Burgundy and thee I

I vow'd, base knight, when I did uiccc thee next.
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fo tear the gfarter from thy craven's leff,

Which I have done,) because unworthily'"^
'"^ '' ''^'

llioii wast installed in that high deffree.
1 ardoii me. princely Henry, and the rest :
Ilus dasUrd, at the battle of PatayU lien but in aU I was six tliousand strong.And that the French were almost ten to one,
>cl(.re we met, or that a stroke was given,
l-ike to a trusty squire, di<I run away •

In which assault we lost twelve hundred men

;

Myself, and divers gentlemen beside.
"ere there surprisd. and taken prisoners.
Then judge, ffreat lords, if I have done amiss :
iJr whether that such cowards ought to wear
i his ornament of knighthood, yea. or no?
<

''/".•„ T° ^y *''^ '"''''• ""S fact was infamous,
.\nti III beseeming any common man.

4? , 'V,'?,'''^
a knight, a captain, and a leader.

lal When first this order was ordain d, my lords.Knights of the garter were of noble birth,
Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage
buch as were grown to credit bv the wars •

r^ot fearing death, nor shrinking for distress,
Uut always resolute m most extremes
He. then, that is not furnishd in this sort,
IJoth but usurp the sacred name of knight,
Profaning this most honourable order

;

And should (if I were worthy to be judge)
lie quite degraded, like a hedge-born sw.ain
"at doth presume to boast of gentle blood.
A. Hen. Stain to thy countrymen 1 thou hear'st thydoom :

Be packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight

;

Henceforth we banish thee on pain of death,

.„,„ , . (/:>;.( Fastolfe.And now, my lord protector, view the letter
bent from our uncle duke of Burgundy.

Glo. \yi>-ivOi)rf/ces!ij>ersc>-t/>fiaii.\\Vhat means his
grace, th.at he hath chang'd his style »

No more, but plain and bluntlv.-" 7o tlihingV
Hath he forgot he IS his sovereign?
Or doth this churlish superscription
Pretend some alteration in good will?
What's \iex<:\ [Reads. \ ' I lia-oe. upon especiaUause,—.]imawlh compassion ofmy coiaitryS wrecA
Together with l)u pitiful cmipiaints
(ysuch asyour oppressionfeeds upon,—
I- rirsaken your pernicious/action, \Francc "

.Ind jotnd with Charles, tlie rightful km,r o/a monstrous treachery 1 Can this be so,—
} hat in alltince, amity, and oaths.
There should be found such false dissembling guile!

V-', w J''"**'
doth my uncle Burgundy revolt?

G/<i He doth, my lord : and is become your foe.

Vi; '''": '^ '•'^t the worst this letter doth contain 1

L-.Y '^
,'te "°P'' •'»"'' '>"• ^y ^"'•i- he writes.

A. //en. VVhy then, lord Talbot, there, shall talk
with him.

And give him chastisement for this abuse :—
^"^^ ^'y >'°"' '"y lord ? are you not content ?

Tal. Content, my liege 1 Yes, but that I am i.rc.
vented. '

I should have bcgg'd I miffht h.ave been employ'd.
A. //en. -Then gather strength, .and march unto him

straight

:

Let hiin perceive how ill we brook his treason,
Aiid what offence it is to flout his friends

Ta/. I go. my lord ; in heart desiring stiltVou may behold confusion of your foes. [I-xit
/ntcr Vernon and Basset.

ler. Or.ant me the cnmb.it. gracious sovereign I

C;'\^i'' .'".= ™y '"'cl- '-'rant mc the combat too I

I A j"" u^ "?y ''^"ant
:
hear him, noble prince I

."'"/, """ '"'^ "* """<= = sweet Henry, favour him '

A., //en. Be patient, lords; and give them leave to
speak,

—

Say. gentlcinen. what makes you thus exclaim ?And whcrcfpre crave you cnmb.at? or with whom?
* er. With hini, my lord ; for lie hath done ni.

wrong.
AVtr. And I with him ; for he hath done mo wrong.

'

plain?""
'* "'""*-' whereof you both con-..

First let iiie know, and Jhen I'l answer you

ru("( .{""^^'"P'hcfA fr..m Hngland into France,
I Ills ici .,w. Here, with envious carping toneue.
Iji.lrai.l.-d inc.iboutthurosel wcir;

FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI, 33?
.Saying, the sanguine colour of the leaves
Uid represent my master's blushing cheeks,
VV hen stubbornly he did repugn the truth
About a certain question in the law
ArgTu'd betwixt the duke of York and him ;with other vile and ignominious terms
In confutation of which rude reproach.And in defence of my lord's worthiness,
1 crave the benefit of law of arms.
l^er And that is my petition, noble lord ;For though he seem, with forgid quaint conceit.To set a gloss upon his bold intent.

Yet know, my lord, I was provok'd by himAnd he hrst took exceptions at this bad^e
'

Pronouncing, that the paleness of this fiower
Bewray'd the faintness of my masters heart.

yor/:. y/M not this malice, Somerset, be left'
fom Your private grudge, my lord of York, will out,

I nough ne er so cunningly you smother it.
A. //en. Good Lord, what madness rules in brain-

sick men.
When, for so slight and frivolous a came,
buch factious emulations shall arise 1—
C,ood cousins both, of York and Somerset,
Quiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace.

yori:. Let this dissension first be tried by fight.And then your highness shall command a peace.
6<»«. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone ;Betwixt ourselves let us deride it, then.

} \7^'^J^ '.^ ""y pledge
;
accept it, Somerset.

l-er. Nay let it rest where it began at first.
/-as. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord.
Olo. Confirm it so 1 Confounded be your strife I•And perish ye, with your audacious prate

!

Presuniptuous vassals, are you not ashara'd,
" ith this immodest clamorous outrage
1 o trouble and disturb the king and us ?—
Ancl you, my lords,—methinks 'you do not weU
1 o ,'5e.-ir with their perverse objections ;Much less to take occasion from their mouths,
I o raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves
Let me persuade you take a better course

'"'

frie^nd"""^^
'"^ highness :^;ood my lords, be

A'. Hen. Come hither, you that would be comba-
tants :

Henceforth I charge you. as you love our favour.
Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause.And you. my lords, remember where we are

:

II 1- ranee, amongst a fickle, w.av'ring nation :
11 they perceive dissension in our looks.And iliat withm ourselves we disagree.
-w will their gTiidging stomachs be provok'd
wilful disobedience, and rebel?

Beside, what infamy will there arise,U lien foreign princes shall be certified
riiat for a toy, a thing of no regard
King Henry's peers, and chief nobility,

1 'n,inr,l'„„''i'i'"-'''"'''
•'"'' ^"^ "'<= •"'"' of France II

). tlimk upon the conquest of my father

:

My tender years : and let us not forego
I liat for a trifle, that was bought with blood ILet me be umpire in this doubtful strife
I sec no reason, if I wear this rose.

That any one should therefore ^b"fc^uf "'" ""•
1 more incline to Somerset, than York •

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both :As well they may upbraid mc with my crown
Because. l^.,rsooth, the king of Scots is crown'd.nut your .hscrelions belter can persuade,
I h.an I am able to instruct or teach :And therefore, as we hither came in peace

let us still continue peace and love.
usm of York, we institute your grace

. . he our regent in these parts ofFrance :And. good my lord of Somerset, unite
Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot

:

And like true subjects, sons of your progenitorsGo cheerfully together, and digest
Your .angry cholcr on your enemies.
I lurseir. my lord protector, and the rest.
After some respite, will return to Cnl.ais •

- mi thence to Fjigland
; where I hope'ere long

,>. t''^J''T""-''"'y y"'"' victories.
^

\\ ith Char es, Alcnaon, and that traitorous rout
\/-'oHr„/i. h^eunt King Henry. Glo., Som Win

auf , and Basset.
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War. My lord of York, I promise you, the king
Prettily, iiiL-tliought, did play tlie orator.

}'nrA-'. And so he did; but yet I like it not,

I» Ihiit lie wears the badge of Somerset.
ll''ay. Tush I that was but his fancy, blame him not

;

1 dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm,
VorA:. An if I wist he did,—But let it rest

;

Other affairs must now be manaijed.
[Exeunt York, Warwick, and VernoLi

/•xe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy

For, had the passions of thy heart burst out,

I fear we should have seen decipher'd there
^lore rancorous spite, n^ore furious raping broils,

Than yet can be imagindor suppos'd.
But howsoe'er, no simple man that sees
This jarring discord of nobility.

This shouldering of each other in the court,
Tills factious bandying of their favourites,
But that it doth presage some iU event.
'Tis much, when sceptres are in children's hands ,

But more, wlien envy breeds unkind division :

There comes the ruin, there begins confusion.
[Exii.

SCENE II.—France. Before Bourdeaux.

Enter Talbot, mith hisforces.

Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter

;

Sumnion their general unto the wall.

Trumpet souiids a parley. Enter, on the 7vatis, the

General ofthe French Forces, and others.

Knglish John Talbot, captains, calls you forth.

Servant m arms to Harry king of England ;

And tlius he would :—Open your city gates

;

Be humble to us ; call my sov'reign yours,

.\nd do him homage as obedient subjects;
And I'll withdraw me and my bloody power

:

Hut, if you frown upon this proffer'd peace.
You tempt the fury of my three attendants.

Lean famine, quart'ring steel, and climbmg fire

;

Who, in a moment, even with the earth
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers,
If you forsake the offer of their love.

Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death.
Our nation's terror, and their bloody scourge.
The period of thy tyranny approacheth.
On us thou canst not enter but by deatli

;

F'or. 1 protest, we are well fortified.

And strong enough to issue out and fight

:

1 f thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed.
Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee :

On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch d.

To wall thee from the liberty of flight

;

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress.

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil.

And pale destruction meets thee in tlie face.

Ten thousand French have ta'en the sacrament,
fo rive their dangerous artillery

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot.
Lo, tliere thou stand'st, a breathing valiant man.
Of an invincible unconquer'd spirit I

This is the latest glory of thy praise,

Tliat I, thy enemy, 'due thee withal

;

I'or ere the glass, that now begins to run,

Finish the process of his sandy hour.

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured,

Shall see thee withei-'d, bloody, pale, and dead.
\Dru>?i afar off.

Hark ! hark I the Dauphin's drum, a warning bell.

Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul

;

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out.

[Exeunt General, &e.,from the walls.

Tal. He fables not ; I hear tlie enemy

:

Out, some light horsemen, and peruse their wings.

O, negligent and heedless discipline 1

How are we park'd, and bounded in a pale,

A little herd of England's timorous deer,

Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French curs 1

If we be English deer, be, then, in blood ;

Not rascal-like, to fall down with a pinch.

But rather moody mad and desperate stags.

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel.

And make the cowards stand aloof at bay:
Sell every man his life as dear as mine,
And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends.

—

God antf Saint George, Talbot and England's right.

Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight I

I
Exeunt.
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SCENE III. Plains in G^cony

Enter York, withforces ; to him a Messenger.

York. Are not the speedy scouts returnd again,
Tli.tt dogg'd the mighty army of the Dauphin ';

Mess. "I'liey are return'd, my lord ; and give i t out.
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his power,
'i'o fight with Talbot : as he march'd along.
By your espials were discovered
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led ;

\Vhich join'd with him, and made their march for

Bourdeaux.
York. A plague upon that villain Somerset,

That thus delays my promised supply
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege t

Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid ;

Anil I am louted by a traitor villain,

.\nd cannot help the noble chevalier :

(jod comfort him in this necessity 1

If he miscarry, farewell wars in France.

Enter Sir William Lucy.
Lucy. Thou princely leader of our English strength.

Never so needful on the earth of France,
Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot,
\V'ho now IS girdled with a waist of iron,
-And heiiim'd about with grim destruction.
To Bourdeaux, warlike duke ! To Bourdeaux, York I

Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England's honour.
York. O God, that Somerset,—who m proud heart

Doth stop my cornets,—were in Talbot's place I

So should we save a valiant gentleman.
By forfeiting a traitor and a coward.
Mad ire, and wrathful fury, make me weep
That thus we die, while remiss traitors .sleep.

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress'd lord
York. He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike word ;

We mourn. France smiles ; we lose, they daily get

;

All 'long of this inle traitor Somerset.
Lucy. Then God take mercy on brave Talbot's

soul

!

And on his son, young John ; whom two hours since
I met in travel toward his warlike father.
This seven years did not Talbot see his son ;

And now they meet where both their lives are done.
York. Alas, what joy shall noble Talbot have.

To bid his young son welcome to his grave !

Away ! vexation almost stops my breath.
That sunder'd friends greet in the hour of death.

—

Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can.
Cut curse tlie cause, I cannot aid the man.

—

Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away.
'Long all of Somerset and his delay. [Exit.

L^itcy. Thus, while the vulture of sedition
l'"eeds in the tiosoni of such great commanders.
Sleeping neglection doth betray to loss
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror.
That ever-living man of memory,
Henry the fifth :—Whiles they each other cross.
Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. [Exit.

SCENE YV.—Other Plains of G&scony.

Enter Somerset, "with hisforces : an Officer of
Talbot's with him.

Sent. It is too late ; I cannot send them now •,

This expedition was by York and Talbot
Too rashly plotted ; all our general force
Might with a sally of the very town
Be buckled with : the over-daring Talbot
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour,
I5y this unheedful, desperate wild adventure :

York set him on to fight, and die in shame.
That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the name.
Off. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me

Set ifrom our o'er-match'd forces forth for aid.

Enter Sir William Lucy.

Som. How now. Sir William t whither were you sent

Lucy. AVhitlier. my lordV from bought and sold

lord Talbot:
Who, riug'd about with bold adversity.

Cries out fur noble York and Somerset,
To beat assailing death from his weak legions:

,\nd whiles the honourable captain there

Drops bloody sweat from his war-wearied limbs,

.\iid, in advantage lingring, looks for rescue.

You, his false hopes, the trust of England's honour.
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Keep off aloof with worthies"; emulation.
\j=l not your private discord keep away
The levied succours that should lend him aid,

While he, renowned noble gentleman,
l^ields up his life unto a world of odds

:

!)rleans the bastard. Charles, and Burgundy,
Alencon, Rei,^ier, compass him about,
.\nd Talbot perisheth by your default. [.lid.

Som. York set him on, York should have sent hiin

Lucy. And York as fast upon your urace exclaims ;

Swearinjj that you withhold his levied host,

Collected for this expedition. [horse
Som. York lies; he misflit have sent and had the

I owe him little duty, and less love ;

And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sendinsf.
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of

France.
I lath now entrapp'd the noble-minded Talbot

:

Never to England shall he bear his life ;

But dies, betray 'd to fortune liy your strife.

Som. Come, go; 1 will despatch the horsemen
straight

:

Within six hours they will be at his aid.

Lucy. Too late comes rescue ; he is ta'en, or slain :

For fly he could not. if he would have fled ;

And fly would Talbot never, though he might.
Sotn. If he bedead, brave Talbot, then, adieu I

Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his shame in you.
\ExeuHi.

SCENE v.— The Ejiglish Camp near Bourdeaux.

E>it€r Talbot and John his Son.

Tal. O young John Talbot ! I did send for thee
To tutor thee in stratagems of war.
That Talbot's name might be in thee reviv'd.
When sapless age. and weak unable limbs.
Should bring thy father to his drooping chair.
But.—O, mahgnant and ili-boding stars!

—

Now thou art come unto a feast of death,
A terrible and unavoided danger

:

I'herefore. dear boy, mount on tliy swiftest horse :

.\nd I'll direct thee how thou shalt escape
By sudden flight : come, dally not. begone.
John. Is my name T.ilbot? and am I your son?

And shall I fly ? O. if you love my mother,
Uishonour not her honourable name,
To make a bastard and a slave of me I

The world will say he is not Talbot's blood,
That basely fled when noble Talbot stood.

Tat. Fly to revenge my death, if I be slain.

yphn. He that flies so will ne"er return again.
Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure to die.
jfohn. Then.let me stay ; and, father, do you fly

:

Your loss is great, so your regard should be

;

My worth unknown, no loss is known in me.
Upon my death the French can little boast

;

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost.

Flight cannot stain the honour you have won

;

But mine it will, that no exploit have done

:

^'ou fled for vantage, every one will swear

;

But if I bow, they '11 say it was for fear.

'I'here is no hope that ever I will stay,
If. the flrst hour, 1 shrink .and run away.
Here, on my knee, I beg mortality,
Kather, than hfe preserved w'ith infamy.

Tai. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb ?

John, hy, rather than I'll shame my mother's womb.
Tal. Upon my blessing, I coitimand thee go.
John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe.
Fat. Part of thy father maybe sav'd in thee.
John. No part of him but will be shame in me.
Tat. Thou never had^t renown, nor canst not lose it.

John. Yes, your renowned name : shall flight abuse
it? lst.ain.

Tal. Thy father's charge sh.all clear thee from that
John. You cannot witness for me. being slain.

If death be so apparent, then both fly.

Tat. And I.mvc my followers here, to fight, and die ':

-My age w.is never tainted with such shame.
Joint And shall my youth be guilty ofsuch blame?

No more can 1 be sever d from your side.
Than can yourself yourself in twain divide:
St.iy. go. (lo what you will, the like do I

;

("or live I will not, if my father die.
/at. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son.

Born to eclipse thy life'this .ifiernoon.
f -onie, side Iiy side together live aiul die ;

AikI soul with soul from !• ranee to heaven fly
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SCENE W.-A FifId 0/ Battle.

.-Uayuni : Jixcurstons, 7ohcyctn Talbot's Son is
lummed abottt, and Talbot rescues him.

Tal. Saint George and victory I fight, soldiers, fight

,

The regent liath with Talbot broke his word,
Anil left us to the rage of France his sworcl.
Where is John Talbot?—pause, and take thy breath :

1 ur.ive thee life, and rescu'd thee from death.
John. O, twice my father ! twice am I thy son :

The life thou gav'st me first was lost and done
Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate.

To ray determined time thou gav st new date.
Tal. When from the Dauphin's crest tliy sword

struck fire,

It warm'dthy father's heart with proud desire
Of bold-fac'd victory. Then leaden age.
•Juickend with youthful spleen and warlike rage,
Beat down Alencon, Orleans, Burgundy,
.\nd from the pride of Gallia rescu'd thee.
The ireful bastard Orleans,—that drew blood
From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood
0( thy first fight.— I soon encountered
.-Vnd, interchanging blows, I quickly shed
Some of his bastard blood ; and, in disgrace,
Bespoke him thus,— *' Contaminated, dose,
.I lid misbegotten blood I spill ofthine.
Mean and 7'ight poor, for that pure blood of -mine
Which thou didstforcefrom Talbot, my brave boy:"—
Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy.
Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father's care,

—

.A.rt thou not weary, John? How dost thou fare?
U'ilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fly,

Now thou art seal'd the son of chivalry ?

Fly, to revenge my death when I am dead
The help of one stands me in little stead.
O. too much folly is it. well I ivot.

To hazard all our lives in one small boat

!

If I to-day die not with I-renchmens rage.
To-morrow I shall die with mickle age :

By me they nothing gain an if I stay,^
'Tis but the shortening of my life one day;
In thee thy mother dies, our household's name,
.My death's revenge, thy youth, and England's fame
-VU these, and more, we hazard by thy stay ;

.\n these are sav'd. if thou wilt fly away.
John. The sword of Orleans hath not made me

smart;
These words of yours draw life-blood from my heart

:

On that advantage, bought with such a sh.ame.
(To save a paltry life, and slay liright fame,)
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly.

The coward horse, that bears me, fall and die 1

.\nd like me to the peasant boys of France ;

To be shame's scorn, and subject of mischance I

Surely, by all the glory you have won.
An if I fly, I am not T.albot's son

:

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot

;

If son to Talbot, die at T.albofs foot.

Tat. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of Creta,
Thou Icarus ; thy life to me is sweet

:

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father s side ;

And, commendable prov'd, let 's die in pride.
\TxeH7it

SCENE VU.—Anotherpart of the Ticld.

Alarum: Exatrsions. Enter TaXhotiivounded,
supported by a Servant.

Tal. Where is nrv' other life ?—mine own is gone ;

—

O. Where's young Talbot 1 where is v.aliant John?—
Triumphant death, smear'd with captivity.
Young Talbot's valour makes me smile M thee.

—

When he perceiv'd me shrink, and on my knee,
i lis bloody sword he brandish'd over me,
.Vnd, like a hungry lion, did commence
Rough deeds of rage, and stem impatience ;

lint when my angry guardant stood alone.
Tendering my ruin, rmd assail'd of none,

I >i2zy.ey'd fury, and great rage of llc.^rt.

Siitklcnly made him from my side to st.irt

Into the clusfring battle of the I-rench ;

\nd in that sea of blood my boy did drench
His overmounting spirit ; and there dieil

.My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride.
Enter Soldiers, bcarini: the body of John Talbot.
Serv. O, my dear lord, lo, where is your son borne I

Tat. Thou antick, de.Uh, which laugh'st us hen-
.\noii. from thy insulting tyranny, [to scorn.
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Couplud ill boncU of perpetuity,

two Talbots. winged tliroiigh tlie lither 5ky,

In thy despite, sliall 'scape mortality.-

thou whose wounds become hard-favour d death,

Soeak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath :

Brave death by speaking, whether he will or no

;

Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Joe.—
Poor boy ; he smiles, methinks. as w;ho should say.

Had death been French, then death had died to-day.-

Couie. come, and lay him in his fathers arms:

My spirit can no longer bear these harms.

Soldiers, adieu ! 1 have what I would have.

Now my old arms are young John Talbot s
S^^Ous

yllarums. Exeunt Soldiers rt»,f Servant, leavin,!,

Die two bodies. Enter Charles, Alencon, Burgundy

Die Bastard of Orleans, La Pucelle, andforces.
Char Had York and Somerset brought rescue in.

We should have found a bloody day of this.

Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot s, raging

wood. , ... ,

,

Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchman s blood .

Puc Once I encountered him, and thus I saia,

Thoic maiden youth, be -Muquished by a maut :

But, with a proud majestical high scorn,

He answer-d thus,-" Ko««.- Talbot was not born

To be the pillage ofa siglot wench :

So, rushing in the bowels of the French,

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight.

Bur. DoubUess, he would have made a noble

knight

:

See where he lies inhersed in the arms

Of the most bloody nurser of his harms I

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones

Whose life was England's glory, Gallia-s
^^nf^J-fl ,

Char. O. no, forbear! for that which we have fled

During the life, let us not wrong it dead. „„„,

,

Enter ?;\x WUliam Lucy, attended: a French Herald

preceding.
. ,

Lucy. Herald, conduct me to the Dauphins tent.

To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the day.

Char On what submissive message art thou sent Y

Lucy. Submission, Dauphin 1 'tis a mere French

word

:

,

We English warriors wot not what it means.

1 come to know what prisoners thou hast ta en.

And to survey the bodies of the dead. „ -„

t:/:,2° For prisoners askst thou J hell our pnson is.

But tell me whom thou seek'st.

/ ucy. Where is the great Alcides of the field.

Valiant lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury !

Created, for his rare success in arms.

Great earl of Washford, Waterford. and \ alence

,

Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchmfield,

Lord Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdun of Alton.

Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, lord Furnival of Sheffield,

The thrice victorious lord of Faulconbridge ;

Kni<'ht of the noble order of Saint George.

Wonhy Saint Michael, and the Golden Fleece;

Great mareschal to Henry the sixth.

Of all his wars within the realm of France V

Puc. Here is a siUy stately style mdeed 1

The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath.

Writes not so tedious a style as thiSj—

Him. that thou magnifies! with all these titles,

StinkiniT and flv-blown, lies here at our leet.

/",'".^' Is Talbot slain,-the Frenchmen s only

scourge, , ,, .„

«

Your kingdom's terror and black Nemesis ?

( ), were mine eye-balls into l)ullets turn d.

That I in r.age, might shoot them at your faces 1

O. that 1 could but call these dead to h I e • _

It were enough to fright the realm of France .

Were but his picture left among you here.

It would amaze the proudest of yo" ^1- .

Give me their bodies, that I may bear 'hem hence.

And give them buri.al as l^-^.s^n'^^f^^twhost
Pm. I think this upstart is old Talbot s ghost,

Hp sneaks with such a proud commanding spirit.

For Sod^^ake, let him have 'em ; to keep themhere.

They would but stink, and putrefy the air.

clar. Go, t.ake U.eir bodies hence^^
^^^^ ^^^^^ ^

But'from their ashes shall be rear'd

thnu wilt —

And now to Paris, in this conquering vein :

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's slain.

/rrrs.

[Exeunt

ACT V.

SCENE I.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and Exeter.

A'. Hen. Have you penis'd the letters ttotf. ihe

pope, ... 1
The emperor, and the earl of Armagnac .

Glo. 1 have, my lord ; and their intent is this .—

They humbly sue unto your excellence.

To have a godly peace concluded of.

Between tHe realms of England and of France.

A' Hen How doth your grace aff^ect their motion 1

Glo. Well, my good lord ; and as the only means

To stop efi^usion of our Christian blood.

And 'stablish quietness on every side.

A". Hen. Ay? marry, uncle ; for I always tUought,

It was both impious and unnatural.

That such inunanity and bloody strife

Should reign among professors of one taitn.

Glo. Beside, my lord, the sooner to efl^ect

And surer bind this knot of amity.

The earl of Armagnac—near knit to Charles,

A man of great authority m France,—

Proffers his only daughter to your grace

In marriage, wrth a large and sumptuous doxvry.

A-. //«?. Marriage, uncle 1 alas, my eaib are

young;
A.nd fitt-r is my study and my books.

Than wanton dalliance with a paramour.

Yes, call th' ambassadors ; and, as you please.

So let them have their answers every one :

1 shall be well content with any choice;

Tends to God's glorj-. and my '^o""*''^'^ "''=!'
•.^, ,.-:„

Enter a Legate, and tivo Ambassadors, wil'i « in-

chesterr«f-* Cardinal Beaufort, and habited ac-

7xT\As'ide.] What, is my lord of Wiachester

install'd,

\nd call'd unto a cardinal s degree ?

Then, I perceive that will be verihed,

Henry the fifth did sometime prophesy,—
• • Ifonce he come to be a Cardinal.

Hell make his cap co-equal with the croivn.

A- Hen. My lords ambassadors, your several suits

Have been considered, and debated on.

Your purpose is both good and reasonable

;

And therefore are we certainly resolv d
To draw conditions of a friendly peace ,

i\liich. by my lord of Winchester, we mean

Sliall be transported presently to France.

Glo. And for the proffer of my lord, your master

1 have inform'd his highness so at large.

As.—liking of the lady's virtuous gifts.

Her beauty, and the value of her dower.—

He doth intend she shall be England s l-'^en.

K.Hen. [To t)ie Amb.l In argument and proof of

which contract,
a- .- -

Bear her this jewel, pledge ofmy afl^ection

And so, my Ibrd protector, see them guarded.

And safely brought to Dover ; where, mshipp d.

Commit them to the fortune of the sea.
f-,„,..,

[Exeunt King Henry and train : Gloste',

Exeter, and Ambassadors.

IVin Stay, my lord legate : you shall lirst receive

The sum of money, which I promised

Should be deliver'd to his hohness

For clothing me in these R''-'»^'« "^^^ll ,1:^„„
/..-.' I will attend upon your lordship s leisure.

inn. Now. Winchester wHU not submit. 1 trow.

Or he inferior to the proudest peer.

Hiiinphrev of Gloster, tlioushalt well percei\ e,

Th.it, neither in birth, or for authority,

The bishop will be overborne by thee

:

I'll either make thee stoop, and bend thy knee.

Or sack this country with a mutiny. l'^'^"-

Plains in Anjou.

Pucelle. and
SCENE II.—Fr.ance

r-.nter Charles. Burgundy, Alencon, 1

forces, marching.

Char. These news, my lord, may cheer

ing spirits

:

r droop-
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lis said, tlie stout Pnrisians ilo revolt.

And turn again unto tlie warlike French.
Aliii. Then, march tn Paris, royal Charles of France,

And keep not back your powers in dalliance.

Puc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us

;

Ulse, ruin combat with their palaces I

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Success unto our valiant general.

And happiness to his accomplices.
Char. What tidings send our scouts? I pr'ythee,

speak.
Mess. The English army, that divided was

Into two parties, is nowconjoin'd in one.

And means to give you battle presently.

Otar. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is ;

But we will presently provide for them.
Siir. 1 trust the ghost of Talbot is not there

:

Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear.

Puc. Of all base passions, fear is most accnrs'd

:

Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine

;

Let Henry fret, and all the world repine.
Char. Then on, my lords ; and France be fortu-

nate ! \Ex€u)it.

SCENE III.—France. Sefore Angiers.

Alarum : Exairsions. Ettier La Pucelle.

Puc. The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly.

Now help, ye charming spells and periapts ;

And ye choice spirits that admonish me.
And give me signs of future accidents,

—

[Thtc7tder.
Vou speedy helpers, th.it are substitutes
Under the lordly monarch of the north.

Appear, and aid me in this enterprise I

Enter Fiends.
This speedy and quick appearance, argues proof
Of your accustom'd diligence to me.
Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cuU'd
Out of the ijowerful regions under earth.

Help ni(: this once, that France m.ay get the field.

1 They tvalk aboiU. and speak ftot.

O, hold me not with silence over-long.
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood,
I'll lop a member off, and give it you.
In earnest of a further benefit

;

So you do condescend to help me now.

—

[They hani' their heads.
Mo hope to have redress?—My body shall

Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit.

I Tliey shaHe their heads.
Cannot my body, nor blood-sacrihce.
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ?

Then take my soul ; my body, soul, .-ind all.

Before that England give the French the foil.

( They depart.

See, they forsake me : now the time is come,
Th,at France nmst vail her lofty-plumed crest,

And let her head full into England's lap.

My ancient incantations are too weak.
And hell too strong for me to buckle with r

.\ow, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust.

[Exit.
Alarum. Enter French and EnglishJlghtini:;; I.

a

Pucelle (Z'/rf York^f''' hand to hand: La Pucelle
is taken. The French Jly.

York Damsel of Fr.ince, I think I have you fast:

L'nchain your spirits now with spelling charms.
And try if they can gain your liberty.

—

A goodly prize, fit for the devil's grace!
Sec how the ugly witch doth bend her brows.
As if, with Circe, she would change my shape.
Puc. Chanij'd to a worscr sh.ape thou c.mst not be.
York. O, Charles the Dauplim is a proper roan ;

No shape but his can please your dainty eye.
Puc. A plaguing nii.scliief light on Charles and thee I

And may ye both be suddenly surprised

liy bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds I

York. Fell banning hag, encliantrcs5, hold thy
tongue 1

Puc. I pr'ythee, give me leave to curse .1 while.
York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comcst to the

stake. \Excuni.
Alarum. Enter Suffolk, Uadins; in Lady Margaret.
Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner.

\Gazet on hrr
\

O fairest beauty, do not fear, nor fly.
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For I will touch thee but with reverent hands.
1 kiss these fingers {Kissing her hand\ for ctcrn.'il

peace

:

.\nd lay them gently on thy tender side
Wh.it art thou? say, that I may honour thee.
Mar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a king.

The king of Naples ; whosoe'er thou art.

Su/. An earl I am, and Sufi'olk am I call <I.

Be not offended, nature's miracle,
Thou art allotted to be ta'en by me

:

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save.
Keeping them prisoners underneath her wings
Yet if this servile usage once offend.

Go, and be free again, as Suffolk's friend.

[She turns aicay as soiug,
O stay !— I have no power to let her pass

;

My hand would free her, but my heart says—no.
.A.S plays the sun upon the glassy streams.
Twinkling another counterfeited beam.
So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes
Fain would 1 woo her, yet I dare not speak :

I'll call for pen and ink, and write my mind :—
Fie, Ue-la-Poole! disable not thyself

;

Hast not a tongue? is she not here thy prisoner ?

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's sight ?

.\.y, beauty's princely majesty is such,
Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough.
Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk,—if thy name be so,—

What ransom must I pay before 1 pass ?

For, I perceive. I am thy prisoner.

Suf. \Aside.\ How canst thou tell she will deny tliy

Before thou make a trial of her love ? fsiiii

.

Mar. WHiy speak'st thou not ? what ransom must I

pay?
Suf. \Aside.\ She's beautiful, and therefore to be

She is a woman, therefore to he won. [woo'd.
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransom, yea, or no?
Suf. [Aside.\Voi\<X man 1 remember, that thot

hast a wife

;

Then, how can Margaret be thy paramour?
Mar. I were best to leave him. for he will not hear.

Suf. [Aside.] There all is marr'd ; there lies a
cooling card.
Mar. He talks at random : sure, the man is mad.
Suf. t_Aside\ And yet .1 dispensation may be had.
Afar. And yet I would that you would answer me.
Suf. [Aside. I I'll win this Lady Margaret. For

T/hom ?

Why, for my king ; tush, that's a wooden thing

!

Afar. [Overhearing him.] He talks of wood: it is

some carpenter.
Suf [Aside. | Yet so my fancy may be satisfied.

And peace established between these realms.
Hut there remains a scruple in that, too ;

For though her father be the King of Naples,
Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor,
.\nd our nobility will scorn the match.
Mar. Hear ye, captain.—are you not at leisure ?

Suf. [Aside. ] It shall be so, disdain they ne'er so
much:

Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield.

—

.Madam, I have a secret to reveal.
Mar. [Aside.] What though I be enlhrall'd? he

seems .a knight.
And will not any way dishonour me.
Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say.
Mar. IA side.] Perhaps, I shall be rescu'd by the

And then I need not crave his courtesy. [French

;

Suf. Sweet madam, give me hearing in .1 cause

—

Mar [Aside. I Tush, women have been captivate
Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you so ? [ere now.
Mar. I cry you mercy, 'tis but guid for quo.
Suf. Say. gentle princess, would you not suppose

Your bondage happy, to be made a queen?
!\far. To be a queen in bondage is more vile

Than Is a slave in base servility

;

For princes should be free.

Suf. And so shall you.
If happy England's roy.al king be free.

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me?
Suf. I'll undertake to make thee Henry's queen

;

To put .a golden sceptre in thy hand.
And set .a precious crown \i])rm thy head,
If thou wilt condescend to be my—
Mar. ^Vhat t

Suf Mis love
Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry's wife.
.Vk/; No, gentle madam ; 1 unworthy am
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To woo so fair a d.ime to be his wife,

And have no portion in the choice niyseJf.

How say you, madam,—are yoii so content 1

Mar. An if my fatlier please, I am content.

Sn/. Then call our captains, and our colours

forth I— (
Troops contefonvaid.

And, madam, at your father's castle walls

We'll crave a parley, to confer with him.

A parley sounded. Enter Reignier, on the 7uaUs.

Suf. See, Reignier, see thy daughter prisoner I

Rci^. To whom J

Suf. To me,
jieig. Suffolk, what remedy

;

I am a soldier, and unapt to weep.
Or to exclaim on fortune's fickleness.

Suf. Yes, the-n is remedy enough, my lord

:

Consent (and, fo'- thy honour, give consent)

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king

;

^Vhom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto,

And this her easy-held imprisonment
Hath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty.

Reier. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks?
_j,yr Fair Margaret knows

That Suffolk doth not (latter, face, or feign.

Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend

To give thee answer of thy just demand.
[Exitfrom the walls.

Suf. And here I will expect thy coming.

Trumpets sound. Enter Reignier, betoTU.

Rei^. Welcome, brave earl, into our territories :

Command in Anjou what your honour pleases.

Suf. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a child

Fit to be made companion with a king

:

What answer makes your wrace unto my suit?

Reiff. Since thou dost deign to woo her little worth

To be the princely bride of such a lord,

Upon condition I may quietly
.

Enjoy mine own, the county Maine, and Anjou,

Free from oppression or the stroke of war,

My daughter shall be Henry's if he please.

Suf. That is her ransom,— I deliver her

;

And those two counties, I will undertake,

Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy.

Rei^. And I again, in Henry's royal name,

As deputy unto that gracious king,
, , . ,

Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith.

Suf. Reignier of France, I ^ive thee kmgly thanks,

Because this is in traffic of a king :—
[Aside.] And yet, methinks, I could be well content

To he mine own attorney in this case.—
[To Reig.J I'll over, then, to England with this news.

And make this marriage to be soleinniz'd.

So, farewell, Reignier : set this diamond safe,

In golden palaces, as it becomes.
Ret?. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace

The Christian prince, king Henry, were he here.

Mar. Farewell, my lord : good wishes, praise, and
prayers,

.

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Goini;-

Suf. Farewell, .sweet madam : but hark you, Mar-

No princely commendations to my king? (garet,—

Mar. Such commendations as become a maid,

A virgin, and his servant, say to him.

Suf. Words sweetly plac'd, and modestly directed.

But madam. I must trouble you again,—
No loving token to his majesty ?

Mar. Yes. my good lord, a pure unspotted heart.

Never yet taint with love, I send ihe king,

Suf. And this withal. [Kisses her.

Mar. That for thyself: I will not so presume,

To send such peevish tokens to a king.
[Exeunt Rei.^ier and Margaret.

Suf. O, wert thou for myself I—But Suffolk, stay ;

Thou mayst not wander in that labyrinth ;

There Minotaurs, and deadly treasons, lurk.

Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise :

Bethink thee on her virtues tli.at surmount
Mad natur.al graces that extinguish art

;

Repeat their semblance often on the seas,

Tli.at, when thou com'st to kneel at Henry's feet.

Thou mayst bereave him of his wits with wonder.
'

[Exit.

: Anjou.

Acii,.

SCENE IV.—Camp ofthe Duke of York, i

Enter York, Warwick, and others.

York. Bring forth that .sorceress, condemned to

burn.

Enter La I'ucelle, guarded , atid a Shepherd.

Sltep Ah, Joan, this kills thy father's heart out-

Have I sought every country far and near, (right

!

\nt\ now it is my chance to find thee out.

Must I behold thy timeless cruel death?

.\h, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, 1 11 die with thee 1

Puc. Decrepit miser 1 base ignoble wretch 1

I am descended of a gentler blood

:

Thou art no father, nor no friend, of mine,

Shep. Out. out!—My lords, an please you, tisnot

I did beget her, all the parish knows

;

(SO
;

Her mother liveth yet, can testify

She was the first fruit of my bachelorship.

IVar. Graceless I wilt thou deny thy parentage?

York. Thisargues what her kind of life hath been,

Wicked and vile ; and so her death concludes.

S/iep. Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be so obstacle I

God knows, tliou art a coUop of my flesh ;

And for thy sake have I shed many a tear

:

Deny me not, I pr'ythee, gentle Joan.

Puc. Peasant, avaunt !—You have suborn d tins man

,

Of purpose to obscure my noble birth.

Shep. 'Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest.

The morn that 1 was wedded to her mother.

Kneel down and take my blessing, good my girl.

Wilt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the tune

Of thy nativity ! I would the milk

Thy mother gave thee, when thou suck dst her breast.

Had been a iittle ratsbane for thy sake ;

Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a-field

I wish some rav'nous wolf had eaten thee !

Dost thou deny thy father, cursfed drab?

O, burn her, burn her 1 hanging is too .sjpod. itxit.

York. Take her away ; for she hath liv d too long,

To fill the world with vicious qualities.

Puc. First, let me tell you whom you nave cou-

Not me begotten of a shepherd swain, Ldemii d

:

But issu'd from the progeny of kings ;

Virtuous, and holy ; chosen from above,

By inspiration of celestial grace,

To work exceeding miracles on earth.

I never had to do with wickid spirits

:

But you,—that are polluted with your lusts.

Stain'd with the guiltless blood of innocents.

Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices.—

Because you want the grace that others have.

You judge it straight a thing impossible

To compass wonders, but by help of devils.

No ; misconceived Joan of Arc hath been

A virgin from her tender infancy.

Chaste and immaculate in ver>' thought

;

Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effus d,

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven.

York Ay, ay :—away with her to execution ! ^

ll^ar. And hark ye. sirs ; because she is a maio.

Spare for no fagots, let there be enow

:

PLace barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake.

That so her torture may be shortened , _^ ,

Puc. Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts

!

Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity.

That warranteth by law to be thy privilege.

I am with child, ye bloody homicides,

Murder not, then, the fruit within my womb.
Although ye hale me to a violent death.

York. Now. heaven forefend 1 the holy maid with

child I . , , ,

War. The greatest miracle that e er ye wrought

:

Is all your strict preciseness come to this ?

York. She and the dauphin have been juggling :

I did imagine what would be her refuge.

/; ar. Well, go to ; we will have no bastards live ;

Especially since Charles must father it.

Puc. You are deceiv d ; ray child is none of his:

It was Alencon that enjoy'd my love.

York. Alencon! that notorious Machiavell

It dies, an ifit had a thousand lives.

Puc O, give me leave, I have deluded you

:

'Twas neither Charles, nor yet the duke 1 nam d,

But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevai d.

H'ar. A married man ! that's most intolerable.

i'ork. Why, here's a girl! I think she knows not

There were so many, whom she may accuse. (well,

IVar. It's sign she hath been liberal and free.

York. And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure.

Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee

;

Use no entreaty, for it is in vain.

Puc. Then lead me hence ;—with whom I leave my
May never glorious sun reflex his beams [curse

.
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I'lHin the country where you make abode

;

I '.lit darkness and the tflooniy shade of death
Ijinviron you, till niiscliief and despair
Drive you to breeik your necks, or hansf yourselves

!

\iixitt guarded.
York. Break thou in pieces, and consume to ashes,

TIiou foul accursed minister of hell I

Enttr Cardinal Beaufort, atiended.
Car. Lord regent, I do ^rcet your excellence

With letters of commission from the kinjj.

For know, my lords, the states of Christendom,
Mov'd with remorse of these outrageous broils,

Iia\e earnestly iraplor'd a general peace
Betwixt our nation and tlie aspiring French

;

And here at hand tlie dauphin, and liis train,
Approacheth to confer about some matter.

York. Is all our travail turn'd to this effect ?

After the slaug^hter of so many peers.
So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers.
That in this quarrel have been overthrown.
And sold their bodies for their country's benefit,
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace?
Have we not iost most part of all the towns,
By treason, falsehood, and by treachery.
Our great pro^i-enitors had conquered?

—

O. Warwick, Warwick ! I foresee with grief
The utter loss of all the realm of France.
U ar. Be patient, York : if we conclude a peace.

It shall be with such strict and severe covenants.
As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby.
Enter Cliarles, attended ; Alencon, the Bastard of

Orleans, Reignier, ff«rfoMf>-j.
Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed.

That peaceful truce shall be proclaim'd in France,
We come to be informed by yourselves
What the conditions of that league must be.

York. Speak, Wincliester ; for boiling choler chokes
The hollow p.assage of my jirison'd voice,
Dy sight of these bur baleful enemies.

lytji. Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thus :

That, in regard king Henry gives consent.
Of mere compassion, and of lenity.

To ease your country of distressful war.
And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace.
You shall become true Uegemen to his croivn

:

ftnd, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear
To pay him tribute, and submit thyself.
Thou shall be plac'd as viceroy under him.
And still enjoy thy reg.al dignity.
Alen. Must he be, then, as shadow of himself!

Adorn his temples with a coronet.
And yet, in substance and authority,
Retain but privilege of a private man!
Thi.'' proffer is absurd and reasonless.
Cnar. 'Tis knoivn already that I ara possess'd

Willi more than half the Gallian territories.
Anil therein reverenc'd for their lawful king :

Shal' I. for lucre of the rest unvanquish'd,
Detr.-ict so much from that prerogative.
As to be call'd but viceroy of the wliole?
No, lord ambassador ; I'll rather keep
That which I have, than, coveting for more.
Be cast from possibility of all.

York. Insulting Charles I hast thou by secret means
b's'ct intercession to obt.'iin a league.
And, now the matter grows to conipromisei
Stand'st thou aloof upon comparison!
Either accept the title thou usurp 'st,

Of benefit proceeding from our king,
And not of^any challenge of desert,
Or we will pLigue thee with incessant wars.

Reig. My lord, you drt not well in obstinacy
To cavil in the course of tliis contract:
If once it be neglcctdl. ten to one,
Wc shall not find like opportunity.
Alen. [Aside to Charles. J To say the truth, it is

your policy
To save your subjects from such massacre,
And rutlUess slaughters, as are daily seen
By our proceeding in hostility

;

And thercfo.'e take this coiniiact of a truce.
Although you break it when your pleasure serves.

Ifar. Ifow say'st thou, Charles ! shall our condition
stanri y

Char. It shall ; only rcscrv'd, you claim no interest
In any of our towns if g.arrison.

York, Then swear iulegiancc to bis majvsty

;

As thou art knight, never to diiobcy

Nor be rebellious to the crown of England,

—

Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England.
[Charles, Src., give tokens of/ealty.

So, now dismiss your army when ye please ;

Hang up your ensigns, let yout drums be still,

For here we entertain a solemn peace. {Exeiuit

SCENE V.—London. A Room in the Palace.

E}tter King Henry, in conference with Suffolk ; Glos*
ter a7id Hiictcr/blloivtng.

A'. //<;«. Your wondrous rare description, noble earl,

Of beauteous Margaret hath astonish'd me :

Her virtues, graced with external gifts.

Do breed love's settled passions in my heart

:

And like as rigour of tempestuous gusts
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide,

So am I driven, by breath of her renown,
Either to suffer shipwreck, or arrive
Where I may have fruition of her love.
Sny. Tush, my good lord,—this superficial tale

Is but a preface of her worthy praise ;

The chief perfections of that lovely dame
(Had I sufficient skill to utter them)
Would make a volume of enticing hnes,
Able to ravish any dull conceit

:

And, which is more, she is not so divine.
So full replete with choice of all delights,
But, with as humble lowliness of mind.
She is content to be at your command,

—

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents,

To love and honour Henry as her lord.

A', /fen. And otherwise will Henry ne'er presume.
Therefore, my lord protector, give consent,
Th.1t Margaret m.iy be England's royal queen.

Glo. So should I give consent to flatter sin.

You know, my lord, your highness is betroth'd
Unto another lady of esteem

:

How shall we, then, dispense with that'contrkct,
And not deface your honour with reproach?
Sirf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ;

Or one that, at a triumph having vow'd
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists

By reason of his adversary's odds :

A poor earl's daughter is unequal odds.
And therefore may be broke without offence.

Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than
that!

Her father is no better than an earl.

Although in glorious titles he excel.
Sie/. Yes, my good lord, her father is a king,

The king of Naples and Jerusalem ;

And of such great authority in France,
As his alliance will confirm our peace.
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance.

Glo. And so the earl ofArmagnac may do,
Because he is near kinsman unto Charles.
Exe. Beside, his wealth doth warrant liberal dower;

Where Reignier sooner will receive, than give.
Sii/l A dower, my lords I disgrace not so your king,

Tlijit lie should be so abject, base, and poor.
To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love.
Henry is able to enrich his queen.
And not to seek a queen to make him rich :

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives,
As market-men for oxen, siieep, or horse.
Marriage is a nuatter of more worth.
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship ;

Not whom we will, but whom his grace afTccts,

Must be companion of his nuptial bed

:

And therefore, lords, since he affects her most
It moit of all these reasons bindeth us.

In our opinions she should be preferr'd.
For what is wedlock forced, but a hell.

An age of discord and contiiiu.al strife!
Whereas the contrary brmgeth bliss,

And is a pattern of celcstiarpcace.
Whom should we match with Henry, being a kingi
Hut Marg.irot. that is daughter to a king V

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth
Approves her fit for none but for .1 king:
Her valiant courage and undaunted sptri

(Mi>rc th;in in women commonly is seen)
Will answer our hope in issue of .a king

;

For Henry, son unto a conciueror.

Is likely to beget more conc|uerors,
If with a Lady of so high resolve,

Ab is fair Morgotct, liu bu liiik'U iu lovu.
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Then yitid, Uiy lords ; and here conclude with nie
That Sl.irgarct sliall be queen, and none but she.
A' llcii. WhctliL-r it be through force of your report,

My nublc lord of Suffolk, or for that
My tender youth was never yet attaint
"W^ilh any passion of inflainingf love,
1 cannot tell ; but this I am assur'd,
I feel such sharp dissension in my breast,
Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear.
As I am sick with workinsf ofmy thouijhts.
Take, therefore, shipping ; post, my lord, to France

;

Agree to any covenants, and procure
I'hatlady Margaret do vouchsafe to come
Jo cross the seas to England, and be crowii'd
KSng Henry's faithful and anointed queeu :

For your expenses and sufficient charge,
Among the people gather up a tenth.

Be gone, I say ; for. till you do return.
I rest perplexed witli a thousand cares .

—

And you, good uncle, banish all offence:
If you do censure nie by what you were.
Not what you are. I know it will excuse
Tills sudden execution of my will.

And so, conduct me where, from company,
I may revolve and ruminate my grief. \ExiL

Glo. Ay, grief, 1 fear me. both at first and last.

\Exeunt Gloster a7td Exeter.
Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd ; and thus he goes,

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece,
With hope to find the like event in love.
But prosper better than the Trojan did.
Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king;
But I will rule both her, the kiiig, and reahu.

\Exit.

Second Part of King Henry VI.
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SCENE,—/»i various parts of England.

ACT I.

.SCENE 1.—London. A Room ofState in tlte Palace-

Flourish of Trumpets: then Hautboys. Fntcr, on
one side, King Henry, Duke of Gloster, Salisbury,

Warwick, aiid Cardinal Beaufort ; on the other,

(Jueen Margaret, led in l<y Suffolk ; 'Vork, Somer-
set, Buckingham, and otlmisfollowing.

SuA As by your high imperial majesty
I had in charge at my depart for France,
.\s procurator to your excellence.

To marry princess Margaret for your grace ;

So, in the famous ancient city. Tours,
In iirescnce of the kings of France and Sicil,

The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, and Alcn-

COll,

Seven earls, twelve barons, and twenty reverend
bishops.

I li.ive pt,i forui'd my task, and was espous u :

Ami Iniiiilily now, upon my bended knee.
In siL^lit of ijiglciiid and her lordly peers,

Di;livcr up my title in the queen
To vour most gracious hands, that are the substance
< K that great shadow I did represent

;

The happiest gift that ever marquess gave.
The fairest c|ueen that ever king receivd.

A'. J/en. Suffolk, arise.—Welcome, queen Mar
garet

:

I can express no kinder sign of love.

Than this kind kiss.—O Lord, th.at lends me life.

Lend ine a heart replete with thankfulness 1

For thou hast given me, in this beauteous face,

A world of earthly blessings to my soul,

V sympathy of love unite our thoughts.

Q. Mar. Great king of England, and my gracious
lord.

The mutual conference that my mind hath had,
By day, by night, waking and in ray dreams.
In courtly cornpany or at my beads,
With you, mine alder-liefest sovereign.
Makes me the bolder to salute my king
With ruder terms, such as my wit affords,

And over-joy of heart doth minister.

A'. Hen. Her sight did ravish; but her grace in

Her words y-clad with wisdom's majesty, [speech.

Makes me from wondering fall to weeping joys

;

Such is the fulness of my heart's content.

—

Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love.

.;//. (A'neelin^.] Long live queen Margaret, Eng-
land's happiness I

O. Mar. We thank you all. [Flourish.

Suf My lord protector, so it please your grace.

Mere are the articles of contracted peace.
Between our sovereign, and the French king Charles,

For eighteen months concluded by consent.

Glo.' [Reads.] •'Imprimis. It is asrrecd between the

French king, Cliarles, and William De-la-Poole

marquess of ."Suffolk, ambassadorfor Henry king of
England,—thai the said Henry shall espouse the

hidy Margaret, danghter unto Reigtiier king of
Xaples, Sieilia, and yenisalem : and cronn her
queen of England ere the thirtieth of May next

ensuing. Item, That the duchy of Avjou and tite

county of Maine shall be released and deliveird to

the king herfather
"—

A'. Hen. Uncle, how now I

Glo. Pardon me. gr:icious lord

Some sudden qualm liath'struck me at the heart.

And Jimm'd mine eyes, that I can read no further.
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A'. I/en. Uncle of Winclicbter, I pray, read on. 1 1 sec thy fury : if I lon;,'cr stay,

Car. \Rfatis.\ '* Item, It is /urtlter agreed between We shall begin our ancient bickerings.—
tlutl the duchies of Aitjou aitd Maine shall be Lordinsjs, farewell ; and say, when I am gone,

to the king her father ; 1 prophesied France will be lost ere lonsj. {ExH
Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage.

Yf-Uased and delivered _
luid she sent aver of the ktng of England'
fro/^er cost and charges, ivithoitthavingany dowry.

^

K. Hen. They please us well.—Lord marquess,
kneel down

;

\\'e here create thee the rirst duke of Suffolk,
Aiul girt thee with the sword.—Cousin of York,
\\'e here dischargee your i^-race from being regent
I' the parts of France, till term of ei;,'hteen months
lie full cvpir'd.—Thaiiks, uncle Winchester,
i Uoster, York, Buckingham, Somerset,
Salisbury, and War^vick

;

\\'e thank you all for this great favotu- done.
In entertainment to my princely queen,
('•me, let us in; and with all speed provide
To see her coronation be perform'd.

[Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk.
(Wo. Bra\e peers of England, pillars of the state.

To you duke Humphrey nmst unload his grief,

^our grief, the common grief of all the land.
What ! did my brotlier Henry spend Ills youth.
His valour, coin, and people, in the wars?
1 >id he so often lodge in open field,

1 71 winter's cold, and summer's parching heat.
To conquer France, his true inJieritance ^

Ami did my brother Bedford toil his wits.
To keep by policy what Henry got*
I lave you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham,
Hrave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick.
Keceiv'd deep scars in France and Normandy?
I )r hath mine uncle Beaufort and myself,
H'itli all the learned council of the realm.
Studied so long, sat in the council-house
F.arly and late, debatuig to and fro
How France and Frenchmen might be kept iii awe ?

And liatli his highness in his infancy
Viecn crown'd in Paris, in despite of foes?
And shall these labours, and these honours, die t

Shall Henry's conquest, Bedford's vigilance,
> 'jur deeds of war, and all our counsel, die 1
I > peers of England, shameful is this league !

1-atal this marriage 1 cancelling your fame,
I'-l'-tlting your names from books of memory,
K.i^ing the characters of your renown,
IJefacing monuments of conquer'd France,
Undoing all, as all had never been

!

Car. Nephew, what means this passionate discourse,
riiis peroration with such circuirstance?
lor France, 'tis ours ; and we mil keep it still.

Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if we can

;

Hut now it is impossible we should.
SufTolk. the new-made duke that rules the roast,
I lath given the duchies of Anjou and Maine
Unto the poor king Reignicr, whose large style
Agrees not with the leanness of his purse.
Sal. Now, by the death of Ilim who died for all.

These counties were the keys of Normandy :—
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant son i

It'ar. For grief th;U they are past recovery :

I'or, were there hope to conquer them again.
My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears.
Anjou and Maine 1 myself did win Ihcni both

;

Tlioic provinces these arms of mine did conquer

:

And are the cities, tli.it I got with wounds,
I'eliverd up again with peaceful wordst
.Wort Dicu I

Vor/i. For Suffolk's duke, may he be suffocate,
1]hat dims the honour of this warlike isle I

France should have torn and rent my very heart.
Before I would have j iel'Icd to this league.
I never read but Kngkuids kin){s have had
'-argc sums of gold, and dowries, with the'ur wives ;And our king Henry ;;lvcs aw,iy his own.
To inatch with her that hrijigs no vantages.

(^lo. Ajjroper jest, .ml never heard befcjre.
That Suffolk shrjuld demand a whole fifleeiuli,
'•or costs and charges in transporting hcrl
She should have stay'd in France, and starv'd in
Before— (France,
Lar, My lord of Gloster, now yon grow too hot;

It w.is the pleasure of my lord the king.
(;^. Mylotdof Winchester, I know your mind ,

Tfc, not my speeches tli.it vi,u do iiiislike.
But 'tis my i,rcbtntc that doth trouble ye.
Kuiitout will out: piouJ prelate, in thy ticc

;

'Tis known to you he is mine enemy ;

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all

;

And no great friend, I fear me, unto the king.
Consider, lords, he is the next of bloud.
And heir-apparent to the English crown

:

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage,
.\nd all the wealthy kingdoms of the west.
There's reason he should be displeas'd at it.

Look to it. lords ; let not his smoothing words
Beu itch your hearts ; be wise, and circumspect.
What tiiough the common people favour him.
Calling hull, "Humphrey, thegooddnke ofGlos/er .'

Clappmg their hands, and crying with loud voice

—

" ^esu jnaintai7i your royal excellence .'"

With—" Codpreserve the g-oadduie Hiunfhyey .'"

I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss.
He will be found a dangerous protector.
Bnck. Why should he, then, protect our sovereign.

He being of age to govern of himself?

—

Cousin of Somerset, join you with me.
And all together, with the duke of Suffolk,
We'll quickly hoise duke Humphrey from his seat.
Car. This weighty business will not brook delay

;

I'll to the duke of Suffolk presently. {Exit.
Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though Humphrey's

.\nd greatness of his place be grief to us, [pride
^'et let us watch the haughty cardinal

:

His insolence is more intolerable
Than all the princes in the land beside :

If Gloster be displac'd, he'll be protector.
Buck. Or thou, or I, Somerset, will be protsctor.

Despite Duke Humphrey, or the cardinal.
[Exeunt Buckingham and Somerset

Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him.
While these do labour for their own preferment,
Behoves it us to labour for the realm.
1 never saw but Humphrey, duke of Gloster,
Did bear him like a noble gentleman.
Oft have I seen the haughty cardinal,

—

More hke a soldier, than a man o' the church.
As stout, and proud, as he were lord of all,

—

Swear like a ruffian, and demean himself
Unlike the ruler of a common-weal.
\yarwick, my son, the comfort ofmy age !

Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy house-keeping,
Have won the greatest favour of the commons,
E.icepting none but good duke Humphrey :—
.A.nd, brother York, thy acts in Ireland,
111 bringing them to civil discipline ;

Thy late exploits done in the heart of France.
When thou wert regent for our sovereign.
Have made thee fear'd and honourd of the people :—
Join we together, for the public good,
111 what we Can, to bridle and suppress
'I'he pride of Suffolk and the cardinal.
With Somerset's and Buckingham's ambition ;

.•\nd, as we may, cherish duke Humphrey's deeds.
While they do tend the profit of the land.
War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land.

And common profit of his country.
y'orfc. And so says York, for he hath greatest cause.
Sal. Then let's make haste away, and look unto

. the main.
irar. Unto the main 1 O father, Maine is lost

;

That Maine, which by main force W.-irvvick did win,
And would have kept, so long as bre.itli did last 1

Main chance, father, you meant ; but 1 meant Maine.
Which I will win from France, or else be slain.

[Exeunt Warwick and S.ilisbury.
York. Anjou ;ind Maine are given to the French

,

'aris is lost ; the state of Normandy
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone

:

Suffolk concluded on the .irticles ;

Ihe peers agreed ; and Henry w.is well pleas'd.
lo change two dukedoms for a duke's fair daughter.
I cannot blame them <ill : what is t to them !
'lis thine they give away, and not their own.
Pirates m.iy make clie.ip iJeiiny worths of their pijlag';.
,\iiil purchase friends, .uid give to courtesans.
Still revelling, like lords, till .ill be gone

;

^\'luleas, the silly owner of the goods
Weeps over them, and wrings hiK hapless hands.
.\nd shakes hu> bead, aud trciubluig stands aluo*,
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While all is shar'd, and all is borne away.
Ready to.stai've, and dare not touch his own :

So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tonj;jue,

While his own lands are bargain'd for, and sold.

Methinks the realms of England, France, and Ireland
Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood,
As did the fatal brand Althea burn'd,
Unto the prince's heart of Calydon.
Anjou and Maine, both given unto the French !

Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France,
Even as I have of fertile England's soil.

A day will come, whei\ York shall claim his own ;

And therefore I will take tlie Nevils' parts.
And make a show of love to proud duke Humphrey,
And, when I spy advantag^e, claim the crown,
For that's the golden mark I seek to hit

:

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right.
Nor hold the sceptre in his childish fist,

Nor wear the diadem upon his head,
Whose chnrch-like humours fit not for a crown.
Then, York, be still a while, till time do serve :

Watch thou and wake, when others be asleep.
To pry into the secrets of the state ;

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of love,
With his new bride and England's dear-bought queen,
And Humphrey with the peers be fall'n at jars :

Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose,
With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfum'd ;

And in my standard bear the arms of York.
To grapple with the house of Lancaster

;

And, force perforce, I'll make him yield the crown,
Whose bookish rule hath puU'd fair England down.

[ Bxi'^.

SCENE II.—London. A Room in the Duke of
Gloster's House.

Enter Gloster and his Duchess.

Duck. Why droops my lord, like over-ripen'd corn
Hanging the head at Ceres' plenteous load?
Why doth the great duke Humphrey knit his brows.
As frowning at the favours of the world ?

Why are tlime eyes fixed to the sullen earth,

Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight?
What'seest thou there? King Henry's diadem,
Enchas'd with all the honours of the world?
If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face,
Until thy head be circled with the same.
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold :

—

What, is 't too short? I'll lengthen it with mine ;

And having both together heav'd it up,
We'll both together lift our heads to heaven ;

And never more abase our sight so low.
As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground.

Glo. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost love thy lord
Banish the canker of ambitious thoughts I

And may that thought, when 1 imagine ill

Against my king and nephew, virtuous Henry,
Be my last breathing in this mortal world 1

My troublous dream this night doth make me sad.
Diidu What dream'd my lord ? tell me and I'll

requite it

Witli sweet rehearsal of my morning's dream.
Crlo. Methought this statf, mine office-badge in court,

Was broke in twain ; by whom, I have forgot.
But, as I think, it was by the cardinal

;

And on the pieces of the broken wand
Were plac'd theheads of Edmund duke of Somerset,
And William De-la- Poole, first duke of Suffolk.
Tliis was my dream : what it doth bode. God knows.
Duch. Tut ! this was nothing but an argument

That he that breaks a stick of Gloster's grove,
Shall lose his head for his presumption.
But list to me, my Humphrey, my sweet duke :

Methought I sat in seat of majesty,
In the cathedral church of Westmmster.
And in that chair whe»e kings and queens are crown'd,
Where Henry, and dame ivlargaret, kneel'd to me,
Aiul on my head did set the oiadem.

Olo. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright

:

Presumptuous dame, ill-nurtur'd Eleanor 1

Art thou not second woman in the realm.
And the protector's wife, belov'd of him?
Hast tliou not worldly pleasure at command.
Above the reach or compass of thy thought?
And uilt tluni still bii hammering treachery.
To tumble down thy husband, and thyselfi

From top of honour to disgrace's feet ?

Away from mc, and let me hear no more.

Duch. Wb.at, what, my lord I are you sg choleric

With Eleanor, for teUing but her dream ?

Next time I'll keep my dreams unto myself.

And not be check'd.
Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pieas'<l agaiii.

Enter a Messeng'er.
Mess. My lord protector, 'tis his highness* pleasure

You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans.
Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk.

Glo. I ^o.—Come, Nell ; thou wilt ride with us?
Duch. Yes, my good lord, I'll follow presently.

\Exeuut Gloster and Messenger.
Follow I must ; I cannot go before.
While Gloster bears this base and humble mind.
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood,
1 would remove these tedious stumbling-blocks.
And smooth my way upon their headless necks !

And, being a woman, I will not be slack
To play my part in Fortune's pageant.
Where are you there. Sir John? nay, fear not, man,
We are alone ; here's none but thee and I.

E7iter Hume.
Htanc. Jesus preserve your royal majesty !

Duch. What say'st thou ? majesty 1 I am but grace.
Hume. But, by the grace of God, and Hume's

advice,
Your grace's title shall be multipUed.
Duch. What say'st thou, man? hast thou as yet

couferr'd
With Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch.
With Roger Bolingbroke, the conjuror?
And will they undertake to do me good?
Hume. This they have promised,—tu show your

highness
A spirit rais'd from depth of under ground.
That shall make answer to sucli questions.
As by your grace sliall be propounded him.
Duch. It IS enough ; I'll think upon the questions

:

When from St. Altianswe do make return.
We'll see these things effected to the full.

Here, Hume, take 9iis reward; make merry, man.
With thy confed'rates in this weighty cause. \Exiy.
Hianc. Hume must make merry with the duchess*

gold;
Marry, and shall But how now, Sir John Hume ?
Seal up your lips, and give no words but mum :

The business asketh silent secrecy.
Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch ;

Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil.

Yet have I gold flies from another coast ;

—

I dare not say, from the rich cardinal,
And from the great and new-made duke of Suffolk ;

Yet I do find it so : for. to be plain,
They, knowing dame Eleanor's aspiring humour,
Have hir6d me to undermine the duchess.
And buzz these conjurations in her brain.
They say,—A crafty knave does need no broker

;

Yet am I Suffolk, and the cardinal's broker.
Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near
To call them both a pair of crafty knaves.
Well, so it stands ; and thus, I fear, at last,

Hume's knavery will be the duchess' wreck.
And her attainture will be Humphrey's fall:

Sort how it will, X shall have gold for all. {Exit.

SCENE III.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Peter and other Petitioners.

1 Pet. My masters, let 's stand close : my lord jiro-

tector will come this way by and by, and then we may
leliver our supplications in the quill.

2 Pet. Marry, the lord protect him, for he's a good
man 1 Jesu bless him I

Enter Suffolk and Queen Marearct.
I Pet. Here 'a comes, methinks, and tlie queen with

him. I'll be the first, sure.
^ Pet. Come back, fool ! this is the duke of Suffolk,

and not my lord protector.
Suf. How now, fellow ! wouldst anything with me?
I l*et. I pray, my lord, pardon me ; I took ye for

my lord protector.
Q, Mar. \Glancing at the supcrscri/>tions.] ** To

my lord protector !" are your supplications to his
lordship? Let me see them : what is thine?

1 Pet. Mine is, an 't i>Iease your grace, against John
Goodman, my lord cardinals man, for keeping my
house, and laiulb, my wife and all, from me.
Suf* Thy wife too I that is some wrong indeed.—
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What's yours?—What's here? [Reads.] " Against the
xiuke 0/ Suffolk, for enclosing the commons of Mel-
ford."—How now, sir knave I

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our
whole township.
Peter. [Presenting his fctitioit.] A.?ainst my master.

Thomas Horner, for saying that the duke of York was
ritjhtful heir to the crown.

*

'Q. Mar. What say 'st thou? Did the duke of York
say he was rightful heir to the crown?

Pet. That my master was ? No, forsooth : my
master said that he was ; and that the king was a
usurper.
Su/. ^Vho is there? [Pntcr Ser\'ants.]—Take this

fellow in, and send for his master with a pursuivant
presently :—we'll hear more of your matter Defore the
king. [Hxeiint Servants Tuith Peter.

(). Afar. And as for you. that love to be protected
Under the wings of our protector's grace.
Begin your suits anew, and sue to him.

f Tea rs thepetitions.
Away, base cuUions !—Suffolk, let them go.
All. Come, let's be gone. {Exatnt Petitioners.

Q. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise.

Is this the fashion of the court of England?
Is this the government of Britain's isle.

And this the royalty of Albion's king ?

What, shall king Henry be a pupil still.

Under the surly Gloster's governance J

.\m I a queen m title and in style.

And must be made a subject to a duke?
I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Tours
Thou ran'st a tilt in honour of my love.

And stol'st away the ladies' hearts of Fr.ancc,
1 thought king Henry had resembled thee
In courage, courtship, and proportion :

But all his mind is bent to hohness.
To number AveMaries on his beads

:

His champions are the prophets and apostles

;

His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ

;

His study is his-tUt-yard, and his loves
Are brazen images of canoniz'd saints.

I would the college of the cardinals
Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome,
And set the triple crown upon his head ;

That were a state fit for his holiness.
Su/. Madam, he patient : as I was cause

Your highness came to England, so will I

In England work your grace's full content. [Beaufort.
O. Mar. Beside the haught protector, have wc

I'he imperious churchman ; Somerset, Buckingham,
And grumbling York : and not the least of these.
But can do more in England than the king.
Su/. And he of these that can do most of all.

Cannot do more in England than the Nevils :

Salisbury, and WarwicK, are no simple peers, fmuch.
Q. Mar. Not all these lonls do vex me half so

As that proud dame, the lord protector's wife.

She sweeps it through the court with troops of
ladies.

More like an empress than duke Humphrey's wife
Strangers in court do t.ike her for the queen;
Siie bears a duke's revenues on her back.
And in her heart she scorns our poverty:
Shall I not live to be avenged on her?
Contemptuous base-born callet as she is.

She vaunted 'mongst her minions t'other day
The very train of her worst wearing gown
Was better worth than all my father's lauds.
Till .Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter.
Su/. Madam, myself have lim'd a bush for her.

And plac'd a quire of such enticing birds.
That she will light to listen to the lays,

And never mount to trouble you again.
So, let her rest ; and, M.idam. list to mc

;

Eor 1 am bold to counsel you in this.

Although we fancy not the cardinal.
Yet must we join with him and witli the lords,
TTiU we have orought duke Humphrey in disgr.acc.
As for the duke of York, this late complaint
Will make but little for his benefit.
So. one by one, we'll weed them .all at last.

And you yourself sh.'ill steer the happy helm.
/:Kr^r King Henry, York, nJirf Somerset ; Duke n»ii'

Uuclicss of Clojtcr, Cardin.al Beaufort, Buckin;
ham, Salisbury, ii>/n' Warwick.
A'. Hen For my p.irt, noble lords, I care not which ;

i)r Somerset, or York, all's one to mc.
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I'or/t. If York h.ave ill dcmean'd himself in l-i-.incc.

Then let liim be deuay'd the regentship.
Soni. If Somerset be unworthy of the place.

Let York be regent ; I will yield to him.
ll'ar. Whether your prace be worthy, yea or no,

Dispute not that : York is tho worthier.
Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak.
Ji'ar. The cardinal's not my better in the field.

Buck. All iu this presence are thy betters, War-
wick.

JFar. Warwick may live to be the best of all.

Sal, Peace, son! and show some reason, Buck-
ingham,

Why Somerset should be preferr'd in this.

Q. Mar. Because the king, forsooth, will have it so.

Glo. Madam, the king is old enough himself
To give his censure : these are no women s m.atters.

Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs youf
grace

To be protector of liis excellence ?

Glo. Madam, I am protector of the realm

;

And, at his pleasure, will resign my place.
Su/. Resign it. then, and leave thine insolence.

Since thou wert king, (as who is king but thou ?)

The commonwealtti hath daily run to wreck

;

The Dauphin hath prevailed beyond the seas

;

And all the peers and nobles of the realm
Have been as bondmen to thy sov'reignty.
Car. The commons hast thourack'd; the clergy's

.\re lank and lean with thy extortions. [bags
Som. Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy wife's attire.

Have cost a mass of public treasury
Buck. Thy cruelty in execution

Upon offenders, hath exceeded law.
And left thee to the mercy of the law.

O. Mar. Thy sale of offices and towns in France,
If they were known, as the suspect is great.
Would make thee quickly hop without thy head.

[Exit Gloster. The Queen drops her/an.
Give me my fan : what, minion I can you not ?

[Giving the Duchess a box on the ear,
I cry you mercy, madam, was it you?
Dnch. Was't I ? yea. I it was, proud Frenchwomar.

:

Could I come near your beauty with my nails,

I'd set my ten commandments in your face.

K. Hen. Sweet aunt, be quiet ; 'twas against her
will.

Duch. Against her will I Good king, look to't in

time;
She'll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby

:

Though in this place most master wear no breeches.
She shall not strike dame Eleanor uurcveng'd. [Exit.
Buck. Lord Cardinal, I will follow Eleanor,

And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds;
She's tickled now ; her fume can need no spurs.
She'll gallop far enough to her destruction.

[Exit Buckingham.
Re-enter Gloster.

Glo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blowa
With walking once about the qu.uTrangle,
1 come to talk of commonwealth affairs.

As for your spiteful false objections,
I'rove them, and I lie open to the law

:

iUit God in mercy so deal with my soul,

As I in duty love my king and country I

But, to the matter th.at we have in hand:
1 say, my sov'reign. York is mectest man
To be your regent in tlie realm of F'ranee.
Su/. Before we make election, give mc leave

To show some reason, of no little force.
That York is most unmeet of any man.

York. I'll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet

;

First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride ;

.Next, if I be appointed for the place.
My lord of Somerset will keep me here.
Without dischargf. money, or furniture.
Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands ;

Last time I danc'd attendance on his will.

Till Paris w.is besiegd, f.imi.sh'd, and lost.

ll'ar. That can I witness ; and a fouler f.ict

Did never traitor in the land commit.
Su/. Peace, headstrong Warwick?
li^ar. Image of pride, why should I hold my peace?

£«C<rr Servants c/Suffolk, bringing in Horner
and Peter.

1 Sm/. necause here is a man accus'd of treason

:

Pray God the duke of York excuse himself I
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York. Doth any one accuse York for a traitor?

K. Hen. What niean'M thou, Suffolk! tell me, what

are these ?

.9«/ Please it your majesty, this is the man
That doth accuse his master of hiijh treason :

His words were these,—that Richard, duke of York,

Was rig^htful heir unto the English crown.

And that your majesty was a usurper.

K. Hen. Say, man, were these thy words?
Hor. An't shall please your majesty, I never said

nor thousrht any such matter : God is my witness, 1

am falsely accused by the villain.

Pet. YHoldinsup /lis hands.] By these ten bones,

my lords, he did speak them to me in the garret one

night, as we were scouring ray lord of York's armour.

r'ork. Base dunghill villain and mechanical,

I'll have thy head for this thy traitor's speech.—
I do beseech your royal majesty.

Let him have all the rigour of the law.

Hor. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake the

words. My accuser is my prentice ; and when I did

correct him for his fault the other day, he did vow
noon his knees he would be even with ine : I have
good witness of this ; therefore I beseech your ma-
jesty, do not cast away an honest man for a villain's

accusation, . . ,

A'. Hen. Uncle, what shall we say to this in law?

Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may judge.

Let Somerset be regent o'er the French,
Because in York this breeds suspicion ;

And let these have a day appointed them
I'or single combat in convenient place,

l-'or he hath witness of his servant's malice

;

I'his is thelaw, and this duke Humphrey's doom.
fC. Hen. Then be it so. My lord of Somerset,

We make your grace lord regent o'er the French.

Som. I humbly thank your royal majesty.

Hor. And I accept the combat willingly.

Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight ; for God's sake,

pity my case ! the spite of man prevaileth against me.

O Lord, have mercy upon me 1 I shall never be able

1.1 fight a blow : O Lord, my heart I

Glo. Sirrah, or you must fight, or else be hang d.

K. Hen. Away with them to prison ; and the day
(If combat shall be the last of the next month.—
Conic, Somerset, we'll see thee sent away. [Exetint.

SCENE I'V.—London. The Duke of Gloster's

Garden.

Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, Southwell, and
Bolingbroke.

Hume. Come, ray masters, the duchess, I tell you,

expects performance of your promises.

Soling. M.aster Hume, we are therefore provided :

will her ladyship behold and hear our exorcisms?

Hume. Ay, what else ? fear you not her courage.

Bo/intr- I have heard her reported to be a woman of

invincible spirit ; btit it shall be convenient, master

Hume, that you be by her aloft, while we be busy

below; and so, I pray you, go in God's name, and

le.ave us. \Exzt Hume.] Mother Jourdain, be you

prostrate, and grovel on the earth ;—John Southwell,

read you ; and let us to our work.

Jsnter Duchess above; and presently limn&.

Duch. Well said, my masters ; and welcome all.

To this gear ; the sooner the better. [times.

Holing. P.atience. good lady; wizards know their

Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night,

The time of night when Troy was set on fire

:

The time when screech-owls cry, and bandogs howl.

.\iui spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves,—

rii.-it time best fits the v/ork we have in hand.

Madam, sit you, and fear not : whom we raise,

Wo will make fast within a hallow'd verge.

[Here they perforyn the ceremonies appertain-

ing, and make the Circle : Bolingbroke

or Southwell reads, Conjuro te, 6-c. It

thunders and lightens terribly; titcn the

Spirit riseth.

apir. Adsnm.
M. Jourd. Asmath.

By the eternal God, whose name and power
Thou tremblest at. answer that I shall ask-

l-"or, till thou speak, thou shalt not iJass from hence.

Spir. Ask what thou wilt -.—that I had said and
donel

Kolino. \Rcadsfrom apaper.] " Firsl.ofVuking

:

' what shall ofhim become ?"

Spir. The duke yet lives, that Henry shall depose

;

But him outlive, and die a violent de.ath.

{As the Spirit speais, Southwell 7arites the

ansioers. [Snffoli I"

Bolins;. {Reads.] "What fate a-.oaits Oie Duke of
.S'/j'r.' By water shall he die, and t.ike his end.

Polinsr. \_Keads. \
" What shall be/all Ihe Duke o/'

.V/(>. Let him shun castles; \Somcrsct
'"

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains.

Than where castles mounted stand.

Have done, for more I hardly can endure.

Bolim;. Descend to darkness, and the burning

False fiend, avoid ! (lake ;

Thunder and lightning. Spirit descends.

Enter York and Buckingham, Jiastily, with their

Guards, and others.

York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and their

trash.

Beldame. I think we watch'd you at an inch.—
What, madam, are you there ? the king and common-
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains : [weal

My lord protector will, I doubt it not.

See you well guerdon'd for these good deserts.

Duch. Not half so bad as thine to England's king.

Injurious duke, that tJireafst where is no cause.

Buck. True, madam, none at all : what call you

this? [Shofoing her the papers.

\way with them ! let them be dapp'd up close.

And kept asunder.—You, madam, shall with us.

—

Stafford, take her to thee.—
[Exit Duchess, ainv.

We'll see your trinkets here all forthcoming,—

All, away

!

„ _, ,

{Exeunt, Southwell, Bolingbroke, &c.. guarded.

York. Lord Buckingham, methinksyou watch'd her

A pretty plot well chosen to build upon I _ L^ell

:

Now, pray, my lord, let 's see the devil's writ.

Wh.at have we here?
{Reads.^ " The dukeyet lives tlmtHenry slialldepoie :

But him outlive, and die a violent dea.'h.'

Well, this is just,

Aio te. yEacida, Romanos viiKxrefosse.

Well, to the rest

:

^^ ~„
" Tell tne -whatfate awaits the duke ofSuffolk f

By water shall he die, and take his end."—
•• irhat shall betide the duke ofSomerset ?

Let him shun castles ;

Safer shall he be upon tlu sa^dy plains.
Than where castles tnountedstand."—
Come, come, my lords

;

These oracles are hardily attain d.

And hardly understood.
riie king is now in progress towards St. A.bans

)

W'ith him. the husband of this lovely lady :

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry

A sorry lireakfast for mv lord protector. [them ;

Buck. Your grace shall give me le.ave, my lord ot

To be the post, in hope of his reward. t'*"''H-

York. At your pleasure, ray good lord. — AV ho ,

within there, ho 1

Enter a Servant.

Invite ray lords of Salisbury, and W,irwidc,

To sup with me to-morrow night.—Away I

[Exeun/.

ACT 11.

SCENE I.—St. Albans.

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, GIo":ter, C.ir-

dinal, and Suffolk, 7oith Falconers, hollaing.

O. Mar. Believe me. lords, for flying at the brook,

I saw not better sport these seven years' day :

Yet. by your leave, the wmd w.-is very high ;

And, ten to one, old Jo.an had not g'ono out.

K. Hen. But what a point, my lord, your f.ilco*

made.
And what a pitch she flew above the rest !—
To see how God in all his creatures works I

i'ea, m;m and birds are fain of climbing higli.

Suf. No marvel, an it like your majesty.

My lord prrilcttor's hawks do tower so well

;

They know their master loves to be .aloft.

And bears his thoughts above his f.ilcon's pitch.
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('•io. My loril. 'lib but a lj,iic is'iioblo iiiiud.

That luouiUs iu» higher than .i bird can soar
t iir. I tliouj;lit .lb iiiulIi : he 'li bt; above the cloudb.

(>io. Ay, my lord cardinal , how tliink you by that?
\\\.r\i it not I'ood your jjracc- could fly to heaven!

A.'. Hen. The treasury of everlasting joy I

c'lir. Thy heaven is on earth; thine eyes and
thoughts

Re it on a crown, the treasure of thy heart

,

Pernicious protector, dangerous jjeer,

Tliat smoothst it so with king and commonweal 1

Oil). What, cardinal, is your priebthood grown
peremptory?

Tanti€ni: iimmi's ccelcstibus irts ?
Churchmen so hot* good uncle, hide such malice;
With such holiness can you do it

!

Sii/. No malice, sir ; no more than well becomes
So good a quarrel, and so bad a peer.

(iio. As who, my lord !

Sh/'. Why, as you, my lord.

An 't like your lordly lord-pn»iectorship.
Olo. Why. Suffolk, linjjlaud knows thine insolence.
Q. .Mar. And tliy ambition, Gloster.
A'. Hen. I pr'ytliee, peace.

Good queen, and whet not on these furious peers;
For blessid are the peacemakers on earth.

C.tr. Let me be blessed for the peace I make,
Against this proud protector with my sword 1

CrVy. \Asuie to Car. J 'Faith, holy uncle, would 'twere
come to that I

Car. [Ast'dc to Glo. 1 Marry, when thou dar'st.

Olo. \ylside to Czir'\ Make up no factious numbers
for the matter;

In thine own person answer thy abuse
C^r. lAsirte to Glo. J Ay, when thou dar'st not peep :

an if thou dar'st.

This evening on the east side of the grove.
A'. Hen, How now, my lords !

Ciir. Beheve me, cousin Gloster,
Ibul not your man put uj) the fowl so suddenly.
We had had more sport.—[^/f«fe lo Glo. J Come with

thy two-hand sword.
Clo. True, uncle.
Car. Arc you A&ns,'A%—{Aside lo Glo.'] the east

side of the grove.
(Uo. [Aside to Car.

J
Cardinal. I am with you.

A', i/en. Why. how now, uncle Gloster 1

(iio. T-alking of hawking ; nothing else, my lord.

—

\_Aiuie lo Car.l Now, by Gods mother, priest, I'll

shave your crown
I'fir this, or all my fence shall fail.

Car. [Aside to Glo.] Medue teipsutn ;

Protector, see to't well, protect yourself.

A'. Hen. The winds grow high; so do your
stomachs, lords.

Mow irksome is this music to my heart I

^^hen such strings jar, what hope of harmony?
1 pray, uiy lords, let me compound this strife.

Rnter One. cryiti^. " A Miracle 1"

do. What me;ins this noise?
lellow, what miracle dost thou proclaim?

One. A miracle I a miracle !

Si>f. Come to the king, .and tell him what miracle.
Ojie. l-"orsootli, a blind man .it St. Alban'sshriue,

Within this lialf hour, hall; rereivd his bight;
\ man that ne'er saw in hia life before.
A". J/en. Now, Cud be prais'd, that to believing

souls.
Give; light in darkness, comfort in despair I

tsHler llu Mayor of St. Albans, aud his Brethren,
nnd Simpcox, home betweeti tivo persons in a
chair ; his IVife ajtd a miiltUnde/ollmuini;.

Car, Here comes the townsmen on procession,
To present your highness with the inaii.

K. Hen. Great is his c^infori in this earthly vale,
Although by his sight liis sin be multiplied.
Glo. Stand by, my masters, bring him near the king

;

His highness' ])le.isure is lo talk with him.
A'. Hen. Good fellow, tell us here the circum-

stance.
That we for thee may glorify the I-ord.
Wh.it, hast thou been long blind, and now rcstor'd?
.Simp, Horn Mind, .in t please your grace
IVi/c. Ay. indced.'wai he.
.s«/ What won«n is this?
Ifife, His wife, an 't like your worship.
Gio. Hadst thou been uis mutlicr thou couldst

have better told.

A'. Hen. Where wert thou born !

Simp. At Berwick in the north, an 't like your grace.

A'. Hen, Poor soul 1 God's goodness hath been great
to thee

:

Let never <iay nor night unhallow'd pass.

But still remember what the Lord hath done.

Q. Mar. Tell me, good fellow, cam'st thou here by
Or^of devotion, to this holy shrine? f chance.
Simp. God knows, of pure devotion ; being call'd

A hundred times, and oft'ner, in my sleep.

By good St, Alban ; who said,

—

** Simpcox^ come ;

Come, ojfer at fuy shrine, and I -will help thee."

Wife. Most true, forsooth ; and many time and oft

Myself have heard a voice to call him so.

V Car, What, art thou lame ?

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help inc

!

Siif. How cam'st thou so?
Simp. A fall off of a. tree.

H'ijc. A plum-tree, master.
Glo. How long hast thou been bUnd :

Simp, O, bom so, master.
Glo, What, and wouldst climb a tree ?

Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a youth.
H'ije. Too true ; and bought his climbing very dear.
Glo. 'Mass, thou lov'dst plums well, that wouldsi

venture so. idamsons.
Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desir'd some

And made me climb, with danger of my life.

Gio. A subtle knave I but yet it shall not serve.
Let me see thine eyes : wink now ; now open them :

In my opinion yet thou seest not woU.
Simp. Yes. masteif, clear as day, I thank God, ami

St. Albans. fcloak of'/

Gio. Say'st thou me so? What colour is tUk,

Simp. Red. master ; red as blood.
Glo, Why, that s well said. What colour is my

gown of?
Simp, Black, forsooth ; coal-black, as jet.

A". Hen. Why then, thou know'st what colour jet
is of?

Sii/, And yet, I think, jet did he never see.
Glo, But cloaks, and gowns, before this day *

many.
lyi/e- Never, before this day, in all his life.

Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what s my name ?
Simp. Alas, master, I know not,
Glo. What \ his name?
Simp. I know not.
Glo. Nor his?
Simp. No, indeed, master.
Glo. What 's thine own name? fmaster.
Simp. Saunder Simpco.t, an if it please you.
Glo. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lyingest kn.ive

in Christendom. If thou hadst been bom blind, thou
niightst as well have known all our names, as thus to
ii.uiie the several colours we do wear. Sight may
distinguish of colours; but suddenly to nominate them
Ul. it is impossible.—My lords. St. Alban here liatli

done a miracle ; and would ye not think that cunning
to be great, that could restore this cripple to his legs

Simp. O, master, th.at you could 1

Glo. My m.'istcrs of St. Albans, have you not
beadles in your town, and things called whips?
May. Yes, my lord, if it ple.ase your grace.
Olo. "i'hen send for one presently.
May, Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither straight.

\H.xitan Attend.int
Glo. Now (etch uie a stool hither by and by. \A

stool brought out \ ynw, sirrah, if you mean to s.ivi

yourself from whijiping, leap me over this stool, .um
run .'iw.ay.

.Simp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone

:

You go about to torture uie in v.ain.

Vv«-fM/<ry Attendant, and a Beadle.
(;/r>. Well, sir, we must have you find your legs.

Sirr.ih beadle, whip him till he leap over that same
Slonl.

Head, I will, niy lord.—Come on, sirrah ; off with
your doublet quickly.
Simp, Alas, master, what shall I dot 1 am not able

lo st.'infl.

[A/ter the Beadle luith hit him onee, he leaps over
tlu stool, and runs away ; and t/te peopU
/blltnuniid cry, " A MiracWt' (long?

A'. Hen, O God I seest thfiu this, and bear'st so
IJ. Mar. It m.ido me laugh to >ice the villain run
Olo. Follow the knave ; .tn<l take this drab away. '

'
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lyi/e. Alas, sir we did it for pure need.
Glo. Let them be whipp'd through every market

town
Till they come to Berwick, from whence they came.

yExeuut Mayor, Beadle, Wife, d-c.

Car, Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day.
Snf. True, made the lame to leap, and fly away
Glo. But you have done more miracles than I

;

You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly.

Ettter Buckingham.
A'. He;'.. What tidings with our cousin Bucking-

liani ?

Buck. Such as my heart doth trerable to unfold.
A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent,

—

i

Under the count'nance and confederacy
Uf lady Eleanor, the protector's wife.
Tile ringleader and head of all this rout,

—

Have practis'd dangerously against your state,
Dealing with witches, and witn conjurors :

Whom we have apprehended in the fact

;

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground,
Demanding of king Henry's Ufe and death.
And other of your'highuess' privy counsel,
As more at large your grace shall understand.
Car. [Aside to Glo.] And so, my lord protector, by

this means
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London.
This news, I think, hath tumd your weapon's edge ;

Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour.
Glo. Ambitious churchman, leave to aiflict my

heart

:

Sorrow and grief have vanquish'd all my powers

;

And, vanquish'd as I am, I yield to thee,
Or to the meanest groom.

A', ffen. O God. what mischiefs work the wicked
Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby I [ones,

Q. Mar. Gloster, see here the tainture of thy nest

;

And look thyself be faultless, thou wert best.
Glo. Madam, for myself, to heaven I do appeal,

How I have lov'd my king, and commonweal

:

And, for my wife, 1 know not how it stands

;

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard

:

Noble she is ; but if she have forgot
Honour and virtue, and convers'd with such
As. like to pitch, defile nobility,
I banish her my bed and company.
And give her. as a prey, to law and shaine.
That hath dislionour'd Gloster's honest name.
K. Hen. Well, for this night, we will repose us

To-morrow toward I^ondoii back again, [here :

To look into this business thoroughly,
And call these foul offenders to their answers

;

And poise the cause injustice' equal scales.
Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause pre-

vails. {Flourish. Exeunt.

SCENE II.—London. Tlie Duke of York's Garden.

EnierYotk, Salisburj-, aj/rf Warwick.

Vori. Now, my good lords of Salisbury and War-
Our simple supper ended, give me leave,' [wick.
In this close walk, to satisfy myself.
In craving your opinion of my title.

Which is mfallible, to England s crown.
Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full.

/('ar. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim be good.
The Nevils are thy subjects to command.

Vori. Then thus :

—

Edward the third, my lords, had seven sons

:

The first, Edward the Rl.ick Prince, prince of Wales

;

The second, William of Hatfield ; and the third,
Lionel, duke of Clarence ; next to whom,
W.as John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster;
The fifth was Edmund Langley, duke of York;
The sixth was Thomas of Woodstock, duke of

Gloster :

William of Windsor was the seventh, and last.

Eilward, the Black Prince, died before his father

;

And left behind him Richard, his only son ;

\\'ho after Edward the third's death, reign'd as king ;

Till Henry Bolinghroke, duke of Lancaster,
The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt,
Crown'd by the name of Henry the fourtli.

•^eiz'd on the realm, dcpos'd the rightful king.
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she

came.
And him to Pomfret,—where as all you know.
Harmless Richard was muider'd trait'rouslv.

ir.tr. Father, the duke has told the truth

:

Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown.
York. Which now they hold by force, and not by

For Richard, the first son's heir, being dead, [right
The issue ofthe next son should have reign'd.
Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an heir.
York. The third son, duke of Clarence, (from

whose line

I claim the crown) had issue—Philippe, a daughter.
Who married Edmund Mortimer, earl of March

:

Edmund had issue—Roger, earl of March ;

Roger had issue—Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor.
Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke,

.\s I have read, laid claim unto the crown ;

.\nd but for Owen Glendower. had been king,
Who kept him in captivity till he died.
But, to the rest.

York. His eldest sister, Anne,
My mother, being heir unto the crown.
Married Richard, earl of Cambridge : who was son
To Edmund Langley, Edward the third's fifth son.
By her I claim the kmgdom : she was heir
To Roger, earl of March ; who was the son
Of Edmund Mortimer ; who married Philippe,
Sole daughter unto Lionel, duke of Clarence

:

So, if the issue of the eldest son
Succeed before the younger, I am king.

Il''ar. What plain proceeding is more plain than
this?

Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt,
The fourth son ; York claims it from the third.

Till Lionel's issue fails, his should not reign'
It fails not yet, but flourishes in thee.
And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock.—
Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together

;

And, in this private plot, be we the first.

That shall salute our rightful sovereign
With honour of his birthright to the crown.

£ol/z. Long live our sov'reign Richard, England's
king 1

York. We thank you, lords. But I am not your
king

Till I be crown'd, and that my sword be stain'd
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster ;

And that's not suddenly to be perform d.
But \vith advice, and silent secrecy.
Do you. as I do, in these dangerous days.
Wink at the duke of Suffolk's insolence.
At Beaufort's pride, at Somerset's ambition.
At Buckingham, and all the crew of them.
Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the flock.

That virtuous prince, the good duke Humphrey;
'Tis that they seek ; and they, in seeking that.

Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy.
Sal. My lord, break we otf ; we know your mind at

fuU.

ITar. My heart assures me, that the carl of War-
Shall one day make the duke of York a king. [wick

York. And, Nevil, this I do assure myself,—
Richard shall live to make the earl of Warwick
The greatest man in England, but tlie king.

[Exeunt.

SCENE III.—London. A Hallo/Jiislia.

Trumpets sounded. Enter King Henry, Queen Mar-
garet. Gloster, York, Suffolk,' a>id Salisbury; tite

Duchess of Gloster, Margery Jourdain, Southwell.
Hume, and Bolingbroke, underguard,

K. Hen. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobham, Glos-

ter's wife :

In sight of God. and us, your guilt is great

;

Receive the sentence of the law, for sms
Such as by Gods book are adjudg'd to death
[ To Jourd., c'Vc.l You four, from hence to prison back
From thence, unto the place of execution : [.again ;

The witch in Smithfielcl shall be burn d to ashes.

And you three shall be strangled on the gallows.
You, madam, fur you are more nobly born,
Despoilid of your honour in your life.

Shall, after three days' open penance done.
Lire in your country here, in banishment.
With Sir John Stanley, in the Isle of Man. [deatK
Dueh. Welcome is banishment ; welcome were my
Glo. Eleanor, the law, .thou seest, hath judged thee:

I caimot justify what the law condemns.

—

[Exeunt the Duchess, a'tid the other Prisoners,
guarded.

Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grieC

I

i



Scene 3.

Ah, Humphrey, this dishonour in thine ape
Will bring thy head wilJi sorrow to the p^ound I

I beseech your majesty, s^ive me leave to go

;

Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease.

K. Hen. Stay, Humphrey duke of Gloster: ere thou
Give up thy stall : Henry will to himself \s,n.

Protector be ; and God shall be my hope.
My stay, my guide, and lantern to my feet

:

And go in peace, Humphrey : no l»es bclov'd,

Than when thou wert protector to thy king.

Q. Mar, I see no reason why a king of years
Should be to be protected like a child.

God and king Henry govern Hnglands helm 1

Give up your statT, sir, and the king his reahn.
Glo. \ly staff 1—here, noble Henry, is my staff:

As willingly do I the same resigii.

As e'er thy father Henry made it mine

;

And even as wilhngly at thy feet I leave it,

.\s others would ambitiously receive it.

I-arewell, good king : when 1 am dead and gone.
May honourable peace attend thy throne. \Ex:t.

Q. Mar. ^V'hy, now is Henry king, and Margaret
queen

;

And Humphrey, duke of Gloster, scarce himself,

'i'hat bears so shrewd a maim ; two pulls at once,

—

His lady banish'd, and a hmb lopp'd off

:

This staff of honour raught, there let it stand,
^^here it best fits to be,'in Henry's hand.

Sii/. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his
sprays

;

Thus Eleanor s pride dies in her youngest days.
y'orK. Lords, let him go. Please it your majesty,

This is the day appointed for the combat

;

And ready are the appellant and defendant,
'Ihe armourer and his man, to enter the lists.

So please your highness to behold the fight.

O. Mar. Ay, good my lord ; for purposely therefore
Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried.

X. Hen. O' Gods name, see the lists and all things fit

:

Here let them end it ; and God defend the right 1

York. I never saw a fellow worse bested.
Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant.
The ser^'ant of this armourer, my lords.

Enter^ on one side. Homer, andhis Xeighbours, drink-
ing to hi}n so mticli that iie is dr:t7ik ; aiidheenters
bearing his staffwith a sand-bag /astened to it ; a
drum be/ore him : on the other side. Peter, 7vith ,1

drujnanda similar staff; accompanied by Pren-
tices drijiking to him.
1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Homer, I drink to you in

a cup of sack : and fear not, neighbour, you shall do
well enough. [neco.
2 Neigh. And liere, neighbour, here's .n cup of char-

3 Neigh. And here's a pot of good double beer,
neighbour : drink, and fear not your man.
Hor. Let it come, i' faith, and I'll pledge you all

;

and a fig for Peter

!

(afraid.
1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee ; and be not
a Preii. Be raerrj", Peter, and fear not thy master

:

fight for credit of the prentices.
Peter. I thank you all : drink, and pray for me, 1

pray you ; for, 1 think, I have taken my last draught
m this world.—Here, Robin, an if I die, I give thee
my apron : and. Will, thou shalt have my hammer :—
and here. Tom, take all the money that I have.—
Lord bless me, I pray God, for I am never able to deal
witJi my master, he hath learnt so much fence already.

Sat. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows.
—Sirrah, what's thy name?

Peter. Peter, forsooth.
Sal. Peter I what more 1

J'eter. Thump.
Sal. Thump! then sec thou thump thy master well.
Hor. Masters, I am come hither, as it were, ui)on

my man's instigation, to prove him a kn.ave, and my-
self an honest man: .and touching the duke of York.
J will take my death, I never meant him any ill, nor
the king, nor the <iueen ; and therefore, Peter, have
at thee with a downright blow

!

(double.
York. Despatch :—this knave's tongue begins to

Sound, trumpets, alarum to the combatants
Alarum. They light, and Peter strikes do^vn

his Master.
Hor. Hold, Peter, hold I I confess, Iconfcsstrcason.

Kor*. Take away his we.apon. Fellow, thank (iod.
ind the good wine in thy master's way.

SECOND PART ©F KING HENRY VI. 3SI

Peter. O Cod, h.ave I Overcome mine enemies in this

presence? O Peter, thou h.ist prevailed in right I

A'. Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from our sight

;

For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt

:

And God injustice hath reveal 'd to us
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow

wiiich he had thought to have murder'd wrongfully.

—

Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [E.veiint.

SCENE IV.—London, .el Street.

Enter Gloster and Servants, in -tiiourning cloaks

Glo. Thus sometimes hath the brightest day a cloud

;

And after summer evermore succeeds
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold

;

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet.—

Sirs, what's o clock?
Ser-,/. Ten, my lord.

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me
To watch the coming of my punish d duchess:
Uneath may she endure the flinty streets.

To tread them with her tender-feeling feet.

Sweet Nell, iU can thy noble mind abrook
The abject people, gazing on thy face.

With envious looks still laughing at thy shame.
That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels,

When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets.

But, soft 1 I think she comes ; and 111 prepare
.My tear-stain'd eyes to see her miseries.

Enter the Duchess of Gloster, in a -white sheet, -uilh

papers pinned upon her back, herfeet bare, and a
taper burning in her hand; Sir John Stanley, a
Sheriff, and Officers.

Serv. So please your grace, we'll take her from the
sheriff.

Glc. No. stir not, for your lives ; let her pass by.

Duch. Come you, my lord, to see my open shame !

Now thou dost penance too. Look how they gaze !

See how the giddy multitude do point,

.\iid nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee

!

.Ml, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks,

.\iid, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame.
And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine

!

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this grief
Duch. Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget myself I

For, whilst I think I am thy married wife,

.\nd thou a prince, protector of this land,

Methinks I should not thus be led along,
.Mail'd up in shame, with papers on ray back,
.Viid foUow'd with a rabble, that rejoice
To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet groans.
Ihe mthless Hint doth cut my tender feet

;

And when I start, the envious people laugh.
And bid me be advised how I tread.

.\h, Humphrey I can I bear this shameful yoke?
Trow'st thou, that e'er I'll look upon the world.
Or count thein happy that enjoy the sun?
No ; dark shall be my light, and night my day;
To think upon my pomp, shall be my hell.

Sometime I'll say, 1 am duke Humphrey's wife;
And he a prince, and mler of the land;
Vet so he ral'd, and such a prince he was.
As he stood by, whilst I. his forlom duchess,
W,as made a wonder and a pointing-stock
To every idle rascal follower.
But be thou mild, and lilush not at my shame;
Nor stir at nothing, till the .axe of death
Hang over thee, as, sure, it shortly will;

For Suffolk,—he that can do all in all

With her that hateth thee, and hates us all,

—

.Ind York, and impious Beaufort, that fiilse priest.

Have all lim'd bushes to betray thy wings

;

Aiifl, fiy thou how thou canst, they'll tangle thee

:

But fear not thou, until thy foot be snar'd,
Nor never seek prevention of thy foes.

Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear ! thou .ainiest all awry

;

r must offend before I be attainted

;

And had 1 twenty times so many foes.

Ami e.ach of them had twenty times their power,
.All these could not procure me any sc.'ithe.

So long as I am loy.al. true, and crimeless.
Wouldst have me rescue thee from this reproach?
Why. yet thy scandal were not wip'd away.
But 1 in danger for the breach of law.
Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell;
I Iir;iy thee, sort thy heart to patience;
Tliesc few days' woiuler will be quickly wont
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Fntfya. Herald.
IJer. I summon your grace to his majesty's parlia-

ment, holdcn at Bury tlie first of this next month.
Glo. And my consent ne'er ask'd herein before I

This is close dealing.—Well, I will be there.

(/;>!? Herald
My Nell. I take my leave :—and, master sheriff.

Let not her pennnce exceed the king's commission.
Shcr. An 't please your grace, here my commission

And Sir John Stanley is appointed now [stays

;

'J'o take her with him to the Isle of Man.
Glo. Must you. Sir John, protect my lady here?
Stan. So am 1 given in charge, may 't please your

grace.
Glo. Entreat her not the worse, in that I pray

You use her well

:

The world may laugh again ; and I may live

To do you kmdness, if you do it her,

.\nd so. Sir John, farewell. [well

!

Diich. What, gone, my lord, and bid me not fare-

Glo. Witness riiy tears, I cannot stay to .speak.

\Excjint Gloster and Servants.
DncJi. Art thou gone too ? All comfort go with thee !

For none abides with me : my joy is—death.
Death, at whose name I oft have been afear'd.

Because 1 wish'd this world's eternity.

Stanley, 1 pr'ythee, go, and take me hence;
1 care not whither, for I beg no favour,
1 >nly convey me where thou art commanded.
Slan. Why, madam, that is to the Isle of Man

;

There to be us'd according to your state.

Diich. That's bad enough, for I am but reproach.
And shall I, then, be us'd reproachfully!
Stall. Like to a duchess, and duke Humphrey's

According to that state you shall be us'd. [lady ;

Duck. Sheriff, farewell, and better than I, fare ;

Although thou hast been conduct ofmy shame !

Site}-. It is my office; and. madam, pardon me.
Diich. Ay, ay, farewell ; thy office is discharg'd.

—

Come, Stanley, shall we go ?

Sta7i. Madam, your penance done, throw off this

And go we to attire you for our journey. [sheet.

Ducli. My shame will not be shifted with my sheet

:

No, it will hang upon ray richest robes.
And show itself, attire me how I can.

Go, lead the way ; I long to see my prison.
\Excunt.

ACT III.

SCENE \.—The Abbey at Bury.

Seiniet. Enter to tlie Parliament, King Henry,
Queen Margaret, Cardinal Beaufort, Suffolk,

"x ork, Buckingham, and otlurs.

K. Hen. I muse my lord of Gloster is not come

:

"Tis not his wont to be the hindmost man,
Whate'er occasion keeps him from us now.

Q. Mar. Can you not see ? or mil you not observe
The strangeness of his alter'd countenance?
With what a majesty he bears himself;
Hrw insolent of late he is become.
How proud, how peremptory, and unlike himself?

We know the time since he was mild and affable ;

And, if we did but glance a far-otf look,

Immedi.ately he was upon his knee.
That all the court admir'd him for submission ;

But meet him now, and, be it in the morn.
When every one will give the time of day.
He knits his brow, and shows an angpry eye.
And passes by with stiff unbowed knee,
Disdaining duty that to us belongs.
Small curs are not regarded when they grin ;

But great men tremble when the lion roars :

And Humphrey is no little man in Kngland.
First, note, that he is near you in descent.
And, should you fall, he is the next will mount.
.Me seemeth, then, it is no policy,—
Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears,
Antfhis advantage following your decease,

—

That he should come about your royal person.
Or be admitted to your highness" council.

By flattery hath he won the commons' hearts ;

And when he please to make commotion,
'Tis to lie fear d they all will follow him.
Now 'tis the Spring, and weeds are shallow-rooted ;

Suffer them now, and they'll o'ergrow the garden.
And choke the herbs for want ©{'husbandry.

The reverent care I bear unto my lord
Made me collect these dangers in the duke.
If it be fond, call it a woman's fear ;

Which fear if better reasons can suppLtnt,
I wilt subscribe, and say I wrong'd the duke.
My lord of Suffolk.—Buckingham,—and 'York,

—

Reprove my allegation, if you can.
Or else conclude my words effectual.

Suf. Well hath your highness seen into this duke

;

And had I first been put to speak my mind,
1 think 1 should have told your grace's tale.

The duchess, by his subornation.
Upon my life, began her devilish practices

:

Or if he were not privy to those faiffts.

Vet, by reputing of his high descent,

—

As, next the king, he was successive heir.
And such high vaunts of his nobility,

—

Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess.
By wicked means to frame our sov'reign's fall.

Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep

;

And in his simple show he harbours treason.
The fo.x barks not when he would steal the lamb.
Xo, no, my sov'reign ; Gloster is a man
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit.
Car. Did he not, contrary to form of law.

Devise strange deaths for small offences done ?

York. And did he not, in his protectorship.
Levy great sums ofmoney through the realm
For soldiers' pay in France, and never sent it?

By means whereof the towns each day revolted.
Buck. Tut I these are petty faults to faults uhknow n.

Which fune will bring to light in smooth duk^-
Humphrey.

K. Hen. My lords, at once :—the care you have
of us.

To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot.

Is worthy praise : but shall 1 speak my conscience ?

Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent
From meaning treason to our royal person.
As is the sucking lamb,' or harmless dove

:

The duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given.
To dream on evil, or to work my downfall.

Q. Mar. Ah, what's more dangerous than this fond
affiance 1

Seems he a dove ? his feathers are but borrnw'd.
For he's disposed as the hateful raven

:

Is he a lamb ? his skin is surely lent him.
For he's inclin'd as is the rav'nous wolf.

Who cannot steal a shape, that means deceit ?

Take heed, my lord ; the welfare of us all

Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man.
Enter Somerset.

Som. AU health unto my gracious sovereign I

K. Hen. Welcome, lord Somerset. AVnat news
from France ?

Som. That all your interest in those tetfitories

Is utterly bereft you ; all is lost,

K. Hen. Cold news, lord Somerset ! but God'.'; wil

be done 1

York. \Aside.'\ Cold news for ine ; for I had ho)jc

of France,
As firmly as I hope for fertile England.
Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud
.\nd caterpillars eat my leaves away:
But I will remedy this gear ere long.

Or sell my title for a glorious grave.
h nter Gloster.

Glo. All happiness unto my lord the king I

Pardon, my liege, that I have stay'd so long.

Snf. Nay, Gloster, know, that thou art come to.>

sotm.
Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art;

1 do arrest thee of high treason here.

Glo. Well, Suffolk, "yet thou shalt' not see me blush.

Nor change my coimtenance for this arrest ;

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted.
The purest spring is not so free from mud,
.\s I am cle.ir from treason to my sovereign :

Who can accuse me? wherein am I guilty?

York. 'Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribe,
of France,"

.And, being protector, stay'd the soldiers' pay

;

liy meanswhereof his highness halh lost France.
Glo. Is it but thought so? What are they lli.il

think it J

I never robb'd the soldiers of their pay.
Nor ever had one penny bribe from France.
So help mc t;od, as I have watch'd the night,—
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Ay, ni^ht by ni£;ht.—in studyinff good for England
I hat doit tliat e'er I wrested from the kinjj.

Or any ^oat I hoarded to my use,
lie brought against me at my trial-day 1

No ; many a pound of mine own proper store.

Because I would not tax the needy commons.
Have I disbursed to the garrisons,
And never askd for restitution.

Car. It serves you well, my lord, to say so much.
G/o, I say no more than truth, so help me God 1

York. In your protectorship you did devise
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of.

That England was defam'd by tyranny.
do. Why, 'tis well known that, whiles I was pro-

tector.
Pity was all the fault that was in me

;

For I should melt at an offender's tears.
And lowly words were ransom for their fault.

Unless it were a bloody murderer.
Or foul felonious thief that fleeced poor passengers.
I never gave them condign punishment

:

.Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur'd
Above the felon, or what trespass else.

Su/'. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly an-
swer'd

:

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge.
Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself
I do arrest you in his highness' name ;

And here commit you to ray lord cardinal
To keep until your farther time of trial.

K. Hen. My lord of Gloster, tLs my special hope.
That you will clear yourself from .ill suspects :

My conscience tells me you are innocent.
Gto, Ah, gracious lord, these days are dangerous I

Virtue is chok'd with foul ambition.
And charity chas'd hence by rancour's hand ;

Foul subornation is predominant.
And equity exil'd your highness' land.
i know their complot is to have my life ,

And, ifmy death might make this island h.ippy,
And prove the period of their tyranny,
I would expend it with all willingness

:

But mine is made the prologue to their play ;

For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril.

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy.
Beauforts red sparkling eyes blab his heart's malice.
And Suffolk's cloudy brow his stomiy hate ;

Sharp Euckingh.am unburdens with his tongue
The envious load that lies upon his heart

;

And dogged York, that reaches at the mnon.
Whose overweening arm I have pluckd back.
By false accuse dotn level .at my life

:

And you. my sovreign lady, with the rest.

Causeless have laid disgr.aces on my head.
And with your best enoeavour have stirr'd up
-\Iy liefest liege to be mine enemy

:

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together.
Myself had notice of your conventicles ;

And all to make away my guiltless life.

1 shall not want false witness to condemn me,
-Vor store of treasons to augment my guilt

;

The ancient proverb will be well effected.

—

A st.aff is quickly found to beat a dog.
Car. My liege, his railing is intolerable

:

If those that care to keep your royal person
From treason's secret knife, .and traitor's rage,
Be thus upbraided, chid, and rated at.

And the offender granted scope of speech
'Twill make them cool in ze.al imto your grace.
Snf. Hath he not twit our sov'rcign lady here.

With ignominious words, though clerkly couch'd,
As if she had subomeri some t*i swear
l-'.alse .allegations to o rtlirow his st.ite!

Q. Mar. But 1 c.-.n give the loser leavtto chide.
Olo. F.ar truer spoke, thati meant : 1 lose, in-

deed ,

—

Beshrew the winners, for they play'd me false I

And well such losc-rs may have leave to speak.
Huck. He'll wrest the sense, and hold us here all

Lord cardinal, he is your prisoner. Jday :

—

Car. Sirs, t;ikc away the duke, and guard hun siire.

Gto. Ah. thus king Hertry throws away his crutch,
Before his legs be firm tf> bc.ir his body I

Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side.
And wolves are gnaHing who shall gnaw thee first.

Ah, that my fear were f.iUe ! ah, that it were I

l-'or, R'»<1 king Henry, thy decay I fear.

yixetiHt Attendants wi/h Gloster.

A'. Hci:. My lords, wh.tt to your wisdom.s seenieth

best,

Do, or undo, as If ourself were here.

Q. Mar. 'What, will yout liigiiness leave the par-
liament!

A". Hen. Ay, Margaret, my heart is drown'd with
grief,

Whose flood begms to flow within mme eyes

;

My body round engirt with misery ;

For what's more miserable than discontent!
Ah, uncle Humphrey, in thy face I see
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty I

And yet, good Humphrey, is the hour to come.
That e'er 1 prov'd thee false, or fear'd thy faith.

What low'ring star now envies thy estate.

That these great lords, and Margaret our queen.
Do seek subversion of thy harmless life?

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man wrong

:

And as the butcker takes away the calf.

And binds the wretch, and beats it when it stray..

Bearing it to the bloody slaughter-house :

Even so, remorseless, have they borne him hence *.

And as the dam runs lowing up and down.
Looking the way her harmless young one went.
And can do naught but wail her darling's loss ;

Even so myself bewails good Gloster's case.
With sad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm'd eyes
Look after him, and cannot do him good.

—

So mighty are his vow^d enemies.
His fortunes I will weep ; and, 'twixt each groan.
Say— '* IVho's a traitor. Gloster he is ^lOJie.'' [Isxtt.

Q. Mar. Free lords, cold snow melts with the sun s

hot beams,
Henry my lord is cold in great affairs.

Too full of foolish pity: and Gloster's show
Beguiles him, as the mournful crocodile
With sorrow snares relenting passengers

;

Or as the snake, roH'd in a now'ring bank,
With shining chequer'd slough, doth sting a child,

Th.at for the beauty thinks it excellent.
Believe me, lords, were none more wise than I,

{And yet herein I judge mine own wit gootl.)

This Gloster should be quickly rid the world.
To rid us from the fear we have of him.
Car. That he should die is worthy policy ;

But yet we want a colour for his death :

Tis meet he be condemn d by course of law.
Su/. But, in my mind, tliat were no policy :

The kuig will labour still to save his life

,

The commons haply rise to s.ave his life ;

And yet we have but trivial argument.
More than niisirust, that .sliows him worthy death

York. So that, by this, you would not have him
die.

Snf. Ah. York, no man alive so fain as 1

1

York. Tis York that halh more reason for his
death.

—

But my lord cardinal, and you, my lord of Suflfolk,

—

Say as you think. an<l spe.ak it from your souls,

—

Were 't not .all one an empty eagle were set
To guard the chicken from a Ifungry kite,

As place duke Humphrey for the King's protector?
Q. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure; <.(

de.ith.

Snf. Madam, 'tis true : .and were 't not inadnes:,.
To make the fox surveyor of the fold! ithcn,
Who being accus'd a crafty murderer.
His guilt sliould be but idly posted over.
Because his purpose is not executed.
No ; let him die. in that he is a fox.
By n.aturo prov'd an enemy to the flock.

Before his chaps be st.ain'd wiih crimson blooil,

—

As Humphrey, prov'd by reasons, to my liege.
And do not stand on quillets how to slay him

:

Be it by gins, by snares, by siibtilty.

Sleeping or waking, 'tis n(» matter how.
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit
Which mates him first, th.at first intends deceit.

Q. Mar. Thrice noble biiilolk. tis resoUitcly spok.-.
Sitf, Not resolute, except so nuich wure done

;

For things are often spoke, and seldom meant:
But. that my heart accordcih willi my tongue,—
Seeing the deed is mcrituri' ms.
Ami to preserve iiiy sov'reii'ii from his foe,^
S.ay but the word, .iml I will be his priest.
Car. But I would have him dead, my lord of Suirolk,

Ere you can take due orders (or a priest

:

Say you consent, and censure well the dce'^
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And 1 11 provide his executioner,—
I tender so t he safety of my liege.

Sn/. Here is niy hand ; the deed is worthy doinsf.

Q. Mcxr. And so say I.

yori. And I : and now we three have spoke it.

It skills not greatly who impugns our doom.
Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Great lords, from Ireland am I come amain.

To .signify that rebels there are up.

And put the Englishmen unto the sword :

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betime.

Cefore the wound do grow uncurable

;

i'or. being green, there is great hope of help.

Car. A breach that craves a quick expedient stop :

What counsel give you in this weighty cause V

York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither

:

"Tis meet, that lucky ruler be employ'd

;

Witness the fortune he hath had in France
Som. If York, with all his far-fet policy.

Had been the regent there instead of nie.

He never would have stay'd in France so long.

York. No. not to lose it all. as thou hast done

:

I rather would have lost my life betimes.

Than bring a burden of dishonour home,
Bv staying there so long, till all were lost.

Show me one scar character'd on thy skin

:

Men's flesh preserv d so whole do seldom win.

Q. Mar. Nay then, this spark will prove a raging
fire.

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with :

No more, good York ;—sweet Somerset, be still

:

Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there,

Might happily have prov'd far worse than his.

York. What, worse than naught ? nay then, a shame
take all.

Som. And, in the number, thee, that wishest shame.
Car. My lord of York, try what your fortune is.

The uncivil kernes of Ireland are in arms,

And temper clay with blood of Englishmen

:

To Ireland will you lead a band of men.
Collected choicely, from each county some.

And try your hap against the Irishmen!
York. I will, my iord, so please his majesty.

Siif. Why, our authority is his consent.

And what we do establish, he confirms :

Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand.
York. I am content : provide me soldiers, lords.

Whiles I take order for mine own afiairs.

Snf. A charge, lord York, that I will see performed.

But now return we to the false duke Humphrey.
Car. No more of him : for I will deal with him.

That henceforth he shall trouble us no more

:

And so break off; the day is almost spent.

Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event.

York. My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days
At Bristol I expect mv soldiers ;

For there 111 ship the'm all for Ireland.

Suf. Ill see it truly done, my lord ofYork.
I
Exeunt all except York.

York. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful

And change misdoubt to resolution : [thoughts.

Be that thou hop'st to be ; or what thou art

Resign to death,— it is not worth the enjoying:

Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the mean-born man.
And find no harbour in a royal heart.

Faster than spring-time showers comes thought on
thought

;

And not a thought but thinks on dignity.

My brain, more busy than the labouring spider.

Weaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies..
Well, nobles, well, 'tis politicly done.
To send me packing with a host of men :

I fear me. you but warm the starved snake.
Who. cherish'd in your breasts, will sting your he.nrts.

"Twas men I lack'd. and you will give them me ;

I take it kindly; yet. be well assurd,
You jjut sharp we.ipons in a madman's hands.
Whiles I in Irel.and nourish a mighty b.-ind,

I will stir up in England some black storm.

Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven, or hell

;

And this fell tempest shall not cease to r.ige

Until the golden circuit on my head,
Like to the golden sun's transparent be.ams,

Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw.

And, for a minister of my intent,

I have seduc'd a headstrong Kentishman,
John Cade of Ashford,
To make commotion, as full well he can

Under the title of John Mortimer.
!n Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade
Oppose himself against a troop of kernes

;

And fought so long, till that his thighs \yith darts

Were almost like a sharp-quiil'd porcupine

:

And. in the end being rescu'd. I have seen
Him caper upright, like a wild Morisco.
Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells.

I'ull often, like a shag-haired crafty kerne,
H.ath he conversed with the enemy,
.\nd, undiscover'd, come to me again.
And given me notice of their villainies.

This devil here shall be my substitute ;

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead.
In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble :

I!y this I shall perceive the commons' mind.
How they affect the house and claim of York.
Say he be taken, rack'd and tortur'd,

I know no pain they can inflict upon him
Will make him say I mov'd him to those arms.
Say that he thrive, (as 'tis great like he will,)

Why, then from Ireland come I with my strength.

And reap the harvest which that rascal sow'd ;

For. Humphrey being dead, as he shall be.

And Henry put apart, the next for me. \E.\-it.

SCENE 11.—Bury. A Room in the Palace.

Enter certain Murderers, hastily.

1 Mur. Run to my lord of Suffolk ; let him know
We have despatch'd the duke, as he commanded.

2 Miir. O that it were to do !—What have we done ?

Didst ever hear a man so penitent!
Enter Suffolk.

I Mur. Here comes my lord.

Sn/. Now, sirs, have you despatch'd this thing ?

1 Mur. Ay, my good lord, he's dead
Su/. ^V]ly, that's well

,
said. Go. get you to my

I will reward you for this vent'rous deed. [house ;

The king and all the peers are here at hand:
Have you laid fair the bed f are all things well,

According as I gave directions?
1 Mur. 'Tis, my good lord
Su/. Away ! be gone. [E.reunt Murderers.

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, Cardinal Beau-
fort, Somerset. Lords, ami others.

A". Nen. Go, call our uncle to our presence
Say. we intend to try his grace to-day, [straight

;

If he be guilty, as 'tis pulilished.

.Su/. iTl call him presently, my noble lord. [Exit.

A'. Nen. Lords, take your places : and, I prgir you
all.

Proceed no straiter 'gainst our uncle Gloster,

Tli.in from true evidence, of good esteem,
He lie .approv'd in practice culpable.

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice should prevail,

That faultless may condemn a nobleman !

Pray God. he may acquit him of suspicion !

A". J/en. I thank thee, Margaret ; these words con-
tent me much.

—

Re-enter Suffolk.

How now! why look'st thou pale? why tremblest
thouS

Where is our uncle? what's the matter. Suffolk?

Suf. Dead in his bed. my lord ; Gloster is dead.
Q. Mar. Man-y, God forfend !

Car. God's secret judgment !—I did dream to-night

The duke was dumb aiid could not speak a word.
f The King j7ffl(»Mj.

Q. Mar. How fares my lord?-Help, lords! the
king is dead.

Som. Rear up his body ; wring him by the nose.

Q. Mar. Run, go, hell), help !—O Henry, ope thine
eyes!

Suf. He doth revive again ;—Madam, be patient.

K. Hen. O heavenly God 1

Q. Mar. How fares my gracious lord?
Suf. Comfort, my sov'reign! gracious Henry,

comfort I

A". Hen. Wh.at I doth my lord of Suffolk comfort
Came he right now to sing a raven's note. [me?
Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers

;

And thinks he. that the chirping of a wren,
By crj'ing comfort from a hollow breast.

Can chase away the first-conceived sound?
Hide not thy poison wtth such sugar'd words:
Lay not thy hands on jne ; forbear. 1 say;
Tlieir touch affrights me as a serpent's sting:
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Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight I

Upon ii\y eye-balls murdrous tyranny
Sits in glim majesty, to fright the world.
Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding :—
Yet do not go away :—come, basilisk,

And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight;

For in the shade of death I shall find joy,—
In life, but double deatli, now Cluster's dead.

Q. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk thus?
Although the duke was enemy to him,
Yet he, most Christian-like, laments his death ;

And for myself,—foe as he was to me,—
jMight liquid tears, or heart-offending groans.
Or blood-consuining sighs, recall his lite,

I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans,
I.ook pale as primrose with blood-drinking sighs,

And all to have the noble duke alive.

^Vhat know I how the world may deem of me J

For it is known we were but hollow friends

;

It may be judg'd I made the duke away :

So shall my name with slander's tongue be wounded,
And princes' courts be fiU'd with my reproach.
Tliis get I by his death : ah me, unhappy !

To be a queen, and crown d with infamy !

A'. Hen. Ah, woe is me for Gloster, wretched man
Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wTetchcd than he is.

What 1 dost thou turn away, and hide thy face i

I am no loathsome leper ; look on me.
What, ssl thou, like the adder, waxen deaf?
Be poisonous too, and kill thy forlorn queen.
Is all thy comfort shut in Gloster s tomb !

Why, then, dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy

:

Erect his statue then, and worship it.

And make mj' image but an alehouse sign.

Was I for this nigh %vreck'd upon the sea,

And twice by awkward wind from England's bank
Drove back again unto my native clime ?

What boded this, but well-forewarning wind
Did seem to say,—Seek not a scorpion's nest,

Nor set no footing on this unkind shore !

What did I then, out curs'd the gentle gusts.

And He tliat loos'd them from their brazen caves ;

And bid tliem blow towards England's blessed shore
Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rock 1

Yet .-Eolus would not be a murderer.
But left that hateful office unto thee :

The pretty vaulting sea refus'd to drown me ;

Knowing that thou wouldst have me drown'd on
shore,

With tears as salt as sea, through thy unkindness

:

The splitting rocks cower'd in tne sinking sands.
And would not dash me with their ragged^sides

;

Because thy flinty heart, more hard tnan they.
Might in thy palace perish Margaret.
As far as I could ken thy chalky cliffs.

When from thy shore tlie tempest beat us back,
I stood upon the hatches in the storm ;

And when the dusky sky began to rob
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land's view,
I took a costly jewel from my neck,

—

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds,—
And threw it towards thy land ; the sea receiv'd it

;

And so I wish'd thy body might my heart

:

And even with this I lost fair England's view.
And bid mine eyes bo packing with my heart,
And call'd them blind and dusky spectacles.
For losing ken of Albion's wished coast.

How often have I tempted SulTulk's tongue
(The agent of thy foul inconstancy)
To sit and witch ntc, as Ascanius did.
When he to madding Dido would unfold
His father's acts, commenc'd in burning Troy?
Am I not witch'd like her? or thou not false like him!
Ah me, 1 can no more I Die, Margaret,
For Henry weeps tliat thou dost live so long.

Noise Tuilhin. Eiilcr Warwick and Salisbury. Thi
Qummans pica to the door.

War. It is reported, mighty sovereign.
That good Duke Humphrey trait'rousTy is inurder'd
By Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort's means.
Tlie comnioiis. like an angry hive of bees
That want their leader, scatter up and down.
And care not who they sting in his revenge.
My.elf have cahn'd their spleenful mutiny,
Until thi:y hear the order of his death.
K. Ihn Tliat he is dead, good Warwick, lis too

Qut how he died, God knows, not Henry

:

\true ;

Enter his chamber, view his breathless corse,

.\\\A comment then upon his sudden death.
ll'ar. That shall I do, my liege.—Stay, Salisbury,

With the rude multitude, till I return.

[Warwick goes into an inner chamber i
SaHsbury retires.

K. Hen. O Thou that judjiest all things, stay my
thoughts,

—

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soul
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey's lifet

If my suspect be false, forgive me, God

;

For judgment only doth belong to Thee.
Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips

With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears

;

To tell my love unto his deaf dumb trunk.
And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling

:

But all in vain are these mean obsequies ;

.\nd to survey his dead and earthy image.
What were it but to make my sorrow greater?

\Tlic doors 0/ the inner chanioer are thrown
open, and Gloster is discovered dead
in his bed: Warwick and others stand-
ing by it.

jyar. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view this

body.
K. Hen. That is to see how deep ray grave if

made

;

For with his soul fled all my worldly solace.
For seeing him, I see my life in death.

Jl'ar. As surely as my soul intends to live
With that dread King, tliat took our state upon Him
To free us from His Father's wrathful curse,
1 do beheve that violent hands were laid
Upon the life of this thrice-fam&d duke.

Siif. A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn tongue.'
What instance gives lord Warwick for his vow t

ll'ar. See how the blood is settled in his face.
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost.
Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless.
Being all descended to the labouring heart

;

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death.
Attracts the same for aidance "gainst the enemy ;

Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er retumetli
To blush and beautify the cheek again.
But see, his face is black, and full of blood;
His eye-balls farther out tiian when he Uv'd,
Staring full ghastly like a strangled man ;

His hair uprear'd, his nostrils 'stretched with strug-
gling ;

His hands abroad display'd, as one that grasp'd
And tugg'd for life, and was by strength subdu'd

:

Look on the sheets, his hair, you see, is sticking

;

His well-proportion'd beard made rough and ruggecl,
Like to the summer's corn by tempest lodg'd.
It cannot be but he was murder'd here ;

The least of all these signs were probable.
Siiy. Why, Warwick) who should do the duke to

death ?

Myselfand Beaufort had him in protection;
And we, I hope, sir, are no murderers.

Il^ar. But both of you were vow'd Duke Hum-
phrey's foes

;

And you, forsooth, had the good duke to keep

:

Tis like you would not feast him like a friencf

;

And 'tis well seen he found an enemy.
Q. Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these noblemen

As guilty of Duke Humphrey's timeless death.
lyar. Who finds the heifer dead, and bleeding

fresh.
And sees fast by a butcher with an axe.
But will suspect 'twas he that made the slaughter?
Who finds the partridge in the puttock's nest,
But m.iy imagine how the bird was detid.
Although the kite soar wiiii unblc^odied beak?
"ven so suspicious is ihis lra'.4edy.

y. Mar. Arc you the butcher, Suffolk! where's
your knile?

.Si,/. I we.ir no kill

iut here s a vengcfu
fe to sl;iughtcr sleeping men;

cl, ru'^led with e.lse.
Th.it shall be secured in hi

That slanders me with imirdurs c riniscm badge

:

.Say, ifthou d.ir'ht. proud l.r.l >,( W.irwickshire,
That I am fauUy in Duke llinnphrey s de.nli.

|/;A««(<C.ir.lin.il, Som,. aiidot/ien.
lyar. Wh.it d.ites not Warwick, if false Sulfoik

dare hunt
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Q. Afar. He dares not culm his eontumelious spirit,

Nor cease to be an arrogant controller,
Though Suffolk dare hini twenty thousand times.
IVar. Madam, be still,:—with reverence may I say;

For every word j'ou sjieak in his behalf
Is slander to your royal dignitj'.

Stty. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in demeanour I

If ever lady wrong'd her lord so much.
Thy mother took into her blameful bed
Some stern untutord churl, and noble stock
Was graft with crab-tree slip ; whose fruit thou art,
And never of the Nevil's noble race.

ll'ar. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee.
And I should rob the deathsman of his fee.
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames,
And that my sov'reign's presence makes me mild,
I would, false nmrd'rous coward, on thy knee
Make thee beg pardon for thy pass6d speecli,
And say it was thy mother that thou mean'st.
That thou thyself wast born in bastardy

;

And, after all this fearful homage done.
Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell,
I'crnicious bloodsucker of sleeping men.
Sh/' Thou slialt be waking while I shed thy blood,

1 f from this presence thou dar'st go with me.
U'lri: Away even now, or I will drag thee hence :

Unworthy though thou art, I'll cope w-ith thee.
And do some service to duke Huniphrey's ghost.

I
Exeunt Suffclk and Warwick

K, Hen. What stronger breast-plate than a heart
untainted I

Thrice is he arni'd that hath his quarrel just;
And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel,
M'hose conscience with injustice is corrupted.

Q. Mar. What noise is this? \A noise -within

Re-enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their weapons
drawn.

K. Hen. Why, how now, lords ! your wrathful
weapons drawn.

Here in our presence I dare you be so bold?

—

AVhy, what tunuiltuous clamour have we here?
Su/'. The traitorous Warwick, with the men of Bury,

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign.
Sal. Sirs, stand

Apart ; the king shall know your mind.

—

Dread lord, the commons send you word by me.
Unless false Suffolk straight be done to death,
Or banished fair England's territories.
They will by violence tear him from your palace.
And torture him with grievous ling'ring death.
They say by him the good duke Humphrey died

;

They say, in him they fear your highness' death ;

And mere instinct of love and loyalty,

—

Free from a stubborn opposite intent.
As being thought to contradict your liking,—
Makes them thus forward in his banishment.
They say, in care of your most royal person.
That if your highness should intend to sleep.
And charge that no man should disturb your rest.
In pain of your dislike, or pain of death;
Yet, notivithstanding such a strait edict,
'W'ere there a serpent seen, with forked tongue.
That slily gUded towards your majesty,
1 1 were but necessary you were waked ;

l-est, being suffer'd in that harmful slumber.
The mortal worm might make the steep eternal

:

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid.
That they will guard youi whe'ryou will or no,
Trom such fell serpents as false Suffolk is

;

"With whose envenomed and fatal sting.
Your loving uncle, twenty times his worth.
They say, is shamefully bereft of life.

Coinntons.
[
ll^ithin.

\ An answer from the kinj

my lord of Salisbury I

Sit/. 'Tis like the connnons, rude unpolish'd hinds,
<"ould send such message to their sovereign

;

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ'd.
To show how quaint an orator you are

:

But all the honour Salisbury hath won,
Is, that he was the lord ambassador.
Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king.'
Commons. [lVithm.\ An answer from the king, c

we will all break in I

A'. Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from me,
I thank them for their tender loving care ,

And had 1 not been cited so by them,
Ve* did I iturpose as tliej' do entreat

;
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For, sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy
Mischance unto my state by Sutfolk's means

:

And therefore, by His majesty I swear,
Whose far unworthy deputy I am.
He shall not breathe infection in this air

But three days longer, on the pain of death.
{Exit Salisbuiy.

Q. Mar. O Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk 1

A'. Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle Suffolk I

No more, I say : if thou dost plead for him.
Thou wilt but add increase unto my wrath.
Had I but said. 1 would have kept my word

;

But when 1 swear, it is irrevocable.

—

[To Suffolk.] If after three days' space, thou here
be'st found.

On any ground that I am ruler of.

The world shall not be ransom for thy life.—
Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with nie ;

I have great matters to impart to thee.
[ExetcHt K. Henry, AVarwick, Lords, Q-c.

O. Mar. Mischance and sorrow go along with you 1

Heart's discontent and sour aitiictidu.

Be playfellows to keep you company I

There's two of you ; tlie devil make a third I

And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps I

Sit/. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations,
,ind let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave.

Q. Mar. Fie, coward woman, and soft-hearted
wretch I

Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies?
Sitf. A plague upon them 1 Wherefore should I

curse them ?

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's groan,
I would invent as bitter-searching terms,
As curst, as harsh, as horrible to hear,
Deliver'd strongly through my fixed teeth.
With full as many signs of deadly hate.
As lean-fac'd Envy in her loathsome cave

:

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words

;

Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint

;

My hair be fix'd on end, as one distract

;

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban:
And even now my burden'd heart would break.
Should I not curse tlieni. Poison be their drink

!

Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste!
Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress trees!
Their chiefest prospect, nuirdering basilisks !

Their softest touch, as smart as lizards' stings t

Their nmsic, frightful as the serpent's hiss.

And boding screech-owls make the concert full 1

All the foul terrors in dark-seated hell

—

fthyself

;

O. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou tonnent'st
.\nd these dread curses,—like the sun 'gainst glass,
( )r like an overcharged gun.—recoil.

And turn the force of tli'em upon thyself.

Sit/. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave ?

Now, by the ground that I am banish'd from.
Well could I curse away a winter's night.
Though standing naked on a mountain top,
Wliere biting cold would never lot grass grow.
And think it' but a minute spent in sport.

Q. Mar. O, let me entreat thee, cease ! Give mc thy
Tliat I may dew it with my mournful tears ; j^hand.
Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place.
To wash away my woful monuments.
O, could this icissbe printed in thy hand,

\Kisses his haaa.
That thou mightst think tipon these by the seal.

Through whom a thousand sighs are breatli'd fur thee I

So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief;

'Tis but surniis'd whiles thou art standing by,
.\s one that surfeits, thinking on a want.
1 will repeal thee, or, be well assur'd,
.Vdventure to be banished myself:
.\nd banished 1 am, if but from thee.
Go ; speak not to me ; even now be gone.

—

o not yet !—Even thus two friends condeum'd
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves,
Eoather .a hundred times to part than die.

Yet now f.newell ; and fare^\ ell hfe with thee I

Sit/. Thus is poor Sullolk ten times banished.-^
Once by the king, and th.ree times thrice by ilig^,

'Tis not the land I care for, wert thou theilvig
\

A wilderness is populous enough.
So Suffolk had thy heavenly company

:

For where thou art, thert is the world itself,

With every several pleasure in the wurlUi
And where thou art not, duulvaioiu
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^can no more :—live thou to joy thy life

;

Myself to joy in nought, but that thou liv'st.

Enter Vaux.
O. Af,ir. Whither goes Vaux so fast J what news, I

?'.!«A-. To siijnify unto his majesty [pr'ytheei
That cardinal Beaufort is at point of death i

}'or suddenly a grievous sickness took him,
Tliat makes him j^asp, and stare, and catch the air,

ni.xsphemin,^ God, and cursin>j men on earth.
S'liuetime he t.allcs as if duke Humplirey's ghost
Were by his sid; ; sometime he calls the king,
And whispers to his pillow, as to him,
The secrets of his overcharged soul;
Aiui I am sent to tell his majesty
riiat even now he cries aloud for him.

r>. Mar. Go tell this heavy message to the king.
[Exit Vaux.

Ah me I what is this world ! what news are these 1

r.ut wherefore grieve I at an hour's poor loss,
( *initting Suffolk's exile, ray soul's treasure?
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee.
And with- the southern clouds contend in tears,

—

'I'hcirs for the earth's increase, mine for my sorrows?
N 'jw get thee hence : the king, thou know'st, is coining

;

i f thou be found by me, thou art but dead.
Stt/'. If I depart from thee, I cannot live

;

And in thy sight to die, what were it else
Hut like a pleasant slumber in thy lap?
Here could I breathe my soul into the air,

.\s mild and gentle as the cradle-babe.
Dying with mother's dug between its lips

:

\\'here, from thy sight, I should be ragmg mad,
And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes.
To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth ;

'"o shouldst thou either turn my flying soul,
I )r I should breathe it so into thy body.
And then it liv'd in sweet Elysium.
To die by tliee, were but to die in jest

;

I'rom thee to die, were torture more than death

:

O. let me stay, befall what may befall

!

Q. Afar. Away I though parting be a fretful c6r-
It is applied to a deathful wound. Irosive,
To France, sweet Suftolk : let nie hear from thee;
I'or whereso'er thou art in this world's globe,
1 11 have an Iris that shall find thee out.

Sit/. I go.
1>. Mar. And take my heart with thee.
.Su/". A jewel, lock'd into the wofuU'st cask

That ever did contain a thing of worth,
l-'ven as a splitted bark, so sunder wc

;

This way fall I to death,
Q. M^ir. This way for me.

[Exeunt, severalty,

SCENE 111.—London. Cardinal Beaufort's
Btdcfui7fi0tr.

Hitler King Henry. Salisbury, AVarwick, and otiiers.

Tlte Cardinal in bed ; Attendants with him.

K. Hen. How fares my lord J speak, Beaufort, to thy
sovereign.

Car. If thou be'st death, I'll give thee Hnglati is

Knough to purchase such another island, [treasure.

So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain.

K. Hen. Ah, wli.it a sign 't is of evil life,

Vhere death s apiJroach is seen so terrible !

l^'ar. Beaufort, it is thy sov'rcign speaks to thee.
Car. Brin^ me unto my trial when you will.

1 )ied he not m his bed? where shoula he die?
I an I make men live, wlie r they will or no ?

—

O, torture me no more, I will confess.

—

Alive .again? then show me where he is:

I II give a thousand pound to look upon him.

—

Uehath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them.—
Comb down his hair ; look, look ! it stands upri,L;lit,

I.ike lime-lwigs set to catch my winged soul !

—

< tivc me some drink ; .ind bid the apothecary
Bring the strong poison tint I bought of him.

A'. Hen. OTliou eternal ni'tver of the heavens,
I .'lok with a gontio eye upMU this wretch 1

I ). beat away the busy mciidling lieiul,

Th.u l.iys strong siege unio this wretch's soul,
.\n.l from his bosom purge this black despairl

ll'ar. See how the p.ings nf death do make him grin

!

.">.»/ Disturb him not. let hnn p.iss peaceably.
K. Hen. Peace to his soul, if GotVsgood pleasure be I

i.urj t.ardin^, UUiou Uiink'st ou heaven's bUss,
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Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope.

—

He dies, and makes w^j sign : O God, forgive him I

IVar. So bad a death argues a monstrous life.

A". Hen. Forbear to judge, fur we are sinners all,

—

Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close ;

And let us all to meditation. [£jre«/rf

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Kent. The Seashore j/i-ar Dover.

Firing Jieard at Sea. Then enter from a boat, a
Captain, a Master, a Master's-Mate, Walter
Whitmore, and others ; -with them Suffolk, ami
otlier Gentlemen, prisoners.

Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful day
Is crept into the bosom of the sea ;

And now loud-howling wolves arouse the jades
That drag the tragic melancholy night

;

Who, with their drowsy, slow, and nagging wings.
Clip dead men's graves, and from their misty jaws
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air :

Therefore bring forth the soldiers of our prize ;

For. whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs,
Here shall they make their ransom on the sand.
Or with their blood stain this discolour'd shore.

—

Master, this prisoner freely give I thee :

—

And thou that art his mate, make boot of this ;

—

The other (P^'wij'xirrtf Suffolk,] WaUer Whitmore, is

thy share,
I Gent. What is my ransom, master ? let me know.
Mast. A thousand crowns, or else lay down your

head.
Mate. And so much shall you give, or off goes yours.
Cap. What, think you much to pay two thousand

crowns.
And bear the name and port of gentleman?—
Cut both the villains' throats ;—for die you shall :—
The lives of those which we have lost in fight.
Cannot be counterpois'd with such a petty sum.

1 Gent. I'll give it, sir ; and therefore spare my life.

2 Gent. And so wil\ I, and ivrite home for it straight.
Whit. I To Su£] I lost mine eye in laying the prize

aboard.
And therefore to revenge it shalt thou die ;

And so should these, if I might have ray will.

Cap. Be not so rash ; take ransom ; let him live.

Sitf, Look on my George, I am a gentleman;
Rate me at what thou ™lt, thou shall be paid.
Whit. And so am I ; my name is Walter Whitmore.

How now! why start'st thou? what, dotli death
affright?

Sit/. Thy name affrightsme, in whose sound is death.
A cunning man did calculate my birth.
And told me that by -water I should die :

Yet let not this make thee lie bloody-minded
;

Thy name is—Ganltier. being riglitly sounded.
Whit. Gaultier, or Walter, which it is. I care not :

Never yet did base dishonour blur our name.
But with our sword we wip'd away the blot

;

Therefore, when merchant-like I sell revenge.
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defac'd.
And I proclaim'd a coward through the world !

[Lays hold ok Suffolk.
Su/. Stay, ^Vhittn(Jre ; for thy prisoner is a prince.

The duke of Sutlolk, Willi.un De-la-I'oole.
Whit. The duke of Suffolk muftled up in rags I

Siif. Ay, but these rags are no part of the duke

:

Jove sometime went disguis'd; .ind why not I ?

Cap. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be.
Su/. Obscure and lowly swain, king Henry s blooil.

The honourable blood of Lancaster,
Must nut be shed by such a jaded groom.
Hast thou not kLss'd thy hand, and lield mv stirrup.'
B.ire-headed jilodded by my foot-cloth mule.
And thought thee happy when I .shook my head?
How often h.ist thou waited at my cup,
I'rd from my trencher, kneel'd down .it the board.
When I li..v,fe.istedwith .lueen Marg.iretY
KememWur it. .iiid let it ni.ike thee crest-fall'n;
Ay, aii'l all.iy this thy abortive pride :

How in uur vidiug lobby h.ist thou stood,
And duly w.utLd for iriy coming forth ?

•This h.indof muie hath writ in Ihy behalf.
And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue.

I n'iiit. Spe..k, captain, shall I itdb the forlorn

1
swaiu ?

A A
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Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath me
Su/. Base slave, thy words are blunt, and so art thou.

Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat's side

Strike off his head.
Siif. Thou dar'st not for thy own.
Cap. Yes, Poole.
Suf. Poole I

Cap. Poole I Sir Poole I lord 1

Ay, kennel, puddle, sink ; whose filth and dirt

Troubles the silver sprlui^^ where Eng^land drinks.
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth.
For swallowing the treasure of the realm

:

Thy lips, that kiss'd the queen, shall sweep the ground;
And thou, that smil'dst at good duke Humphrey's
Aeainst the senseless winds shall grin in vain, [death,
Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again:
And wedded be thou to the hags of hell,

For daring to affy a mighty lord
Unto the daughter of a worthless kinef,

Having neither subject, wealth, nor diadem.
By devilish policy art thou grown great.
And, like ambitious Sylla, overgorg'd
With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart.

By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France;
The false revolting Normans thorough thee
Disdain to call us lord ; and Picardy
Hath slain their governors, surpris'd our forts.

And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home.
The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all,

—

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain,

—

As hating thee, are rising up in arms :

And now the house ofYork,—thrust from the crown,
By shameful murder of a guiltless king,
And lofty proud encroaching tyranny,

—

Burns with revenging fire ; whose hopeful colours
Advance our half-faced sun, striving to shine,
Under the which is writ Invitis nubibits.
The connnons here in Kent are up in arms

:

And to conclude, reproach, and beggary.
Is crept into the palace of our king.
And all by thee.—Away 1 convey him hence,

Siif. O that I were a ^od, to shoot forth thunder
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudj^es I

Small things make base men proud : this villain here.
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more
Than Bargains the strong Illyrian pirate.

Drones suck not eagles' blood, but rob bee-hives :

It is impossible that I should die
By such a lowly vassal as thyself.

Thy words move rage, and not remorse, in me :

I go of message from the queen to France ;

I charge thee, waft me safely cross the channel.
Cap. Walter,—
JVhii. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy

death.
_

[fear

Sitf. Pentt gelidiis tivior occupat artus :
—

'tis thee \

iVhit. Thou shalt liave cause to fear before I

leave thee.
What, are ye daunted now? now will ye stoop?

I Gent. My gracious lord, entreat hun, speak him
fair.

Suf. Suffolk's imperial tongue is stern and rough,
Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour.
Far be it we should honour such as these
With humble suit :—no, rather let my head
Stoop to the block, than these knees bow to any,
Save to the God of heaven, and to my king

;

And sooner diince upon a bloody pole.

Than stand uncover'd to the vulgar groom.
True nobility is exempt from fear:

—

More can I bear than you dare execute.
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more.
Suf. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can.

That this my (.leath may never be forgot J

—

Great men oft die by vile bezonians

:

A Roman swordcr and banditto slave
Murder'd sweet TuUy ; Brutus' bastard hand
Stabb'd Julius Caesar; savage islanders

Pompey the great ; and SuA'olk dies by pirates.
\nxit Suf., luith Whit, and others.

Cap. And as for these whose ransom we have set,

It is our pleasure one of them depart :

—

Therefore, come you with us, and let him go.
{Bxeti.nt all butfirst Gentleman.

AV-^«/t;r Whitmore, with Suffolk's body.
}Vhit. There let his head and lifeless body lie,

Vntil the queen, his mistress, bury it. {Exit.

I Gent. O^ barbarous and bloody spectacle !

Ills body will I bear unto the king,
I f he revenge it not, yet will his friends

;

So will the queen, that living held him dear.
{Exit with the. body

SCENE 11.—Blackheath,

Enter George Bevis and ]o\-\xi Holland.

Geo. Come, and get thee a sword, though made of
a lalh : they have been up these two days.
John. They have the more need to sleep now,

then.
Geo. I tell thee. Jack Cade, the clothier, means to

dress the commonwealth, and turn it, and set a new
nap upon it.

yohn. So he had need, for 'tis threadbare. Well,
I say it was never merry world in England since
gentlemen came up.

Geo. O miserable age I Virtue is not regarded in

handicraftsmen.
yohn. The nobility think scorn to go in leather

aprons.
Geo. Nay, more, the king's council are no good

workmen.
yohn. True ; and yet it is said,—labour in thy

vocation : which is as much to say, as.—let the
magistrates be labouring men; and therefore should
we be magistrates.

Geo. Thou hast hit it; for there 's no better sign of
a brave mind, than a hard hand.
John. I see them ! I see them ! There 's Best's

son, the tanner of Wingham,

—

Geo. i-Ie shall have the skins of our enemiesto make
dog's leather of.

yohn. And Dick the butcher,

—

Geo. Then is sin struck down like an ox, and
iniquity's throat cut like a calf.

yohn. And Smith the weaver.
Geo. Argo, their thread of life is spun.
yohn^ Come, come, let 's fall in with them.
Drum. Enter Cade, Dick the Bittcher, Smith the

IVeavery and others in great 7tuniber.

Cade. We John Cade, so termed of our supposed
father,

—

Dick, [Aside.] Or rather, of stealing a cade of
herrings.

Cade. For our enemies shall fall before us,—inspired
with the spirit of putting down kings and princes,

—

Commanci silence.

Dick. Silence I

Cade, My father was a Mortimer.

—

Dick. [Aside.\ He was an honest racin, and a good
bricklayer.

Cade. My motlier a Plantagenet,

—

Dick. [Aside.] I knew her well ; she was a midwife.
Cade, My wife descended of the Lacies,

—

Dick. yAside.] She was, indeed, a pedlar's daughter,
and sold many laces.

S>nith. [Aside.\ But now of late, not able to travel

with her furred pack, she washes bucks here at home.
Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable house.
Ditk. {Aside.\ Ay. by my faith, the field is honour-

able ; and there was he born, under a hedge ; for his
father liad never a house, but the cage.

Cade. Valiant I am.
Smith, \Aside.\ 'A must needs; for beggary is

valiant.

Cade. I am able to endure much.
Dick. [Aside. | No question of that ; for I have seen

him whipped three market days together.
Cade. J fear neither sword nor fire.

Smith. [Aside. ] He need not fear the sword ; for his

coat is of proof.
Dick. [Aside.] But methiuks he should stand in

fear of fire, being burnt i' the hand for stealing of
sheep.

Cade. Be brave, then ; for your captain is brave,
and vows reformation. There shall, be in England
seven half-penny loaves sold for a penny: the three-
hooped pot sliall have ten hoops ; and 1 will make it

felony to drink small beer : all the realm shall be in

conunon; and in Cheapside shall my palfrey go to

grass : and when I am king, (as king X will be)

—

All, God save your majesty I

Cade. I thank you, good people :—there shall be no
money: all shall eat and drink on my score; and I

will apparel them all in one hvery. that they may
agree hke brothers, and worship me their lord
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Didb. The first thing we do, let's kill all the law-yers.

Cadi:. Nay, th;it 1 mean to do. Is not this a lament-
able thing, tliat of the skin of an innocent lamb should
be made parchment t that parchment, being scribbled

i

o'er, should undo a man? Some say, the bee stings :

but I say "tie the bee's wax ; for I did but seal once to

a thing, and I was never mine own man since.—How
now 1 'who's there ?

Enter some, bi-iiis'iiii: !>' tlic Clerk of Chatham,
Smith. The clerk of Chatham : he can write and

read, and cast account.
Cade. O monstrous I

Smith. 'We took him setting of boys" copies.

Cade. Here's a villain

!

Smith. 'Has a book in his pocket, with red letters

in 't.

Cade. Nay then, he is a conjuror.

Dick. Nay, he can make obhgations, and write
court-hand.

Cade. I am sorry for 't : the man is a proper man, of
mine honour; unless I find him guilt)', he shall not
die.—Come hither, sirrah, I must examine thee : what
is thy name !

Clerk. Emmanuel.
Dick. They use to write it on the top of letters.—

'TvnSX go hard with you.
Cade. Let me alone.—Dost thou use to write thy

name ? or hast thou a mark to thyself, Uke an honest
plain-dealing man?

Clerk. Sir. I thank God, I have been so well brought
up, that I can write my name.
All. He hath confessed: away with him 1 he's a

villain, and a traitor.

Cade. Away with him, I say ! hang him with his pen
and ink-horn about his neck.

\HxettHi some with the Clerk.
Enter Michael.

Vieh. 'Where's our general?
Cade. Here I am, thou particular fellow.

Mich. Fly, fly, fly ! Sir Humphrey Stafford and liis

brotlier are hard by. with the kind's forces.

Cade. Stand, villain, stand, or 111 feU thee down. He
shall be encountered with a man as good as himself

:

he is but a knight, is 'a!

Mich. No.
CacU. To equal him, I will make myself a knight

presently. [K}ieels.'\ Rise up Sir John Mortimer,
j

I
Rises. ] Now have at him. _

|

Enter Sir Humphrey Stanord and WiUiam his \

Brother, -with dr-iim and/orccs.
Staf. RebeUious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent,

Mark'd for the gallows, lay your weapons down ;

Home to your cottages, forsake this groom:
The king is merciful, if you revolt.

;K. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to blood,

If you go forward, therefore yield, or die.

Cade. As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass not

:

It is to you, ^ood people, that I speak.
O'er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign;
For 1 am rightful heir unto the crown.
Staf. Vilbiin. thy father was a plasterer

;

And thou thyself a shearman, .art thou notj
Cade. And Adam was a gardener.
/*•'. Staf. And what of that ?

Cade. Marry, this:—Edmund Mortimer, earl of
March, [not?

Married the IJukc of Clarence' daughter,—did he
Staf. Ay, sir.

CcuU. By her he had two children at one birth.

W. Staf. That's false.

Cade. Ay, there's the question ; but I say, 'tis true

:

The elder of them, being put to nurse.
Was by .i beggar-wom.an stol'n away

;

And, ignorant of his birth .and parentage.
Became a bricklayer when he came to age

:

His vjn am I ; deny it, if you can.
Dick. Nay, 'tis too true ; therefore he shall be king.
Smith. .Sir, he made a chimney in my father's house,

and the bricks are alive at this day to testify it ; therc-
frire deny it not.

Slaf. And will you credit this base drudge's words,
That speaks he knows not what?

jittl. Ay, marry, will wi; ; therefore get ye gone.
ly. Staf. Jack Cade, the duke of York hath taught

you this. *

Cade. \Aside.\\\<: lies, for I invented it myself.—Go
to, sirrah : tell the king from me, that, for his fathc
sake, Henry the fifth, in whose time boys went to

span-counter for French crowns. I am content he shall

reign ; but I'll be protector over him.
Dick. And furthermore, we'll have the lord Say's

head, for selling the dukedom of Maine.
Cade. And good reason ; for thereby is England

maimed, and fain to .go with .a stall', but that my puis-

mce holds it up. Fellow kuigs. 1 tell you tliat that
lord Say hath gelded tlie commonwealth, and made it

a eunuch ; and more than that, he can speak French ;

and therefore he is a traitor.

Staf. O, gross and miserable ignorance

!

Cade. Nay, answer, if you can :—the Frenchmen are
our enemies ; go to, then, I ask but this,—can he that
speaks with the tongue of an enemy be a good coun-
sellor, or no ?

All. No, no ; and therefore we'll have his head.
/^. Staf. Well, seeing gentle words will not prevail.

Assail them with the army of the king.
Slaf. Herald, away ; and throughout every town.

Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ;

That those which fly before the battle ends.
May, even in their wives' and children's sight,

Be hang'd up for example at their doors :

And you, that be the king's friends, follow me.
[Exeimt the two Staffords andforces.

Cade. And you, that love the commons, foUow me.
Now show yourselves men : 'tis for liberty.

We will not leave one lord, one gentleman

:

Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon

;

For they are thrifty honest men, and such
As would {but that they dare not) take our parts.
Dick. They are all in order, .and march toward us.

Cade. But then are we in order, when we are most
out of order. Come, march forward ! \ExeH7U.

SCENE in.—Another Part of Blackheath.
Alarums. TJie two Parties enter andJi^ht, and

both the Staffords arc slain.
Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford 7

Dick. Here, sir.

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and oxen,
and thou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in

thine own slaughter-house : therefore, thus will I

reward thee,—The Lent shall be as long again as it

is ; and thou shalt have a licence to kill for a hundred
lacking one.
Dick, I desire no more.
Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservest no less.

This monument of the victory will I bear; \Pnts on
Sir H. Stafford's armour.] and the bodies shall be
dragged at my horse' heels, till I do come to London,
where we will have the mayor's sword borne before us.

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break
open the jails, and let out the prisoners

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's

march towards London. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter King Henry, reading a Sufflication : the
Duke of Buckingham rt«r? Lord Say ivi/h him:
at a distance, (jueen Margaret, moiirninff over
Suffolk's head.

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard that grief softens the
And makes it fearful and degenerate ; fmind.
Think therefore on revenge, and cease to weep.
But who can cease to weep, and look on lliis?

Here may his head lie on my throbbing breast:
But Where's the body that I should embrace ?

Kitck. What answer makes your grace to the rebels'
supplication f

K. Hen. I'll send some holy bishop to entreat

;

For God forbid so many simple souls
Should perish by the sword ! And I myself.
Rather than bloody war shall cut them short.

Will parley with Jack Cade their gener.al :

—

But stay, I'll read it over once again.
Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains 1 hath this lovely

Rul'd, like a wandering pl.anet, over me, (face
And could it not enforce thoni to relent.

That were unworthy to behold the s.ainc?

K. Hen. Lord Say, Jack Caile hath sworn to have
thy he.ad.

Say. Ay, but 1 hope your highness shall have his.

A'. Hen. How now, madam I

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolk's death?
I fear me, love, if that 1 h.'id been dead.
Thou wouldest not have mourn d so much for me.
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g. May. No, my love; I should not mourn, but die
for thee.

Enter a Messenger.
A'. Hen. How now I what news ? why com'st thou in

such haste?
Mess. The rebels are in Soiithwark ; fly, my lord I

{ack Cade proclaims himself lord Mortimer,
)escendedfrom the Duke of Clarence' liouse ;

And calls your grace usurper openly.
And vows to crown himself in Westminster.
His army is a ragged multitude
Of hinds and peasants, rude and merciless;
Sir Humphrey Statford and his brother's death
Hath given them heart and courage to proceed :

All scholars, lawyers, coui'tiers, gentlemen.
They call false caterpillars, and intend their death.
K. Jiett. O graceless men 1 they know not what

they do.
Buck. My gracious lord, retire to Killingwotth,

Until a power be rais'd to put them down."
O. Mai: Ah, were the duke of Sutfolk now alive,

These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas'd 1

A' Hen. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee ;

Therefore away with us to Killingworth.
Say. So might your grace's person be in danger ;

The sight of me is odious in their eyes :

And therefore in this city will I stay.
And live alone as secret as I may.

Enter a second Messenger.
2 Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridge ; th

Fly an<l forsake their houses

:

[citizens
The rascal people, thirsting after prey.
Join with the traitor ; and they jointly swear
To spoil the city, and your royal court.
Buck. Then linger not, my lord ; away, take horse.
A'. Hen. Comei Margaret ; God, our hope, will suc-

cour us.

Q. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is dcceas'd,
K.Hen. [T^t? Lord Say.] Farewell, my lord : trust

not the Kentish rebels.

Bieck. Trust nobody, for fear you be betrayed.
Say. The trust I have is in mine innocence.

And therefore am I bold and resolute. {Exeunt,

SCENE V.—London. The Tower.
Enter Lord Scales and others^ on the walls.. TheJi

enter certain- Citizens, beloiu..

Scales, How now I is Jack Cade slain?
I at. No, my lord, nor likely to be slain ; for they

have won the bridge, killing all those that withstand
them : the lord mayor craves aid of your honour from
tlie Tower, to defend the city from the rebels.

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall command
;

But I am troubled here with them myself;
The rebels have assayed to win the tower.
But get you to Smithfield, and gather head.
And thither I will send you Matthew Gough :

Fight for your king, your coimtry, and your lives

;

And so, farewell, for I must hence again. [Exeitnt.

SCENE VL—London. Cannon Street.

Enter ]:ic\z Cade, and hisfoUoivers. He strikes his
staffoii Lo7ido7i-st07ic.

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And here,
sitting upon London-stone, I charge and command,
ihat, of the city's cost, the pissing-conduit run nothing
but claret wine this first year of our reign. And now.
licnceforward, it shall be treason for any that calls

me other than lord Mortimer.
Enter a Soldier. r-KHnin^.

Sold. Jack Cade I Jack Cade I

Cade. Knock him down there. [ They kilt him.
Smith. If this fellow be wise, he'll never call you

Jack Cade more : I think he hath a very fair warning.
Dick. My lord, there's an army gathered together

in Smithfield.
Cade. Come then, let's go fight with them ; but

first, go and set London-bridge "on fire ; and, if j'ou

can, burn down the Tower too. Come, let's away.
{Exennt.

SCENE VIL—London. Smithfield.

Alarum, Enter, on one side^ Cade ajid his com-
pany ; on the other. Citizens, and the King's
y'orif'\; headed ly Matthew Gough. They Ji^ht

;

the Citizens are routed^ and Matthew Gough is

slain
Cade. So, sirs:—Now go some and pull do^vn the

SKCOND PART OF KINO HENRY VI. Act 4.

Savoy ; others to the inns of court ; down with them
all.

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship.
Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that

word. [out of your mouth.
Dick. Only, that the laws of England may come
John. \Aside..\ 'Mass, 'twill be sore law, then; for

he was thrust in the mouth with a spear, and 'tis not
whole yet.

.Smith. [Aside.] Nay. John, it will be stinking law ;

for his breath stinks with eatinsr toasted cheese.
Cade. I have thoue^ht upon it, it shall be so. Away,

burn all the records of the realm : my mouth shall be
the parliament of England.
John. [Aside.] Then we are like to have bitinp;

statutes, tmless his teeth be pulled out. [comuiou.
Cade. And henceforward all things shall be in

•Bflier a Messenger.
Mess. My lord, a prize, a prize ! here's the lord Say.

which sold the towns in France ; he that made us p.iy
one and twenty fifteens, and one shilling' to the pound,
the last subsidy.

Enter George Bevis, with the Lord Say.
'

Cade. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten times.
—Ah, thou say, thou sero^e, nay, thou buckram lord !

now art thou within pomt-blank of our jurisdiction
regal. "What canst thou answer to my majesty, for
giving up of Normandy unto monsieur Basimecu. the
dauphin of France ? Be it known unto thee by thesi
presence, even the presence of Lord Mortimer, that I

am the besom that must sweep the court clean of such
filth as thou art. Thou hast most traitorously cor-
pted the youth of the realm in erecting a grannnar-

school : and whereas, before, our fore-fathers had no
other books but the score and the tally, thnu hast
caused printing to be used ; and. contrary to tlie king,
his crown, and dignity, thou hast built a papcr-miU.
It will be proved to thy face, that thou hast -men
about thee that usually talk of a noun anrl a verb, and
such abominable words as no Christian ear can endure
to hear. Thou hast appointed justices of peace, to
call poor men before them about matters they were
not able to answer. Moreover, thou hast put them in

prison ; and because they could not read, thou hast
hanged them ; when, indeed, only for that cause they
have been most worthy to Uve. Thou dost ride on a
footcloth, dost thou not ?

Say. What of that ?

Cade. Marry, thou oughtest not to let thy horse
wear a clo.Tjc. when honester men than thou go in
"

leir hose ai5id doublets.
Dick. And work in tlieir shirt too ; as myself, for

CNampIe. that am a butcher.
Say. You men of Kent,

—

Dick. What say you of Kent!
Say. Nothing but this,

—
'tis /lova terra, inaia ^eus.

Cade. Away with him, away with him 1 he sneaks
Latin.
Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where you

Kent, in the commentaries Cajsar writ, [will.

Is term'd the civil'st place of all this isle

:

Sweet is the country, because full of riches ;

The people libera], valiant, active, wealthy

;

Which makes me hope you are not void of pity.

I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy;
Yet, to recover them, would lose my life.

Justice with favour have I always clone ;

Prayers and tears have mov'd me. gifts could never.
When have I aught exacted at your hands.
But to maintain the king, the realm, and you ?

Large gifts have 1 bestow'd on learned clerks,

Because my book preferr'd me to the king.
And seeing ignorance is the curse of Go(l,
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven.
Unless you be possess'd with devilish spirits,

You cannot but forbear to murder me :

This tongue hath parley'd unto foreign kings
For your behoof,

—

Cade. Tut 1 when struck'st thou one blow in the field ?

Say. Cire.at men have reaching hands ; oft have I

Those that I never saw, and struck them dead, [struck
Geo. (J monstrous coward ! what, to come behind

folks? Isoo<l.
Say. These cheeks are pale for watching for yom-
Cade. Give him a box o' the ear, and that will make

'em red again.
Say. Long sitting, to determine poor men's causes,

Hath made ine full of sickness and diseases.
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Cadf. Ye shall liave a hempen caudle, then, and the
help of hatchet.

Vt'ck. Why dost thou quiver, man?
Say. The palsy, and not fear, provolceth me.
Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who should say, I'll

be even ^"ith you : I'll see if his head will stand
steadier on a pole, or no. Take hiui away, and be-

head him.
Say. Tell rac, wherein have I offended most

!

Have I aflected wealth, or honour ? speak.
Are my chests fiU'd up with extorted gold ?

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold 2

Whom have I injur'd, that ye seek my death ?

These hands are free from guiltless biood-shedding.
This breast from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts.
O, let me live.

Cade. [Aside.] I feel remorse in myself with his
words ; .but I'll bridle it : he shall die, an it be but for
pleading so well for his Hfe. Away with him 1 he has
a familiar under his tongue : he speaks not o* God"
n.'ime. Go, take him away, I say, and strike off his

head presently ; and then break into his son-in-law
house. Sir James Cromer, and strike off his head, and
bring them both upon two poles hither.
Ail. It shall be done.
Say. Ah, countrj-men ! if when you make your

^od should be so obdumte as yourselves, [prayers,
How would it fare with your departed souls!
Ind therefore yet relent, and save my life.

Cade. Away with him 1 and do as I command ye.
[Jixcjuit some, Tvith Lord Say,

The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a head
on his shoulders, unless he pay me tribute ; there shall

not a maid be married, but she shall pay to me her
maidenhead, ere they have it ; men shall hold of nie
in capite ; and we charge and command, that their
wives be as free as he.trt can wish, or tongue can tell,

Dick. My lord, when shall we go to Cheapside, and
take up commodities upon our bills!

Cade. Marry, presently.
Alt. O, brave I

Re-enter Rebels, -with the heads ofLoxA 5a.y and his
Son-in-laiu,

Cade, But is not this braver ! Let them kiss one
another, for they loved well when they were alive.
Now part them again, lest they consult about the
giving up of some more towns in France. Soldiers,
defer the spoil of the city until night : for with these
borne before us. instc-ad of maces, will we ride through
the streets; and at every corner have them kiss.
Away 1 [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.—.Southwark.
Alannn. Enter Cade and all his Rabblement.

Cade. Up Fish Street ! down St. Magnus' corner

!

iciU and knock down I throw them into Thames !—
\A farley sounded, then a retreat.

J What noise is

this I hear? Dare any be so bold to sound retreat or
p.arley, when I command them kill!

P.nter Buckingham, rtJirf O/rf Clifford, with/orces.
Hiuk, Ay, here they be that dare, and wiU disturb

thee.
Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king
Unto the commons whom thou hast misled :

And here pronounce free pardon to them all.

That will forsake thee, and go home in peace.
Clif. What say ye, countrymen ! will ye relent.

And yield to mercy, whilst 'tis offet'd you

;

Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths!
Who loves the king, and will embrace his pardon,
I'ling up his cap, and s.ay God save his majesty I

Who hateth him, and honours not his father,
Henry the fifth, that made all France to qu.^ke,
Shake he his weapon at us, and pa.ss by.
All. God s.ave the king 1 Godsave the king!
Cade. What, Buckingham, and Clifford, are ye so

brave? And you, base peas-mts, do ye believe him?
will you nco-ls be hanged with your pardons about
your necks ! Hath my sword therefore broke through
London Gates, that you should leave me at the White
Hart in Southwark ! I thought ye would never have
given out these arms, till you had recovered your
ancient freedom : but you arc .all recreants and das-
tards, and delight to li\e in sKavcry to the nobility.
Let them break your Jiarks with burdens, take your
houses over your heads, ravish your wives and
daughters before your faces : for me, I will make
shift for one ; and so, God s curse light upon you all.

All. We'll follow Cade, well follow Cade I

Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the fifth.

That thus you do excl.aim, you'll go with him!
Will he conduct you through the heart of France,
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes!
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to;
Nor knows he how to live, but by the spoil,

I'nless by robbing of your friends, and us.

Wore 't not a shame, that whilst you live at jar,

The fearful French, whom you late vanquished.
Should make a start o'er seas, and vanquish you!
Methinks already in this civil broil,

1 see them lording it in London streets.

Crying—" Villiago 1" unto all they meet.
Better ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry.
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman's mercy.
To France, to France, and get what you have lost

;

Spare England, for it is your native coast

:

Henry hath money, you are strong and manly

;

God on our side, doubt not of victory.

All. A Clifford I a Clifford 1 we'llfoUow the king, and
Clifford.

Cade. \Aside\ Was ever fe.athcr so lightly blown to
and fro, as this multitude? the name of Henry the
lifth hales them to a hundred mischiefs, and makes
them leave me desolate. I see them lay their heads
together, to surprise me ; my sword make way for

me. for here is no staying. In despite of the devils

and hell, have through the very midst of you 1 and
heavens and honour be witness, that no want of reso-

lution in me, but only my followers' base and ignomi-
nious treasons, makes me betake me to my heels.

[Exit.
Biic7i. What, is he fled! go some, and follow him ;

And he that brings his head unto the king
Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward.

{Exeunt some oftliem-.

Follow me, soldiers : we'll devise a mean
To reconcile you all unto the king. [Exeunt.

SCENE IX.—Castle.

Trwnfels sounded. Enter King Henry. Queen Mif-
garet, and Somerset, on the terrace ofthe Castle.

A". Hen. Was ever king that joy'd an earthly throne,
And could command no more content than I

!

Xo sooner was I crept out of my cradle.
But I was made .a king, at nine months old :

Was never subject long'd to be a king.
As I do long and wish to be a subject.

Enter Buckingham and Old Clifford.
Eitck. He.alth. and glad tidings, to your majesty 1

A". Hen. Why. Buckingham, is the traitor Cade
surpris'd !

Or is he but retir'd to make him strong?
Enter, below, a number of Cade's _/bllo7vers, ivith

halters about their necks.
Clif. He's fled, my lord, and all his powers do yield :

And humbly thus, with halters on their necks.
Expect your highness' doom, of life,[or death.
K. Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting gates,

To entertain my vows of thanks and praise 1

.Soldiers, this day lu'ive you redeem'd your lives.

And show'd how well you love your prince and
Continue still in this so good a mind, (country

:

.\nd Henry, though he be infortunate.
Assure yourselves, will never be unkind :

And so, with th.anks, .and pardon to yon all,

I do dismiss you to your several countries.
All. God save the king 1 God save the king

!

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. Please it your grace to be adv^rtis6d.

The duke of York is newly come from Ireland ;

And with a puLssant and .a. mighty power
Uf Gallowgl.asses. and stout Kernes,
Is marching hitherward in proud array ;

And still proclaimcth. as he comes .ilong.
His .arms are only to remove from thee"
The duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor.

A'. Hen. Thus stands my state, 'twixt Cade and
York distrcss'd

:

Like to .a ship, that, having scap'd a tempest.
Is straightway calmd, and boarded with a pirate

;

But now is Cade driven back, his men dispcrs'd ;

And now is York in anus to second him.
1 pr.ay thee, Buckingham, go and meet him ;

And ask him wh.at's the ru.isim ofthese arms?
Tell him, I'll scud duke b.dmun.l to the Tower ;
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And, Somerset, we will commit thee thither.

Until his anny be dismiss'd from him.
Sotn. My lord,

I'll yield myself to prison willinf^Iy,

Or unto death, to do my country good.
A", //^n. In any case be not too roug^h in terms

;

For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard lan^as^e.
Buck. I will, my lord ; and doubt not so to deal,

As all things shall redound unto your sfood.
A'. Hen. Come, wife, let's in, and learn to govern

better

;

For yet may England curse my wretched reign.

\ExeuKt.

SCENE X.—Kent. Iden's Giiydcn.

Enter Cade.

Cade. Fie on ambition I fie on myself, that have a
sword, and yet am ready to famish I These five days
have I hid me in these woods ; and durst not peep
out, for all the country is laid for me ; but now 1 am
so hungry, that if I might have a lease of my life for a
thousand years, I could stay no longer. Wherefore,
on a brick wall have I climbed into this garden, to
see if I can eat grass, or pick a sallet another while,
which is not amiss to cool a man's stomaoh this hot
Iveather. And 1 think this word "saUet " was born to
do me good : for many a time, but for a sallet, my
brain-pan had been cleft with a brown bill ; and many
a time, when I have been dry, and bravely marching,
it hath served me instead of a quart-pot to drink in;

and now the word " sallet " must serve me to feed on.
Enter Iden -witk Servants behind.

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the court.
And may enjoy such quiet walks as these?
This small inheritance, my father left me,
Contenteth me, and worth a monarchy.
1 seek not to wax great by others' waning ;

Or gather wealth, 1 care not with what en\'y ?

Sumceth that I have, maintains my state.

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate.
Cade. \Aside, j Here's the lord of the soil come to

seize me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple with-
out leave. Ah, villain ! thou wilt betray me, and get
a thousand crowns of the king by carrying my head to
him I but I'll make thee eat iron like an" ostrich, and
swallow my sword like a great pin, ere thou and I

part.

Ide7i. "Why, rude companion, whatsoe er thou be,
I know thee not ; why, then, should I betray thee!
Js 't not enough, to break into my garden,
And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds.
Climbing my walls in spite of me, the owner.
But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms ?

Cade. Brave thee I ay, by the best blood that ever
was broached, and beard thee too. Look on me
well : I have eat no meat these five days: yet, come
thou and thy five men, and if I do not leave you all

as dead as a door-nail, I pray God I may never eat
grass more.

Iden. Nay, it shall ne'er be said, while England
That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent, [stands.

Took odds to combat a poor famish'd manj
Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine.
See if thou canst out-face nie with thy looks :

Set limb to limb and thou art far the lesser ;

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist

;

Thy leg a stick, compared with this truncheon ;

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast

;

And if mine arm be heaved in the air.

Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth.

As for more words, whose greatness answers words.
Let this my sword report what speech forbears.
Cade. By my valour, the most complete champion

that ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn the edge or
cut not out the burly-boned clown in chinesof beef ere
thou sleep in thy sheath, I beseech Tove on my knees,
thou iiiayst be turned to hobnails. (Theyjif^ht; Cade
falls]. O, I am .slain ! Famine, and no other, hath
slain me : let ten thousand devils come against me,
and give me but the ten meals I have lost, and I'll

defy them all. Wither, garden; and be henceforth al
burying-place to all that do dwell in this house, be-

j

cause tne unconquered soul of Cade is fled.
|

Iden. Is't Cade that I have slain, that monstrous
traitor ?

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed,
And hang thee o'er my tomb when I am dead :

Ne'er shall this blood be wipid from thy point

!

Acts.

But thou shalt wear it as a herald's coat.
To emblaze the honour that thy master got.

Cade. Iden, farewell ; and be proud ofthy victory.
Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her best man; and
exhort all the world to be cowards: for I, that never
feared any, am vanquished by famine, not by valour.

[Dies.
Iden. How much thoii wrong'st me, heaven be my

judge.
Die. damned wretch, the curse of her that bare thee!
And as I thrust thy body in with my sword.
So wish I, I might thrust thy soul to hell.

Hence will I dr.ag thee headlong by the heels
Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave.
And there cut off thy most ungracious head ;

Which I will bear in triumph to the king.
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon.

[Exit, -.uitli Servants, dras^ging; o-^tt

the body.

KCY V.

SCENE I.—Kent. Fields between Dartford antl
Blackheath.

The King's Caynp on one side: on tJie other, ente*
York' atie>ided, 'lUith drum and colours; his,

forces at some distance,

York. From Ireland thus comes York, to claim his
right.

And pluck the cro\vn from feeble Henry's head :

Ring, bells, aloud ; bum, bonfires, clear and bright

;

To entertain great England's lawful king.
All sancta 7na;estas ! who would not buy thee dear?
Let them obey, that know not how to rule ;

This hand was made to handle nought but gold

:

I cannot give due action to my words.
Except a sword, or sceptre, balance it

:

A sceptre shall it have.—have I a soul,

—

On which I'll toss the flower-de-luce of France.
Enter Buckingham.

[Aside.'] Whom have we here? Buckingham, to dis-

turb me ?

The king hath sent him, sure : I must dissemble.
Bud. York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee well.

York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy
greeting.

Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure?
Buck. A messenger from Henry, our dread liege,

To know the reason of these arms in peace ;

Or why thou,—being a subject as I am,—
.\gainst thy oath arid true allegiance sworn,
Shouldst raise so great a power without his leave.

Or dare to bring thy force so near the court.

York. [Aside.] Scarce can I speak, my cholcr is

so .great

:

O, I could hew up rocks, and fight with fiint,

I am so angry at these abject terms ;

And now, like Ajax Telamonius,
On sheep or oxen could I spend mj' fury!
I am far better born than is the king ;

More like a king, more kingly in my thoughts ;

But I must make fair weather yet a while.

Till Henrj' be more weak, and I more strong.

[Aloud.] Buckingham, I pr'ythee pardon me.
That I have given no answer all this while

;

My m.ind was troubled with deep melancholy.
The cause why I have brought this army hither.

Is, to remove proud Somerset from the king.

Seditious to his grace, and to the state.

Buck. That is too much presumption on your part
But if thy arms be to no other end.
The king hath yielded unto thy demand ;

"Tlie duke of Somerset is in the Tower.
Yo>-k. Upon thine honour, is he a prisoner
Buck. Upon mine honour, he is a prisoner.

York. Then, Buckingham, I, do dismiss mj
powers.

Soldiers, I thank you all ; disperse yourselves

;

Meet me to-morrow in St. George's field.

You .shall have pay, and every tiling you wish.
And let my sov reign, virtuous Henry,
Command my eldest son, nay, all my sons.

As pledges of my fealty and love

;

I'll send them .all, as willing as I live :

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have,
Is his to use, so Somerset may die.
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Buck. York, I commend this kind submission :

We twain will go into his highness' tent.

Enter King Henry, attended.

A" Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to

That thus he niarcneth with thee arm in aim I [us,

i'ork. In all submission and humility,

York I loth present himself unto your highness.
A'. Hen. Then what intend these forces thou dost

bring!
York. To nave the traitor Somerset from hence ;

And fight against that monstrous rebel, Cade,
Who smce 1 heard to be discomfited.

Enter Iden, witli Cade's liead.

/den. If one so rude, and of so mean condition,

May pass into the presence of a king,
I-o. I present your grace a traitor's head.
The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew.

A'. Nen. The head of Cade!—Great God, how just

O, let me view his visage, being dead, [art thou !—
That Uving wrought me such exceeding trouble.

—

Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew him
/den. I was, an t like your majesty.
A', //en. How art thou call'd? and what is thy

degree ?

/den. Alexander Iden, that's my name

;

A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king.
Buck. So please it you, my lord, 'twere not amiss

He was created knight for his good service.

K. //ai. Iden, kneel down. [//« /fr«fc/j. ] Rise up a
knight.

We give thee for reward a thousand marks

;

And will, that thou henceforth attend on us.

/den. May Iden Uve to merit such a bounty.
And never live but true unto his liege 1

K. //en. See, Buckingham 1 Somerset comes with
the queen

:

Go, bid her hide him quickly from the duke.
Enter Queen Margaret and Somerset.

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide his

head.
But boldly stand, and front him to his face.

York. How nowl is Somerset at liberty?

Then, York, unloose thy long-imprison'd thoughts.
And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart.

Shall I endure the sight of Somerset?

—

False king I why hast thou broken faith with me.
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse?
King did I call thee? no, thou art not king;
Not fit to govern and rule multitudes.
Which dar'st not, no. nor canst not rule a traitor.

That head of thine doth not become a crown;
Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer's staff.

And not to ^ace an awful princely sceptre.
That gold must round engirt these brows of mine

;

Whose smile and frown, hke to Achilles' spear.
Is able with the change to kill and cure.
Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up.
And with the same to act controlling laws.
Give pUice : by heaven, thou shalt rule no more
O'er him whom heaven created for thy ruler.

Soin. O monstrous traitor :— I arrest thee, York,
Of capital tre;ison 'gainst the king and crown

:

Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace.
York. Would'st have me kneel t first let me ask

of these.
If they can brook I bow a knee to man.

—

Sirrah, call in my sons to be my bail

:

[Exit an Attendant.
I know, ere they will have me go to ward.
They'll pawn their swords for my enfranchisement.

Q. Afar. Call hither Clifford ; bid him come am.ain.

To s.iy, if that the bastard boys of York [Exit Buck.
Shall be the surety for their traitor father.

York. O, blood-bespotted Neapolitan,
Outcast of Naples, Fngland's bloody scourge 1

The sons of York, thy betters in their birth,
Sluill be their father's bail ; and bane to those
That for my surety will refuse the boys I

£>iter Edward iiwi^^Ricluird Plantagenet, -wit/t forces
cU one side : at tile other, witiiforces also. Old
Clifford and his son.

Sec where they come : I'll w.arrant they'll make it

good.
Q. Afar. And here comcsCiifford. to deny theirb.iil.
Llif. 'Knee/inx',] Health and all happiness to iny

lord the Icing I |thec?
York. I thank thcc, Clifford : say, what news with

Nay, do not fright us with an angry look :

We are thy soVreign, Clifford, kneel again

;

For thy mistaking so, we pardon thee.

Clif. This is my king, York. I do not mistake

;

Gut thou mistak'st me much, to think I do :

—

To Bedlam with him I is the man grown mad ?

A', //en. Ay, CUfford ; a Bedlam and ambitious
humour

Makes him oppose himself against his king.
Ctif He is a traitor ; let hira to the Tower,

And chop away that factious pate of his.

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey ;

His sons, he says, shall give their words for him.
York. Will you not, sons ?

Ediu, Ay, noble father, if our words will serve.
Rich, And if words will not, then our weapons

shall.

Clif. Why, what a brood of traitors have we here !

York. Look in a glass, and call thy image so :

I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor.

—

Call hither to the stake my two brave bears,
That with the very shaking of their chains
They may astonish these fell lurking curs

:

Bid Salisbury, and Warwick, come to me.

Drums. Enter Warwick and SeJisbury, -withfonxs.

Clif. Ktii these thy bears? we'll bait thy bears to

death,
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains.
If thou dar'st bring them to the baiting -place.
Rich. Oft have 1 seen a hot o'erweening cur

Run back and bite, because he was withheld;
Who, being suffer'd with the bear's fell paw.
Hatli clapp'd his tail between his legs, and cried

:

And such a piece of service will you do.
If you oppose yourselves to match lord Warwick.

Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigested lump.
As crooked in thy manners as thy shape I

York. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon.
Clif. Take heed, lest by your heat you burn your-

selves. fbov.'V

—

A', //en. Why, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to

Old Salisbury,^shame to thy silver hair.
Thou mad misleader of thy brain-sick son I

—

What, wiit thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian.

And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles?

—

O. where is faith? O, where is loyalty?
If it be banish'd from the frosty head.
Where shall it find a harbour in the earth 2

—

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war.
And shame thine honourable age with blood 2
Why art thou old, and want'st experience 1

Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast itf
For shame 1 in duty bend thy knee to me.
That bows unto the grave with mickle age.
Sal. My lord, I have consider'd with myself

The title of this most renowned duke

;

And in my conscience do repute his grace
The rightful heir to England's royal seat.

A', //en. Hast thou not sworn allegiance uiuo mp?
Sal. I have. [an oath
A', //en. Canst thou dispense with heaven for suck
Sal. It is a great sin to swear unto a sin ;

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath.
Who can be bound by -iny solemn vow
To rlo a murd'rous deed, to rob a man,
To force a spotless virgin's chastity.
To re.ave the orphan of his patrimony,
To wring the widow from her custom'd right

;

And have no other re;ison for this wrong.
But that iic was bound by a solemn oath ?

Q. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sophister.
A", //en. Call Buckingliam, and bid him arm him-

self.

York. Call Buckingham, and all the friends thou
I am rcsolv'd for death, or dignity. [i^ast

Clif. The first I warrant thee, if dreams prove true
War. You were best to go to bed and dream againi

To keep thee from the tempest of the field.

Clif. 1 am rcsolv'il to bear a greater storm.
Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ;

And that I'll write upon thy burgonet,
Mij/ht I but know thee by thy household badge.

lyar. Now, by my f.ither's badge, old NevU'l
crest.

The r.impant bear chaiii'd lo the r.igged Staff,

This ilay I'll wear aloft my burgonet,
(As on a mountain-top the cedar shows,
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That keep^ his leaves in spite of any storm,)
Even to airriyht thee with the view tliereof.

Clif. And from thy burgonet I'll rend thy bear,
And tread it underfoot with all contempt.
Despite the bear-ward that protects the bear.

Y. Clif. And so to arms, victorious father,

To quell tlie rebels, and their "complices.
Rich. Fie 1 charity, for shame ! speak not in spile.

For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night.

Y. Clif. Foul stigraatick, that's more than thou
can'st tell.

Rich, If not in heaven, you'll surely sup in hell.

\Exeimt severally.

SCENE II.—5;. Albans.

Alarinns : Excursions, ^'^^^c'r Warwick.
War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwick calls I

^nd if thou dost not hide thee from the bear,
Now,—^^vhen the angry trumpet sounds alarm,
And dead men's cries do fill the empty air,

—

Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me !

Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland,
Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms.

Enter York.
How now. my noble lord ! what, all a-foot

!

Yori. The deadly-handed Clifford slew my steed ;

But match to match I have encounter'd him,
-And made a prey for carrion kites and crows
E\'cn of the bonny beast he lov'd so well.

Enter Old Clifford.

IVar. Of one or both of us tlie time is come.
York. Hold, Warwick, seek thee out some other

chase.
For I myself must hunt this deer to death.

ll'ar. Then, nobly, York ; * tis for a crown thou
fight'st.—

As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to*day.
It gi'ieves my soul to leave thee unassail'd. [Exit.

Clif. What seest thou in me, Y'ork t why dost thou
pause I

York. With thy brave bearing should I be in love.
But that thou art so fast mine enemy. [esteem

Clif. Nor should thy prowess want praise and
But that 'tis shown ignobU', and in treason.

York. So let it help me now against thy sword.
As I in justice and true right express it

!

Clif. My soul and body on the action both?
York. A dreadful lay !—address thee instantly.

Clif. Lafin couromic les cenvres.
\Theyfi^^lit^ and CVitJordfzlls ajtcf dies.

York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for tiiou

art still.

Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will I

[Exit.

Enter Young Clifford.

Y. Clif. Shame emd confusion ! all is on the rout

;

Fear frames disorder, and disorder ^^ou^ds
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell.

Whom angry heavens do make their minister.
Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part
Hot coals of vengeance !—Let no soldier fly

:

He that is truly dedicate to war.
Hath no self-love ; nor he, that loves himself.
Hath not essentially, but by circumstance.
The name of valour.

—

[Seeing hisfather.
O, let the vile world end.

And the premised flames of the last day
Knit heaven and earth together 1

Now let the general trumpet blow his blast,
Particularities and petty sounds
To cease 1—Wast thou ordain'd. dear father,
To lose thy youth in peace, and to achieve
The silver livery of advised age,
.\nrl, in thy reverence, and tliy chair-days, thus
'I'o (lie in ruffian battle?—Even at this sight,

My hu.irt is turn'd to stone : and while 'tis mine.
It shall be stony. York not our old men spares

;

No more will I their babes : tears virginal
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire

;

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclaims.
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax.

Henceforth I will not have to do with pity

:

Meet I an infant of the house of York,
Into £ui many gobbets will I cut it.
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As wild Medea young Absyrtus did ;

In cruelty will I seek out my fame.
Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford's house.

(
Taking up tlu body.

As did ..Eneas old Anchises bear,
.So bear I thee upon my manly shoulders

;

But then, /Eneas bare a hving load.
Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. [Exit.
Enter Richard Plantagenet and Somerset, fighting

,

Somerset is killed.
Rich. So, lie thou there ;

—

For underneath an alehouse' paltrj- sign.
The Castle of St. Albans, Somerset
Hath made the wizard famous in his death.
Sword, hold thy temper ; heart, be wrathful still

:

Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. [ Uxit.

.'!larw/is .• Excursions. £«?f>- King Henry, Queen
Margaret, and others, retreating.

Q. Mar. Away, my lord ! you are slow ; for shame,
away

!

A'. Hen. Can we outrun the heavens? good Mar-
garet, stay. [nor flj'

:

Q. Mar. Wliat are you made of? you'll nor fight.

Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence.
To give the enemy way ; and to secure us
By what we can, which can no more but fly.

[Alarum afar off.

If you be ta'en, we then should see the bottom
Of all our fortunes : but if we haply 'scape,
(As well we inay, if not through your neglect,)
We shall to London get : where you are lov'd

;

And where this breach, now in our fortunes made,
May readily be stopp'd.

Re-enter Young Clifford.
Y. Clif. But that my heart's on future mischief bOt,

I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly

:

But fly you must ; uncurahle discomfit
Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts.
Away, for your relief! and we will live
To see their day, and them our fortune give

;

Away, my lord, away 1

SCENE \\\.—Field near ?,t. Albans.

Atantin: Retreat. Flourish: then enter York.
Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, and Soldiers, -with
drum and colours.

York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him ;

Tliat winter lion, who in rage forgets
,\gud contusions and all brush of time.
And, like a gallant in the brow of youth.
Repairs him with occasion? this happy day
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot.

If Salisbury be lost.

Rich. My noble father.
Three times to-day I holp him to his horse.
Three times bestnd him, thrice I led him off,

Persuaded him from any furtlier act

:

But still, where danger was, still there I met him

;

.Vnd like rich hangings in a homely house,
So was his will in his "old feeble body.
But, noble as he is,_look where he comes.

anter Salisbury.
Sal. Now, by my sword, well hast thou fougl;t

to-day

;

By the mass, so did we all.—I thank you, RichiU-d :

God knows how long it is I have to live

;

And it hath pleas'd him, that three times to-day
You have defended roe from imminent death ;

Well, lords, we have not got tliat which we have
'Tis not enough our foes are this time fled,

Behig opposites of such repairing nature.
York. I know our safety is to follow them ;

For, as I hear, the king is fled to London,
To call a present court of parHament,
Let us pursue him, ere the wTits go forth :

—

Wliat says Lord Warwick? shall we after them

!

lyar. After them ! nay. before them, if we can.
Now, by my hand, lords, 'twas a glorious day:
St. Albans battle, won by famous York,
Shall be eterniz'd in ,ill age to come.

—

Sound, drums and trumpets :—and to London all

;

^nd more such days as these to us befall I

\E.\eunt,
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ACT I.

SCENE I.—London. The Parliament-House.

Drums. Some Soldiers of York's party break in.

Tlien, enter the Duke of York. Edward, Richard.

Norfolk. Montague, Warwick, and others, luith

•white roses in their hats.

H'^ar. I wonder how the king escap'd our hands.
York. While we pursued the horsemen of the

north,
lie slily stole away, and left his men :

Whereat the great lord of Northumberland.
Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat.

Cheer d up the drooping army ; and himself,

Lord Clitlord. and lord Stafford, all a-breast,

t.'harg'd our maiti battle's from, and, breaking in,

\Vere by the swords of common soldiers slain.

Fdiu. Lord Stafford's father, duke of Buckinghum,
Is either slain, or wounded dangerous;
I cleft his beaver with ,a downright blow;
That this is true, father, behold his blood.

[Showing his bloody svjord.

Mmit. And, brother, here's the earl of Wiltshire's

blood. {To\otV, showint; hii

'VVTiom I encountcr'd as the battles join'd.

Rtch. Speak thou for me. and tell them what I di<l

[ Thrcnuing doTvn tite Duke of Somerset

»

head.
York. Richard hath best deserv'd of all my sons.

But, is your grace dead, my lord of Somerset ?

Norf. Such hope have all the line of John ol

Gaunt 1

Rich. Thusdo T Iiope to shake king Hcnrj-'s head.
IVar. And so do I. victorious prince of York.

Before I see thee sealed in that throne
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps,
1 vow by he.-iven these eyes shall never close.

This is the palate if the fearful king.

And this the reyal .sc.it : pcjssess it, York ;

For this is thine, .iml not king Henry's heirs'.

York. Assist me. then, sw.ct Warwick, and I will

;

I-or hither we h.ive broken in by force.

Norf. Well all .nssist you. he that flies shall die.

York. Thanks, gentle .N'orfolk:—stay by nie, ni]

lords ;—
And. soldiers, stay, and lodge hy mc this right.

It'ar. And when the king comes, offer Iiitn no
violence, •

Unless he seek to thrust you out by force.
\Theyyeli

York. The queen, this day, here holds her parlia-

But little thinks we shall be of her council : [meiit.

By words or blows here let us win our right.

Rich. Arm'd as we are, lets stay within this house.
«'«>-. The bloody parliament shall this be call'd.

L'nless Plantagenet. duke of York, be king.

And bashful Henry depos'd, whose cowardice
H.ith made us by-words to our enemies.
York. Then leave me not, my lords ; be resolute ;

I mean to take possession of my right.

M'ar. Neither the kme, nor he that loves him best.

The proudest he that holds up Lancaster,
Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells.

I'll plant Plantagenet, root him u]) who dares :

—

Resolve thee, Richard ; claim the t'nglish crown.
("SVar. leads "York to the throne, ivko seats

himself.
Flourish. Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumber-

land. Westmoreland. Exeter, and otJiers, with
red roses i7i their hats.

K. Hen. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel sits.

Even in the chair of state I belike he means
(Back'd by the power of Warwick, that false peer)
To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king.
Earl of Northumberland, he slew thy father ;

Vnil thine, lord Clifford ; and you both have vow'd
revenge

On him. his sons, his favourites, and his friends.

North. If I be not, heavens be reveng'd on me !

Clif. The hope thereof makes CliiTord mourn in

steel.
I
down :

West. What, shall we suffer this? let's pluck liim

My heart for anger burns ; I cannot brook it.

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle carl of Westmoreland.
Clif. Patience is for poltroons. s\ich as he :

He durst not sit there, nad your father liv'd.

My gracious lord, here in the p.irliament
Let us ass.iil the family of York.
North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin : be it so.

K. Hen. Ah, know yon not the city fivnurs them.
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck?
Fxe. But when the duke is sl.iin, they'll (luicklv flv.

A'. Hen. Far be the thought of this from Henryl;
heart.

To make a shambles of the parliament-house I

Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats.
Shall be the war that Henry means to use.

\ They advance to the 1)\\\f

f
Thou factious duke of York, descend my throne.
.\n<l kneel for grace and mercy at my feet

;

I
1 am thy sovereign.
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y'eyJt. I am thine.

£xe. For shame, come down : he made thee diikf

of York.
Vori, 'Twas my inheritance, as the earldom was.
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown.
!Var. E.\eter, thou art a traitor to the crown

In following^ this usurping Henry,
C/!/. Whom should he follow but his natural king !

H'ar. True, Clifford ; and that 's Ricliard, duke of
York. [throne ?

A". Not. And shall I stand, and tliou sit in my
}'ori. It must and shall be so : content thyself.
IVur. Be duke of Lancaster; let him be king.
IVi-st. He is both king and duke of Lancaster

;

And that the lord of Westmoreland shall maintain.
IVar. And Warwick shall disprove it. You forget

That we are those which chas 'ci you from the field.

And slew your fathers, and with colours spread
Marchd through the city to the palace gates.
North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief

;

And, by his soul, thou and tliy iiouse shall rue it.

IVest. Plantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons.
Thy kinsmen, and thy friends. I'll have more lives

Than drops of blood were in my father's veins.

Clif. Urge it no more ; lest that, instead of words.
I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger.
As shall revenge his death before I stir.

Il'ar. Poor Clifford ! how I scorn his worthless
threats.

York. Will you we show our title to the crown?
If not, our .swords shall plead it in the field.

A". Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown ?

Tliy father was, as thou art, duke of York ;

Tliy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March

:

I am the son of Henry the fifth.

Who made the dauphin and the French to stoop.
And seiz'd upon their towns and provinces.

JVar. Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost it all,

K. Hen. The lord protector lost it, and not I

:

When 1 was crown'd, I was but nine months old.

Rich. You are old enou.gh now, and j'et, methinks,
you lose.

Father, tear the crown from the usurper's head.
Edw. Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head,
Mont. I To York. ) Good brother, as thou lovst and

honour'st -irms.

Let 's fight it out. and not stand cavilling thus.
Rich. Sound drums and trumpets, and tlie kin.g will

York. Sons, peace

!

[fly.

K. Hen. Peace thou ! and give king Henry leave to

speak.
War, Plantagenet shall speak first : hear him, lords

;

And be you silent and attentive too.
For he tnat interrupts him shall not live.

K. Hen. Think'st thou, that I will leave my kingly
Wherein my grandsire and my father sat ? [throne,
No ; first shall war unpeople this my realm ;

Ay, and their colours,—often borne in France,
And now in England, to our heart's great sorrow,

—

Shall be my winding-sheet. Why famt you, lords ?

My title 's good, and better far .han his.

IVar. But prove it, Henry, and thou shall be king.
A'. Hcji. Henry the fourth by conquest got the

crown.
York. 'Twas by rebellion against his king.
K. Hen. \Aside. \ I know not what to say : my title 's

weak.
\Aloud.\ Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir?

York. AVhat then ?

K. Hen. An if he may, then am I lawful king;
For Richard, in the view of many lords.
Resign 'd the crown to Henry the fourth.
Whose heir my father was, and I am his.

York. He rose against him. being his sovereign,
And made him to resign his crown perforce.
lYar. Suppose, my lords, he did it unconstrain'd.

Think you, 'tivere prejudicial to his crown?
Exe. No : for he could not so resign his crown,

But that the next heir should succeed and reign.
K. Hen. Art thou against us, duke of F.xeter.
Exe. His is the right, and therefore pardon me.
York. Why whisper you, my lords, andanswernot?
E.xe. My conscience tells me he is lawful king.
A'. Hen. [Aside. ] All will revolt from mo, and turn

to him.
North. Plantagenet. for all the claim thou lay'st,

Think not that Henry shall be so dcpos'd.
lYar. Depos'd he shall be in despite of all.

North. Thou art deceiv'd : ^is not thy southern
power.

Of Essex, Norfolk. Suffolk, nor of Kent,—
Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud,

—

Can set the duke up in despite of me.
Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or WTOng,

Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence

:

May that ground gape, and swallow me alive.

Where I shall kneel to him that slew my father I

K. Hen. O Clifford, how thy words revive ir.y

heart I

York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown.

—

\\'hat mutter you, or what conspire you. lords?
li'ar. Do right unto this princely duke of York;

Or I will fill the house with armed men.
And o'er the chair of state, where now he sits,

Write up his title with usurping blood.
\He stamps, and the Soldiers show them-

selves.

A". Hen. My lord of Warwick, hear me but one
Let me for this my life-time reign as king, [word :

—

York. Confirm the crown to me. and to mine heirs,
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv'st.

A'. Hen. I am content : Richard Plantagenet,
Enjoy the kingdom after ray decease.

Cltf. What wrong is this unto the prince j'our son

!

U'ar. What good is this to England, and himself!
JFest. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry I

Clif. How hast thou injur'd both thyself and us !

West. I cannot stay to hear these articles.

North. Nor I.

Clif. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these news.
Il'est. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate king.

In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides.
North. Be thou <i prey unto the house of Y'ork,

And die in bands, for this unmanly deed 1

Clif. In dreadful war mayst thou be overcome ;

Or live in peace, abandon'd, and despis'd 1

[E.xennt Northumberland, Clifford,

and Westmoreland.
War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not
Exe. They seek revenge, and therefore will not
A". Heti. Ah, Exeter

!

[yield.

War. Why should you sigh, my lord ?

A". Hen. Not for myself. Lord Warwick, but my son,
Whom I unnaturally shall disinherit.

But, be it as it may ; I here entail

The crown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever ;

—

Conditionally, that here thou take an oath
To cease this civil war, and, whilst I live.

To honour me as thy king and sovereign.
And neither by treason, nor hostility,

To seek to put me do^vn, and reign thyself.

York. This oath I willingly take, and will perform.
[CoJninj^frojn the tlwpite.

JFar. Long live king Henry 1 Plantagenet, cm-
brace him.

A'. Hen. And long live thou, and these thy forward
sons!

York. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd.

Exe. Accurs'd be he that seeks to make them foes 1

[Senit^t. Tlie t.ords come foitcard.
York. Farewell, my gracious lord ; I'll to my castle.

War. And I'll keep London with iny soldiers.

A'orf. And 1 to Norfolk with my followers.

Mont. And I unto the sea, from whence I came.
[Exeunt Yotk and his Sons, Warwick,

Norfolk, Montague, Soldiers, and
Attendants.

A'. Hen. And I, with griefand sorrow, to the court.

Enter Queen Margaret and the Prince of Walcb.
Exe. Here comes the queen, whose looks bewray

her anger

;

I'll steal away. [Coin,!;

A'. Hen. Exeter, so will I. [Coin^^'i

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me ; I will follow thee.

A'. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will stay,

Q. Mar. Who can be patient in such extremes?
Ah. wretched man I would I had died a maid.
And never seen thee, never borne thee son.

Seeing thou hast prov'd so unn.atural a father I

Hath he deserv'd to lose his birthright thus?
Hadst thou but lov'd him half so well as I,

Or felt that pain which I did for him once,
Or nourish'd him, as I did with my blood,

—

Thou wouldst have left thy dearest heart-blood there.

Rather than have made that savage duke tliine heir

And disinherited thine only son.
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Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me :

If you be king, why should not I succeed?
A". Hoi. Pardon me, Margaret ; pardon me, sweet

son :

The earl of Warwick, and the duke, enforc'd me.
Q. Mtir. Enforc'd thee ! art thou king, and wilt be

forc'd ?

I shame to hear thee speak. Ah, timorous wretch!
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me ;

And given unto the house of York such head,
As thou shalt reign but by their sutTerajice.
To entail him and his heirs unto the crown,
What is it, but to make thy sepulchre.
And creep into it far before thy time ?

Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais ;

Stem Faulconbridge commands the narrow seas

:

The duke is made protector of the realm

;

And yet shalt thou be safe? such safety finds
The trembling lamb, environed with wolves.
Had I been there, which am a silly woman.
The soldiers should have toss'd me on their pikes.
Before I would have granted to that act.

But thou preferr'st thy life before thine honour

:

And seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself,
Both from thy table. Henry, and thy bed.
Until that act of parliament be repeaVd,
"Whereby my son is disinherited.
The northern lords that have forsworn thy colours,
W'ill follow mine, if once they see them spread;
And spread they shall be, to thy foul disgrace.
And utter ruin of the house of York.
Thus do I leave thee.—Come, son, let's away

;

Our army is ready ; come, we'll after them.
A'. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me speak.
Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already : get

thee gone.
K. Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt st.ay with me ?

Q. Afar. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies.
Prince. When I return with victory from the field,

I'll see your gjace, till then, I'll follow her.

Q. Mar. Come, son, away ; we may not linger thus,
{H.xeitnt Queen Margaret and the Prince,

K. Hen. Poor queen 1 how love to me, and to her
Hath made her break out into terms of rage 1 [son.
Reveng'd may she be on that hateful duke.
Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire.
Will cost my crown, and like an empty eagle,
Tire on the flesh of me, and ofmy son 1

The loss of those three lords torments my heart

:

I'll write unto them, and entreat them fair :

—

Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger.
Exe, And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all.

{Excnnt.

SCENE II.

—

A Room, in Sandal Castle, near Wake-
field, in Yorkshire.

Enter Edward, Richard, and Montague.

Rich. Brother, though I be youngest, give me leave.
Edw. No, I •an better play the orator.

Mont. But I have reasons strong and forcible.
Enter York.

York. Why. how now, sons and brother! at a
What is your quarrel ? how began it first ? [strife

'

Edw. No quarrel, but a slight contention.
York. About what ?

Rich. Abtmt that which concerns your grace and
The crown of Englanrl, father, which is yours. [us

;

Yor/c. Mine. iKjy? not till king Henry be dead.
Rich. Your right depends not on his life, or death.
Jidw. Now you .are heir, therefore enjoy it now :

By giving the house of l..-incaster leave to breathe.
It will outrun yon, f.ither. in the end.

York. I took an oath that he should quietly reign.
Jidiu. But, for a kingdom, any oath may be broken ;

I would break a thousjind o.iths to reign one year.
Rich. No; God forbid, your grace should be for-

sworn.
York. I shall be. if I claim by open war.
Ridt. I'll prove tlie contrary, if you'll hc.ir me speak.
York. Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible.
Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took

Before a true and lawful magistrate,
'i'h.it hath authority over him that swears :

Henry had none, but did usurp the place ;

Then, seeing 'twas he Jli.it made you to depose,
'I'our o.ath, my lord, is vain anrl frivolous.
Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but think
How sweet a thing it U to wear a crown

,

Within whose circuit is Elysium,
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy.
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot rest

Until the white rose, that I wear, be dy'd
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart.
York. Richard, enough, I will be king, or die.

Brother, thou shalt to London presently.
And wliet on Warwick to this enterprise.

Thou, Richard, shalt unto the duke of Norfolk,
And tell him privily of our intent.

You, Edward, shall unto my lord of Cobliam,
With whom the Kentish men will willingly rise

:

In them I trust ; for they are soldiers,

Witty, courteous, hberal, full of spirit.

While you are thus employ'd, what resteth more.
But that I seek occasion how to rise.

And yet the king not privy to my drift.

Nor any of the house of Lancaster '!

Enter a Messenger.
But. stay ttwhat news ? Why com'st thou in sucli post ?

Mess. The queen with all the northern earls and
Intend here to besiege you in your castle : [lords
Slie is hard by with twenty thousand men ;

And therefore fortify your hold, my lord.

York. Ay, with my sword. What 1 think'st thou
that we fear them t

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ;—
My brother Montague shall post to London

;

Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest.

Whom we have left protectors of the king.
With powerful policy strengthen themselves.
And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths.
Mont. Brother, I go ; I'll win them, fear it not

:

And thus mostly humbly I do take my leave. \_Exit.

Enter Sir John and Sir Hugli .Mortimer.
York. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mint

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour
; [uncles ;

The army of the queen mean to besiege us.
Sir John. She shall not need, we'll meet her in
York. What, with five thous.and men! [the field.

Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need :

A woman 's general ; what should we fear !

\A march a/ar off.

Edw. I hear their drums; let's set our men in order,
And issue forth, and bid them battle straight.
York. Five men to twenty ! though the odds be

I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. [great.
Many a battle have I won in France,
Whenas the enemy hath been ten to one :

Why should I not now have the like success?
{Alarntn. Exeunt.

SCENE \\\.—Plains near Sandal Castle.

Alarums: Excursions. Enter Vi\\X\a.nd and hit
Tutor.

Rut. Ah, whither shall I fly to 'scape their hands?
All, tutor, look, where bloody Clifford comes I

Enter Clifford and Soldiers.
Cli/. Chaplain, away : thy priesthood saves thy life.

As for the brat of this accursed duke.
Whose father slew my father, he shall die.

Tut. And I. my lord, will bear him company.
Cti/l Soldiers, away with him.
Tut. Ah, Cliflbrd, murder not this innocent child.

Lest thou be hated both of God and man!
[Exit,forced offby Soldiers.

Cli/. How now I is he dead already? Or is it fear
That makes him close his eyes?—I'll open them.
Rut. So looks the i)ent-up lion o'er the wretch

That trembles under his devouring paws;
And so he walks, insulting o'er his prey,
And so he comes, to rend his limbs asunder.

—

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sword.
And not with such a cruel thre.atening look

!

Sweet Clifford, hear me speak before I die!—
I am too mean a subject for thy wrath :

Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live.

Ctif. In vain thou speak'st, poor boy; ray father's
blood (enter.

Hath stni)|/d the p.iss.igo where thy words should
Rut. Tlicn let my U\hvx\ bl..c,(l .)pen it again :

He is a man. ami. Clillord. cope with him.
Cli/. Had I thy bretlirca here, their lives and thine

Were not revenge .sufficient for me:
No ; if I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves.
And hung tlieir rotten coffins up in chains,
It could not slake mine ire. nor ease my heart.
The sight of any of the house of 'York
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Is as a fury to Idniient my soul

;

And till I root t-iiL their accursed line.

And leave not unc alive, 1 live in hell.

Therefore

—

yLi/ting his hand.
Rut. O, let me pray before I take my death 1

—

To thee I pray; sweet Clifford, pity me

!

Clif. Such pity as my rapier's point affords.
Rut. I never did thee hai'm ; why wilt thou slay meV
Clif. Thy father hath.
Rut. But 'tnas ere I was born.

Thou hast one son, for his sake pit); me ;

I,est in revenge thereof,—sith God is just,

—

lie be as miserably slain as I.

All, let me live in prison all my days;
And when I give occasion of offence,
Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause 1

Clif. No cause ?

Thy father slew my father ; therefore, die.
\Stahs him.

Rut. Diifaciaut, laudis sunitna sit ista tuie !

[Dies.
Clif. Plantagenet ! I come, Plantagenet

!

.\nd this thy son's blood cleavineto my blade,
.Shall rust upon my weapon, till tny blood,
Congeal'd with this, do make me wipe off both.

\li.^:ii.

SCENE IV.

—

Anotlicrpart ofzlieplains.

Alayinn. JivterYork.

York. The army of the queen hath got the field

:

My uncles both are slain in rescuing me

;

And all my followers to the eager foe
Turn back, and fly. like ships before the wind,
I )r lambs pursu'd by hunger-starved wolves.
My sons,—God knows what hath bechanc'd them,
Vint tliis I know,—they h;ive demean'd themselves
1 ike men born to renown by life or death.
Ihree times did Richard make a lane to me

;

,Vnd tlirice cried,— ** Cotira^c^fatJier ! fi^ht it out .'"

.\nd full as oft came Edward to my side.
With purple faulchion, painted to the hilt

In blood of those that had encounter'd him :

And when the hardiest warriors did retire,

Richard cried,— *'Chaygiit and ^ive 3io foot of
jyrouttd .'"

And cried,—"A cyoion^ or else a glorious tovib 1

A sceptre^ or an earthly sepulchre !"

With this, we charg'd again : but, out, alas 1

We bodg'd again f as I have seen a swan
With bootless labour swim against the tide,

.\ud spend her strength with over-matching waves.
\_A short alartim within.

Ah. hark ! the fatal followers do pursue

;

And I am faint, and cannot fly tlieir fury.
And were I strong, I would not shun their fury.
The sands are number'd tliat make up my life

;

Here nuist I stay, and here my life must end.
Enter Queen Margaret, Clifford, Northumberland,

* and Soldiers.

Come, bloody Clifford,—rough Northumberland,

—

I dare your quenchless fury to more rage

;

I am your butt, and I abide your shot.

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet.
Clif. Ay, to such mercy as his ruthless arm.

With downright payment, show'd unto my father.
Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his car.

And made an evening at the noontide prick.
York. My ashes, as the phceni.x, may bring forth

A bird that will revenge upon you all

:

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heaven,
-Scorning whate'er you can afflict me with.
Why come you not? what! multitudes, and fear?

Clif, So cowards fight when they can fly no further
;

So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons

;

.So desperate thieves, all hopeless of tlieir lives.

Breathe out invectives 'gainst the oflicers.

York. O Clifford, but bethink thee once again,
And in thy thought o'er-run my former time ;

Antl, if thou canst for blushing, view this face,

.\nd bile thy tongue, that .slanders him with cowardice,
AVhose frown h-ith made thee faint and fly ere this.

Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word.
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one.

\Dra7Us.

a. Mar. Hold, valiant Clifford 1 for a thousand
causes

1 would prolong a while the traitor's life.

—

[land.

Wrath makes him deaf« speak thou, Northumbi.'r

Act t.

orlh. Hold, Clifford; do not honour hhn so much
Tii prick tliy finger, though to wound his heart

:

^yhat valour were it, when a cur dotli grin,
I'or one to thrust his hand between his teeth.
When he might spurn him with his foot awuyj
It is war's prize to take all vantages

;

And ten to one is no impeach of valour.
[ They lay hands on 'York, wJto strugglwi

Clif. Ay. ay, so strives the woodcock witJi the gin.
North. So doth the coney struggle in the net.

[York is taken priscucr..
York. So triumph thieves upon their conquer'd booty;

So true men yield, with robbers so o'er-match'd.
North. What would your grace have done unto hiui

now?
Q. Mar. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumber-

land,
Come, make him stand upon this molehill here.
That raught at mountains with outstretched arms,
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand.
What ! was it you that would be England's king J

Was 't you that revell'd in our parliament.
And made a preachment of your high descent ?

Where are your mess of sons to back you now 2

The wanton Edward, and the lusty George?
And Where's that valiant crook-back orodigy.
Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice
^\'as wont to cheer liis dad in mutinies?
Clj-, with the rest, where is your darling Rutlajid ?

Look, York : I stain'd this napkin wit's the blood
That valiant Clifford, with his rapier's point.
Made issue from the bosom of the boy

;

And if thine eyes can water for his death,
I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withaL
Alas, poor York 1 but that I hate thee deadly,
I should lament thy miserable state.
I pr'ythee, grieve, to nuike me merry, York.
What, hath thy fiery heart so parch'd thine entrails,
That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death ?

Why art thou patient, man! thou shouldst be mad

;

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus.
Stamp, rave, and fret, that I may sing and dance.
Thou wouldst be fee'd, I see, to make me sport

:

York cannot speak, unless he w(mr a crown.
A crown for York !—and, lords, bow low to him ;

Hold you his hands, whilst I do set it on.
\Putting apaper crown on his h.:au'.

Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king I

Ay, this is he that took king Henri's cliair;
.\nd this is he was his adopted heir.

But how is it that great Plantagenet
Is cronn'd so soon, and broke his solemn oath?
As I bethink me, you should not be king
Till our king Henry had shook hands with death.
.\nd will you pale your head in Henry's glory,
And rob his temples of the diadem.
Now in his life, against your holy oathH
1 1, 'tis a fault too, too unpardonable.
Off with the crown; and, with the crown, his head;
.Vnd, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead.

Clif. That is my office, for my father's sake.
Q. Alar. Nay. stay ; let's hear the orisons he makes.
York. She-wolf of France, but worse than wolves

of France,
Whose tongue more poisons than the adder's tooth I

How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex
To triumph, like an Amazonian trull.

Upon their woes wlioin fortune captivates I

But th.at thy face is, visor-like, unchanging.
Made impudent with use of evil deeds!
1 would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush

:

To tell thee whence thou cam'st, of whom deriv'd.
Were shame enough to shame thce, wert tliou nst

shameless.
Thy father bears the type of king of Naples,
Of both the .Sicils and Jerusalem

;

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman.
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult

!

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, jjroud queen;
Unless the adage must be verified.
That beggars mounted run their horse to deatlt
'Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud

;

But. God he knows, thy share thereof is small

:

'Tis virtue that doth make them must adinir'd ;

The contr.iry doth make tliee wonder'd .it:

'Tis government that makes them seeiii divine I

The want thereof makes thee abomiuible

:

I Thou art as opposite to every good,
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To bid th . f .Jh","
'^.™",''^'= life-blood of the child,

I o bid the father wipe his eyes milial.And yet be seen to bear a woman's face f«,oinen are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible;
J hou stern, obdurate, flinty, rouijli. remorseless
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For ril'l'' „': 'Tli'^P* '">• "°" ">°" hast thy wil

And iiS^n^.r ' '"'""i?
"P "ncessant showers.And when the rage allays, the rain beiHns.Jhese tears are my sweet Rutland s obsequiesAnd every drop cries venijeance for his dea h
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l), ten times more,—than tisjers of Hyrcania

Th!; doti'^ ''"h?"'
.^''^^.P'"^ father^s te^,!s:

And T .^>h^ " dmp-dst in blood of my sweet boyAnd Twith tears do wash the blood away
^

J^eep thou the napkin, and go boast of this:

And if thou tplicf ,t,
{^''""'^ '"^•''^ '''« Itaitdkcrchu/.'s-na. It tnou tell st the hea-iry story rii-ht,tpon my soul the hearers will shed tears

;

^ea. even my foes wiU shed fast-fallina- tears

AnM'n ,H '"'^
i^o*^"- and, with the crown, my curse •

As ;,w 7 ""''
X^"^ ™'"f°rt come to th^e"^As no I reap at thy too cruel hand !-

r^n^'^^!;f^^'^tep--aUmy.n,
To see how miysorrow ^ipes his soul.

berl^nd?
'^«<=P' "£-•'?'--. "'V '"rd Northum

a','.'?'?!,'";' "R"" ?•"= ^"'"S ''e did us all,A Id that ml quickly dry thy meltinijears.
^

rl^'flf
'^"^ ""^ °^"'> heres-^or my father's

O Mar iTiVi 1. .„' t • •
{^''ibbiitg him.

kinV^
'" "^'°' "" srentle-heartcd

K.r>t Op^en thy gate of mercy, t^raiio'^s^Gof
/"'''

My soul flies through these wound? to seek out thee.
1

,

'-'

'"Tatesf
'*"'' ^'^ ^''^^' =""1 ^" " ""'^"k

So York may overlook the town of York.
[Flourish. Exctiiit.

TlllkD HAkT (yK KING HENKY VI. 389

av/a' ?i^''''= '!"".^ '-y«=" o' do I see three suns!

Not^::;JiV'!? k!°'''°"S suns, each one a perfect sun ;Not separated with the rackini; clouds.But sever d in a pale clear-shinunj sky.

ifif'tlf.l v"=^-Ji""''
e-"'''-^':'^. .ana seein to kiss.As 11 they vow d some league inviolable :

In th,t fh h^ "'
'i'"-'

'"'"'P- ""-^ ''S'«. one sun.in this the heaven figures some event.

7 .f T-. -'^ wondrous strange, the like vet neverI hink ,t cites us, brother, to tTie field
; fhea^d ofThat we, the sons of brave PlantagcnetEach one already blazing by our meeds,

bhould, notvyithstanding, join our lights together
I And over-shinfi thr. oarfl, .,,. •>,;.. .1,?

.ivoruf

ACT 11.

SCENE l.~A Plain ,tcar Mortimer' Cross in Here
fordshire.

Drmns. .E«fe>- Edward «««? Richard, -with tliciy
yorccSt 7)iaychi}tg.

ur whttlier lie be scap d a«ay, or no.

H d"h,
,'''^''''

' ?"'• Northumberlan.rs pursuit:

Ha he p'-'n ^r
?" "''

f'""';'
'>ave heard the news

;Hart He been stiin, we should have heard the news •Or h.i_d he -scapU methinks we should have hc^dThe happy tidings of his goorl escape.-Hm- fares my brother! whv is he so sad?
Wh" '^nnotjov, untU I be resolv'dWhere our right valiant father is become
1 S.1W him in the battle range .ibout •

vlou'ht h,.'t^ '"'k^ ''V '^f^^^-'-'l CliflTord forth.

\s il^ 1-
^ bore him m the thickest troop,A-. d.)th .1 hoii in a herd of neat

;

M'l.'ri'!',
•''''^' "rn\^;"l'ass'd round with dogs.

The rest s,'?„'h"",^'',
"'

i-^"'
"'"' "'«''« "'«"• cry.

So r.ir -1 our father with his enemies
|

M, ,w ,'"^«P':lllles iny warlike father :

s . . I, .'1.
* P"-"? <^nough to be his son.

\ml I s
"'"/niiigopes her goMen gates,

»c I resembles it the prime of youth.im u Ufcc a younker, prantiiig lo his love I

\„A
— '• ""otaiiuiuK, join our ngnts tojAnd over-shme the eartTi. as this the worl,Whate er it bodes, henceforward will I be.irUpon my target three fair shining suns.

speak k!"
"'""' '^^"S'«''^«: l^yjo"' leave r

You love the breeder better tlian the male,
n .. , ^ ,

Enter a Messenger.
But what art thou, whose heavy iSoks foretellborne dreadful story hanging on thy tongue t

Wht^'' ^h' ""^,"'2' ^"^ •* ^of"' looker-on.When ;is the noble duke of York was slain.Your princely father, and my loving lord.

il^h ^'.^yt^^r "i'^'S J"' 1 ^^''^ heard too much
Mrt' In^'- "^i'V

'^"'^- ^"^ I ^"1 hear it all.

4 „^ f
Environed he was with many foes :And stood agamst them, as the hope of Troy

bS^H rr^n
Greeks that would ha?e enter^cf Troy.But Hercules himself must yield to odds ;

^
And many strokes though with a little axe.Hew down, and fell the hardest-timber d oik.By many hands your father was subdu'd

;

3ut only slaughtered by the ireful arm
Ufunrelenting Clifford, and the queen,Who crown d the gracious duke in high despite •

Th^^r'.h/"
""^ ^^""^

'
^"'' *''en with |r ef he wept.The ruthless queen gave him, to dry his cheeksA napkin steep6d in the harniless Sood

And after m'^^'
Rutland, by rough Clifford slain :And after many scorns, many foul taunts.They took his head, and on the gates ofYork

?.^Kr^?^tr?^?^;!'^>-];--^'
And treacherously Iiast thou vaiiquish'd him.For hand to hand he would have vanquis'd thee I

Ah w"n^H°"H
^P'^"?'^> 'become a prison ^ '

Ah, would she break from hence, that this mv bodvMight m the ground be closed up in rest
^

For never henceforth shaU I joy again '

Never. O never, shall I see more joy.
A^c/z. I cannot weep, for all my body's moistureScarce serves to quench my furnace-burniig heart •

Nor cin my tongue unload my heart's grc.xt burdenFor se f-same wind, that I should speak"withal
'

Is kindling coals that fire all my breast,And burn me up >vith flames, that tears would quenchTo weep is to make less the depth of grief •
'"''"'^"•

kM^^'J ?"i'
^"^ '!^''" '• "^'"^^^ ^n<l revenge for me I-Kichard. I bear thy name ; I'll venge Ihylieatli,Or die renowned by attempting it.

uiAi A
""ne that valiant duke hath left with theeHis dukedom an<l his chair with me is left

'

Ak-A Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's birdShow th;r descent by gazing 'gainst fliell n 1 '

'il,^.r?l'
?'"' iMkeJom, throne and kingdom say

;

vr II f- '^ ^K'D"'
"' ?'="• thou wert not his.

^

r!; u ^'""'J'^.'' "'"^^ Montague, uithroras:

newrabro-Id^""
'"'^

' ''^'" '^'-/wh.u

Om'btieful'-nei"!?!'^^''";'^''' "^ T""
''"'"'J ''-^""tinir balclul news, and at each word's delivranceStab poniards 11. our flesh till all were told,

The words would add iiioreani/ulsh tlimthii w,.„.i,I.:
valiant lord, the duke of York is slain

"""'"'=-

AVS^'fl.^n'f?''"'^'*'
y^^^-i^k

1 tii.n I'l.mtagenet,W iiicl held thee dearly .-is his soul's redeniptioii.
Is by thc_stefn lortl Clifford done to death. ' '

\nd no« .';'.'-^.i'r

''•'"
'
'*"""'' "'<-« news ill tear.And now, to add more measure lo your woes

1 come to tell you things sitli then befallen. '

Alter the bloody fray at Wakeheld fought.
V\ here your brave father bfcs.Ujd liis latest gasp,
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Tidinjjs, as swiftly as the posts could run,
"Were broutjht ine of your loss, and his depart,
I. then in London, keeper of the king',

Muster d my soldiers, gather'd flocks of friends,

And very well appointed, as I thought,
iMarch'd towards St. Albans to intercept the queen,
Bearing the king in my behalf along

;

For by my scouts I was advertised,'
That sl\e was coming with a full intent
To dash our late decree in parUament,
Touching Kmg Henry's oath, and your succession,
Short tale to make,—we at St. Albans met.
Our battles join'd, and both sides fiercely fought :

But whether 'twas the coldness of the king,
"Who look'd full gently on his warlike queen.
That robb'd my soldiers of their heated spleen ;

Or whether 'twas report of her success

;

Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour.
\Vlio thunders to his captives—blood and death,
I cannot judge : but, to conclude with truth.
Their weapons like to lightning came and went

;

Our soldiers.—like the night-owl's lazy flight,

Or like a lazy thresher -with a flail,

—

Fell gently do\vii, as if they struck their friends.
I chcer'd them up with justice of our cause.
With promise of high pay, and great rewards ;

But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight.

And Ave, in them, no hope to win the day ;

So that we fled ; the king unto the queen

;

f-ord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself,
In haste, post-liastp, are ».^me to join with you

;

For in the marches here, we heard, you were.
Making another head to fight again. [wick 't

hdw Wiiere is the duke of Norfolk, gentle War-
And when came George from Burgundy to England ?

li^ar. Some six miles off the duke is with the sol-

And for your brother, he was lately sent [diers ;

From your kind aunt, ducliess of Burgundy,
With aid of soldiers to this needful war.
Rich. 'Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warwick

Oft have I heard his praises in pursuit, [fled :

But ne'er, till now, his scandal of retire.

JVar. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou hear;
For thou shalt know, this strong right hand of mine
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry's head,
And wring the awful sceptre from his fist,

Were he as famous, and as bold in war,
As he is fam'd for mildness, peace, and prayer.
Rich. I know it well, lord Warwick ; blame me not

:

Tis love I bear thy glories makes nie speak.
But, in tnis troublous time, what's to be done?
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel.

And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns,
Numb'ring our Ave-Maries with our beads?
Or shall we on the helmets of our foes
Tell our devotion with revengeful anns ?

If for the last, say—Ay, and to it. lords.

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek you
And therefore comes my brother Montague. [out

;

Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen.
With Clifford and the haught Northumberland,
And of their feather many more pjroud birds.

Have wrought the easy-melting king like wax.
He swore consent to jour succession.
His oath enrolled in the parliament

;

And now to London all the crew are gone.
To frustrate both his oath, and what beside
May make against the house of Lancaster.
Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong:
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself,
With all the friends that thou, brave earl of March,
Amongst the loving Welshmen canst procure.
Will but amount to five and twenty thousand.
Why, Via I to London will we marcli amain ;

And once again bestride our foaming steeds,
And once again cry—Charge upon our foes 1

But never once again turn back and fly.

Rich. Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick
Ne'er may he live to see a sunshine day, I'speak :

That cries—Retire, ifWarwick bid him stay.

Jiiiiu. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I lean

:

And when thou fail'sl, (as Goci forbid the hour ])

Must Hdward fall, which peril heaven forfend !

IVar. No longer earl of^ March, but duke of York
The next degree is, England's royal throne ;

For king of England shalt thou be proclaim'd
In every borough as we pass along

;

And he tliat throws not up his cap for joy,

Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head.
King Edward.— valiant Richard,—Montague,—
Stay we no loiiger, dreaming of renown.
But sound the trumpets, and about our task.

Rich. Then, Clifford, were thy heart as hard as steef,

(As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds,)
I come to pierce it,—or to give thee mine.
Jidw. Then strike up, drums :—God, and Saint

George for us I

Enter a Messenger.
JFar. How now ! what news ?

Mess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by me,
Tlie queen is coming with a puissant host

:

And craves your company for speedy counsel.
IVar, Why then it sorts, brave warriors : let's away.

{ExeitrJ.

SCENE n.~Bc/oyeYor\^.

Flourish, Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, tite

Prince of Wales, (Clifford, and Northumberland,
-with/orces.

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town of
Yonder's tlie head of that arch-enemy, [York.
That sought to be encompass'd with your crown

:

Doth not the object cheer your heart, ray lord ?

A', //en. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear
their wreck :

—

To see this sight, it irks my very soul.

Withhold revenge, dear God ! tis not my fault.

Nor wittingly have I infring'd my vow.
C/i/l My gracious liege, this too much lenity

And Iiarmful pity, must be laid aside.
To whom do lions cast their gentle looks ?

Not to the beast that would usurp their den.
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth hck ?
Not his that spoils her young before her face.
Who 'scapes the lurking serpent's mortal sting?
Not he that sets his foot upon her back.
The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on

;

And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood.
Ambitious York did level at thy crown,

I

Thou smiling, while he knit his angry brows :

He, but a duke, would have his son a king.
And raise his issue Hke a loving sire ;

Thou, being a king, bless'd with a goodly son.
Didst yield consent to disinherit him.
Which argu'd thee a most unlovmg father.
Unreasonable creatures feed their young'

;

And though man's face be fearful to their eyes.
Yet, in protection of their tender ones.
Who hath not seen them (even with those wings
Which sometime they have us'd with fearful flight)

Make war with him that cUmb'd unto their nest,
Offering their own lives in their young's defence?
For shame, my liege, make them your precedent 1

Were it not pity that this goodly boy
Should lose his birthright' by his fatner*s fault,

And long hereafter say unto his child,

—

" What "my great grandfather and grandsire got,
My careless father fondly ^ave away ?"

Ah, what a shame were this I Look on the boy;
And let his manly face, which promiseth
Successful fortune, sieel thy melting heart
To hold thine own. and leave thine own with him.

A', /fen. Pull well liath Clifford played the orato^,
Inferring arguments of mighty force.
But, Chtford. tell me, didst thou never hear
That things ill got liad ever bad success?
And happy always was it f©r that son.
Whose father, for his hoarding, went to hell?
I'll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind

;

And would my father had left me no more I

For all the rest is held .it such a rate,

As brings a thousand-fold more care to keep.
Than in possession any jot of pleasure.
Ah, cousin York 1 would thy best friends did know,
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here 1

Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your spirits : our foes
.-ire nigh,

.\nd this soft courage makes your followers faint.

Vou promis'd knighthood to our forward son ;

Unslicath your sword, and dub him jjrescntly.

Edward, kneel down.
A*, //en. Edward Plantagenet, arise a knight

;

Ami learn this lesson,—Draw thy sword in right.

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly l<;avCj

I '11 draw it as apparent to the crown.
And in that quarrel use it to the death.
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Cl>/. Why, that is spoken like a toward prince.
Enter a Messenger.

Afcss. Royal commanders, be in readiness

:

For with a band of thirty thousand men
Comes W.arwick, backing of the duke of York ;

And in the towns, as they do march along,

Proclaims him king, and many fly to him

:

Darraign your battle, for they are at hand.
C/i/. I would your highm-^s would dcjjart the field :

The queen hath best succes.s when you are absent.

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our
fortune. [stay.

A'. Htn. Why, that 's my fortune too ; therefore I'll

North. Be it with resolution, then, to fight.

Prince. My royal father, cheer these noble lords.

And hearten those that fight in your defence

;

Unsheathe your sword, good father; crj', "Saint
George !"

March. Enter Edward. George. Richard. Warwick,
Norfolk, Montague, (Z;:(ir Soldiers.

Edw. Now, perjurd Henry ! wilt thou kneel for

And set thy diadem upon my head ; [grace.

Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ? [boy !

Q. Mar. Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting

Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms.
Before thy sov'reigri, and thy lawful king

!

Edw. I am his king, and he should bow his knee

;

I was adopted heir by his consent

:

.Since when, his oath is broke : for, as I hear.
You, that are king, though he do wear the crown,
Have caus"d him. by new act of Parliament,
To blot out me, and put his own son in.

Cli/. And reason too :

Who should succeed the father, but the son ?

Rich. Are you there, butcher? — O, I cannot
speak

!

Cli/. Ay. crook-back, here I sfand to ans^ver thee,

Or any he the proudest of thy sort.

Rich. 'Twas you that killed young Rutland, was
it not ?

Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied.

Rich. For God's sake, lords, gi\e signal to the fight

M'ar. What say 'st thou, Heiiry, wilt thou yield the
crown? [dare you speak?

Q. Mar. Why. how now, long-tongu'd Warwick !

When you and 1 met at St. Albans last.

Your legs did better service than your hands.
IVar. Then 'twas my turn to fly. and now 'tis thine.

CUf. You said so much before, and yet you fled.

War. 'Twas not your valour, Cliflord, drove me
thence. [stay.

North. No, nor your manhood, that durst make j'ou

Rich. Northumberland. I hold thee reverently.—
Break off the parley ; for scarce I can refrain

The execution of my big-swoln heart
Upon th.it Clifford, that cruel child-killer.

Cli/. I slew thy father,—call'st thou him a child?
Rich. Ay. like a dastard, and a treacherous coward,

As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland;
But ere sun-set I'll make thee curse the deed.

A'. Hen. Have done with words, my lords, and hear
me speak. (lil'S.

Q. Mar. Defy thera, then, or else hold close thy
K. Hen. I pr v'thee, give no limits to my tongue

;

i .im a king, and privileg'd to speak.
Cli/. My liege, the wound that bred this meeting

here.
Cannot be curd by words ; therefore be still.

Rich. Then, executioner, unsheathe thy sword

:

Cy him that made us all, I am resolv d,
fnat Clifford's manhood lies upon his tongue.
Edw. Say, Henry, shall I have my right, or no?

A thousand men have broke their fasts to-day,
That ne'er shall dine, imlcss thou yield the crown.

IVar. If thou deny, their blood ujjon thy head ;

FiT York injustice puts his .armour on.
Prince. If that be right, which AVarwick says i-,

TheiV is no wrong, but evcr>' thing is right. (right.
Ric't. Whoever got thee, there tny mother stands

;

For, wtll I wot, thou h.ast thy mother's tongue.
Q. Mmr. But thou art m-ither like thy sire nor dam :

But likt a foul misshaped stigmatick.
Mark'd hy the dcstiiiie-, tr, be avoided.
As venon" toads, or Ji^ards' dreadful stings.
Rich, l.on of Naples, hid with F.ngliih gilt,

Whose fatrcr bears the title of a king,
(.\s if a chaoiui kluulU be call d the sea,)

Sham'st thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught.
To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart ?

Edw. A wisp of straw were worth a thousand
cro^vns,

To make this shameless callat know herself.

Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou.
Although thy husband may be Menelaus

;

.\nd ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd
By that false woman, as this king by thee.
His father revell'd in the heart of France,
.Ynd tam'd the king, and made the Dauphin stoop ;

And had he match 'd according to his state.

He might have kept that glory to this day

;

But when he took a beggar to his bed,
And grac'd thy poor sire with his bridal day,
liven then that sunshine brew'd a shower for him.
That wash'd his father's fortunes forth of France,
And heap'd sedition on his crown at home.
For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy pride?
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slejjt

;

I

And we. in pity of the gentle king,

I

Had slippd our claim until another age.

I
Geo. But when we saw our sunshine made thy

]
And that thy summer bred us no increase, Jsprini;.

I We set the axe to thy usurping root

:

And though the edge hath something hit ourseirvei.

Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike.

We'll never leave, till we have hewn thee down.
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated bloods.
Ediu. Ancl in this resolution I defy thee ;

Not willing any longer conference.
Since thou deny'st the gentle king to speak.

—

Sound trumpets !—let our bloody colours wave I—
And either victory, or else a grave.

Q. Mar. Stay, Edward.
Edio. No, wi-angling woman, we'll no longer stay

:

These words will cost ten thousand lives to-day.

(
Exeunt.

SCENE \\\.—Afield 0/ Battle bet-ween Towton rt«il

Saxton, in Yorkshire.

Alarums : Excursio7is. Enter WarwiCiC.

JVar. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race,
I lay me down a little while to breathe ;

I'or strokes receiv'd, and many blows repaid.
Have robb'd my strong-knit sinews of their strer,^;,.

And, spite of spite, needs must I rest a while.
Enter Edward, running^.

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven I or strike, ungentle
death !

For this world frowns, and Edward's sun is clouded
U'ar. How now, my lord! what hap? what hope

of good ?

Enter George.
Geo. Our hap is lost, our hope but sad despair

;

Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us :

What counsel give you ? whither shall we fly ?

Edw. Bootless is flight,—they follow us with wings ;

And weak we are, ancl cannot shun pursuit.

Enter Richard.
Rich. 'Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrnv-n

.thyself?
Thy brother's blood the thirsty earth hath drunk,
Broach'd with the steely point of Clifford's lance

:

Anfl, in the very pangs of deatn, he cried,
Like to a dismal clangor heard from far.
" Warivick, revenge 1 brother, revenge my death I"

So, underneath the belly of their steeds,
'I'hat stain'd their fetlocks in his smoking blood.
The noble gentleman gave up the ghost.
U'ar. Then let tl>c earth' be drunken with our

I'll kill my horse, because I will not fly. [blood

:

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here,
W'.iiling our losses, whiles the foe doth rage

;

And look upon, ,as if the tragedy
Were play'd in jest by counterfeiting actors t
Here on my knee I vow to God above,
I'll never pause .again, never stand still

rill either de.atli hath clos'd these eyes of mine.
Or fortune given me measure of revenge.
Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with thine

;

And in this <.ow do chain my soul to thine

;

And, ere my knee ris^ from the earth's cold face,
I throw my hands, mine eyes, iny he.irt to thee,
riion setter ni) .md plui ker down of kings I

Beseeching thee, if with thy will it stands
That to my fnes this body must be prey.
Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope,



372 THIRD PART OF KINO HENRY VI. /}rf 3.

And give svv-eet passage to my sinful sotil

!

Now, lords, take leave until we meet attain,

Whe'er it be in heaven or in earth.
jRich. Brother, give me thy hand;—and, gentle

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms : [Warwick,
I, that did never weep, now melt with woe.
That Minter should cut off our spring-time so.

ITar. Away, away j Once more, sweet lords, fare-
Geo. Yet let us all together to our troops, [well.

And give them leave to fly that will not stay;
And call them pillars that will stand to us

;

And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards
As victors wear at the Olympian games

:

This may plant courage m their quailing breasts

;

For yet is hope of life, and victory.

Foreslow no longer; make we hence amain.
\_Exeunt.

SCENE V^.—Anot!ieyPaHofthe Field.

Excursions. Enter Richard and Clifford.

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have .singled tliee alone

:

Suppose this arm is for the duke of York,
And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge.
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall.

Xlif. Now, Richard. I am with thee here alone :

This is the hand that stabbd thy father York,
And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland

;

And here's the heart that triumphs in their death.
And cheers these hands, that slew thy sire and
To execute the like upon thyself

;

[brother.
And so, have at thee.

[ Tlieyflight. Warwick enters : Cliffordy?;t-j-.

Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase
;

For I myseU will hunt this wolf to death.
\Exeimt.

SCENE v.—Another Part of flu: Field.

Alarum. Enter King Henry.

K. Hen. This battle fares like to the morning's war,
When dying clouds contend with growing light.

What time "the shepherd, blowing of his nails,

Can neither call it perfect day, nor night.
Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea
Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind

;

Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea
Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind :

Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind;
Now one the better, then another best

;

Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast.
Yet neitlicr conqueror, nor conquered :

So is the equal poise of this fell war.
Here on this molehill will I sit me down.
To whom God will, there be the victory 1

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too,
Have chid me from the tiattle : swearing both,
They prosper best of all when I am thence.
Would I were dead ! if God's good will were so

;

For what is in this world but grief and woe t

O God ! methinks it were a happy life.

To be no better than a homely swain

;

To sit upon a hill, as I do now.
To carve out dials quaintly, point by point.
Thereby to see the minutes how they run ;—

•

How many make the hour full complete ;

How many hours bring about the day

;

How many days will finish up the year

;

How many years a mortal man may Hve.
When this is known, then to divide the times,

—

So many hours must I tend my flock ;

So many hours must I take my rest

;

So many hours must I contemplate ;

So many hours must I sport myself

;

So many days my ewes have been with young

;

So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ;

So many years ere I shall shear the fleece ;

So minutes, hours, days, months, and years,
Pass'd over to the end they were created.
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave.
Ah. what a life were this 1 how sweet \ how lovely

!

Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade
To shepherds, looking on their sillj' sheep.
Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy
To kings, that fear their subjects" treachery!
O. yes, it doth ; a thousand fold it doth.
And to conclude,—the sheplierd s homely curds,
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle.
His wonted sleep under .a fresh tree s sli.ado.

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys.

Is far beyond a prince's delicates.
His viands si^arkhng in a golden cup.
His body couched in a curious bed.
When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him.

Alarum. Enter a Son that has Killed hjs Father,
•with tlie dead body.

San. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody.
This man whom hand to hand 1 slew in fight.

May be possessed with some store of crowns:
And I, that haply take them from him now,

I May yet ere niglit yield both my life and them
ITo some man else, as tins dead man doth me.

—

Who's this ?—O God ! it is my father's face.
Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill'd.

O hea\'y times, begetting such events 1

From I^cndon by the king was I press'd forth ;

My father, being the eari of Warwick's man.
Came on the part of York, press'd by his master ;

And I, who at his hands received my life.

Have by my hands of hfe bereavid him.

—

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did 1

—

And pardon, father, for I knew not thee !

—

My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ;

And no more words, till they have flow'd their nil.

A". Hen. O piteous spectacle I O bloody times I

While lions "war, and battle for their dens.
Poor hannless lambs abide their enmity.
Weep, wretched man, I'll aid thee, tear for tear ;

And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war,
Be bUnd with tears, and break o'ercharg'd with grief.

Enter a. Father 70I10 has killed his Son, with the body
in his arms.

Fath. Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me,
]
Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold

;

For I have bought it with a hundred blows.

—

But let me see :—is this our foeman's face 'I

.\h, no. no, no, it is mine only son 1

—

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee.
Throw up thine eye ! see, see, what showers arise.

Blown with the windy tempest of my heart.

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart I—
O, pity, God, this miserable age 1

What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly.
Erroneous, inutinous, and unnatural.
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget 1

boy, thy father gave thee life too soon.
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late

!

K. Hen. Woe above woe 1 grief more than common
grief 1

0, that iny death would stay these ruthful deeds |

O, pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity I

The red rose and the white are on his face.
The fatal colours of our striving houses

:

The one his purple blood right well resembles

:

The other his pale cheeks, methinks, presentcth :

W'ither one rose, and let the other flourish

;

If you contend, a thousand lives must wither.
Son. How will my mother, for a father's death.

Take on with me. and ne'er be satisfied I

Fath. How will my wife, for slaughter ofmy son.

Shed seas of tears, and ne'er be s.afisfied I

K. Hen. How will the country, for these woful
chances,

Misthink the king, and not be satisfied I

Son. AVas ever son so ru'd a father's death ?

Fath. Was ever father so bemoan'd a son V

A'. Hen. Was ever king so griev'd for subjects' woe 1

Much is j'our sorrow ; mine, ten times so much.
Son. I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep mv fill.

[Exit -with the hedv.
Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy winding;-

sheet

;

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre

;

For from my heart thine image ne'er shall go
;

My sighing breast shall be tliy funeral bell

;

And so obsequious will thy father be,
li'cn for the loss of thee, having no more.
As Priam was for .all his v.aliant sons.
1 11 bear thee hence ; and let them' fight that will,

For I have murder d where I should not kill.

\lixit 7vith the body.
A'. Hen. Sad-hearted men, much overgone with

care.
Here sits a king more woful than you are.

.4lant>ns : Exairsions. Enter Queen M.argarer,
Prince of Wales, aiid Exeter.

Prince. Fly. father, flvl for all your friends are fled,
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And Warwick raj;e:; like achafid bull :

Away I for death doth hold us in pursuit,

Q, May Mount you. my lord; towards Benvick
post amain :

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds
Having the fearful flying hare in sight.

With fiery eyes sparkling for very wrath.
And bloody steel grasp d in their ireful hands,
Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain.
Uxe. Away ! for vengeance comes along with them :

Nay. stay not to expostulate ; make speed

;

Or else come after : I 'II away before.

K. Hen. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet
Exeter.

Not that I fear to stay, but love to go
Whither the queen intends. Forward ; away

!

[EXCUH/.

SCENE VI.— The Same.

A loiid alaruin. Enter Clifford, wounded.

Clif. Here bums my candle out, ay, here it dies.

Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light.

O Lancaster. I fear thy overthrow
More than my body's parting with my soul t

RIy love and fear glud many friends to thee:
And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt.
Impairing Henry, strengthening mis-proud York,
The common people swarm like summer flies ;

And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun?
And who shines now, but Henry's enemies?

Pho;bus. hadst thou never given consent
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds.

Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth I

And. Henry, hadst thou sway'd as kings should do,
Or as thy father, and his father, did.

Giving no ground unto the house of York,
They never, then, had sprung like summc/ flies

;

I, and ten thousand in this luckless realm.
Had left no mourning widows for our death ;

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace.
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air 'i

And what makes robbers bold but too much lenity?—
Bootless are plaints, and careless are my wounds ;

No way to fly. nor strength to hold out flight

:

The foe is merciless, and will not pity ;

For at their hands I have deserved no pity ;

The air hath got into my deadly wounds.
And much efleuse of blood doth make me faint.

—

Come, York and Richard, Warwick and the rest

;

1 stabb'd your father's bosoms, spUt my breast,
{He/aints.

Alnriun and Retreat. Enter Edward, George.
Richard, Montague, Warivick. and Soldiers.

Ed-w. Now breathe we. lords : good fortune bids us
I^ause.

And smooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks.—
Some troops pursue the bloody-minded queen.
That led calm Henry, though he were a king.
As doth a sail. fiU'd with a fretting gust.
Command an argosy to stem the waves.
But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them?

IVar. No, 'tis impossible he should escape ;

For though before his face I speak the words.
Your brother Richard mark'd him for the gr.ave :

And wheresoe'er he is, he's surely dead.
[Clifford .i^roans and dies.

Edw. Whose soul is that which takes her heavy
leave? (parting.

J!ich. A deadly groan, like life and death's de-

Edw. See who it is : and now the battle's ended.
If friend or foe, let him be gently us'd.

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis Clifford ;

>Vho not contented that he lopp'd the branch
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth.

Hut set his murd'ring knife unto the root
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring,—
I mean, our princely father, duke of York.
PVar. From off the gates of York fetch down tlic

head.
Your father's head, which Clifford placid there.

Instead whereof, let this supply the room :

Measure for measure must be answered.
Edip. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our

house,
That nothing sung hut death to us and ours :

Now death shall stop Ijis dismal threal'ning sound,
And his ill-licling tongue no more shall speak.

I Soldiers bring the bodyfor^vard
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ll'ar. I think his imderstanding is bereft —
Speak, Clitford, dost thou know who speaksto thee ?—
Dark cloudy death oershades his beams of life.

And he nor sees, nor hears us, what we say.

Rich. O. would he did 1 and so, perhaps, he dotli

:

'Tis but his policy to counterfeit,

Because he would avoid such bitter taunts,

Wliich in the time of death he gave our father.

Geo. If so thou think'st, vex him with eager words.
Rich. Clifford ask mercy, and obtain no grace.

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence.

U'ar. Cliff"ord, devise excuses for thy faults.

Geo. While we devise fell tortures for thy faults.

Rich. Thou didst love York, and I am son to York.
Edw. Thou pitiedst Rutland, I will pity thee
Geo. Where's captain Margaret, to fence you now?
n'iir. They mock thee, Clifford : swear as thou wast

wont.
Rich. What, not an oath ? nay^then, the world goes

hard.
When Clifford cannot spare his friends an oath

;

I know by that, he's dead ; and, by my soul.

If this right hand would buy two hours' ufe.

That I in all despite might rail at him.
This hand should chop it off; and with the issuing

blood
Stifle the villain, whose unstaunchfed thir.st

York and young Rutland could not satisfy.

U'ar. Ay, but he's dead: off with the traitor's

head.
And rear it in the place your father's stands.

—

And now to London with triumphant march.
There to be crowned England's royal king.

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France,
And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen :

So shalt thou sinew both these lands together ;

.\nd, having France thy friend, thou shalt not dread
The scatter'd foe that hopes to rise again ;

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt.

Yet look to have them buz, to offend thine ears.

First, will I see the coronation

;

And theu to Brittany I'll cross the sea.
To effect this marriage, so it please my lord.

Edw. Even as thou wilt, sweet War\vick, let it be ;

For on thy shoulder do I build my seat,

.\nd never will I undertake the thing
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting.
Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster ;

And George, of Clarence : Warwick, as ourself.

Shall do and undo, as him pleaseth best.

Rich. Let me be duke of Clarence, George of

Gloster,
For Glosters dukedom is too ominous.
IVar. Tut 1 that's a foolish observation :

Kichard, be duke of Gloster. Now to London.
To see these honours in possession. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—A Chase in the North 0/ England.

Enter tiuo Keepers, with cross-bo-vs in their ha7id^.

Keep. Under this thick-grown brake we'll shroud
ourselves ;

For through this laund anon the deer will come

;

And in this covert wi'.l we make our stand,

Culling the principal of all the deer.
2 Keep. I'll stay above the hill, so both may shoot.

I Keep. 'That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross-bow
\^\\\ scare the herd, and so my shoot is lost.

Here stand we both, and aim we at the best

:

\m\. for the time shall not seem tedious,
I 11 tell thee what befell me on a day.
In this self-place where now we mean to stand.
2 Keep. Here comes a man ; let's stay till he lie

past.
Enter King Henry, disguised, wi'.li a prayer-book

.

K. Hen. From Scotland am I stol'n. even of purs
love.

To greet mine own Land with my wishful sight.

No. Harry. Harry, 'tis no land of thine;
Tliy place is fill'd, tliy sceptre wrung from thee,
Ihy balm washed off wherewith thou wast anointed

:

\o bending knee will call thee Ca?sar now,
\o humble suitors press to speak for right.
No, not a man comes for redress of thee ;

I'or how can I help theiii, and not myself
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1 Keep. Ay, liere s a deer whose skin's a keeper's

^°/>^?l Th^ irn^'ir=^'e'=n;jrus iThands upon hi,n.

? ^«^' Forbear a while ; we'll hear a httle more

JC Hei, m queen and son are gone to i-rance for

«n^ =isThear the great commanding Warwick

fsfhiSe gone, to c?ave the French long's s.ster

To wife for Edward : if this news be true

Poorqueen, and son. your labour is but lost

;

KfM- W'r^rwick is a subtle orator.
.

And Lewis a prince soon won with movme words.

B? thlsaccoukt, then. Margaret may wml.m;

For she's a woman to be pitied nnicli

:

Her sighs will make a battery m his breast

;

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart

,

The tfger will be mild whiles she doth mourn.

And Nero will be tainted with remorse.

To hear and see her plaints, her b""'^ *!?«•.

Ay, but she's come to beg ;
Warwick, to give .

She. on his left side ."=^^'"2?1^°^?^"'^ '

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edwarcl

She weeps, ^d says-her Henry 'S deP°?.d
'.

He smiles, and says-his Edward is '"stall d

That she, poor wretch, for grief can speak no more ,

WhUes W.-lrwick tells his title, smooths the wrong,

Inferreth arguments of mighty strength.

And in conclusion wins the king from her.

With promise of his sister, and what else

To strenethen and support King Edward s place.

O MarlTe" thus 'twUl be ; and thou, poor soul.

Art then forsaken, as thou went st forlom 1

2 Keep. Say, what art thou, thou talk st of kings ana

A' NeTuarl than I seem, .nnd less than I was born

A man at least, for less I should not be

;

[to

.

A nd men mav talk of kings, and why not 1

J

"Keep. M. but thou talk'st as if thou wert a king

K. Hen. Why, so I am; xn mind; and thats

a A'.c/Xf.'^f thou be a king, where is thy cro^vn

!

K. Hen.'^y crown is in my heart, not on my

Not derk^fw'ith diamonds and Indian stones.

Nor to be seen : my crown is call d content,

A rrown it is, that seldom kings enjoy.

2 A-«5 Well if you be a king cro^vn d with content,

Your cro^vn content, and you, must be contented

To go along with us ; for, as we think.

Vnu are the king, king Edward ha h clepos d ;

And we his subjects, sworn in all aUegiance,

Will apprehend you as his enemy. >„„,% ,„
K. Hen. But did you never swear, and break an

a KeeT%l. never such an oath ; nor will not now.

A^^«i. Where did you dwell when I was king of

En<^land ?

2 Keep. Here in this country, where we now remain

K Hen I was anointed king at nine months old

;

My father and my grandfather were kings ;

4.nd you were sworn true subjects unto me

.

And tell me, then, have you not broke your oaths

!

Fo'r w?weie" ubiects but while you were king.

A- KfV Why, am I dead? do I not breathe a man?

Ah.'.simple men, you know not what you swear.

1 ook, as I blow this feather from my face.

And as the air blows it to me again,

niieying with my wmd when I do blow.

And yielding to another when it blows.

Commanded always by the greater gust .-

Such is the lightness of you common men
lint do not break your oaths : for of that sin

My mild entreaty shall not make you Ku>":y- , .

.

Go where you will, the king shall he commanded :

Anrl he vou kiuETS ; command, .and I 11 obey.
"
ll^«/ We S?e true subjects to the king, km

Edward. . „
K Hen. So would you be again to Henry,

.

If he were stated as king Edward is jl'?'"?^^

I Keep We charge you. in God s name, and in the

To go with us unto the officers. ,
lobeyd:

it.Hen In Gods name, lead ;
your king s name be

Aud what <k)d will, that let your king perform ;

And what he will, I humbly yield unto. i !•- xennr.

SCENE II.—London. A Room in t!ie Palace.

Enter King Edward. Gloster, Clarence, and Lady
Grey,

A- Fdw Brother of Gloster, at St. Alban's field

This lady's husband. Sir John Grey, was slam.

His lands then seiz'd on by the conqueror

:

Her suit is now, to repossess those lanos :

Which we in justice cannot well deny,

r.ecause in quarrel of the house of -V ork

The worthy gentleman did lose his me.

6V^ Youriiighness shall do well to grant her siut

;

It were dishonour to deny it her. ,„, ,

l-ld7u. It were no less : but yet 111 make a p.uise

Glo. [Aside to Clar.] Yea : is it so ?

I see. the lady hath a thing to grant

Before the king will grant her humble suit.

cTar.[Aszd?to Glo.] He knows the game : how true

he keeps the wind !

!. (Aside to Clar.] Silence ! .

A Edw. Widow, we wiU consider of your suit

,

And come some otlier time to know our mind.

)
come so^

^acious lord, I cannot brook delay

:

.la'y it please'you'r highness to resolve me now

;

\nd what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me.

G^[X>*.1 Ay, widow? then 111 warrant you all

your lands,

An if what pleases him shall pleasure you,

iiht closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow.

aay [Aside.] I fear her not.-uiiless she cliance to

fall '
tages.

G!o. [Aside.-] God forbid that, for hell take van:

K. l-dw. How many children h.ast thou, widov. ?

Clar. [^lS?.'l I think, he means to beg a child of her

Glo. [Aside.] Nay. whip me, then ; he .1 rather

give her two.
.

L Grey. Three, my most gracious lord.

GloAAside.^ You shall have four, if you'U be_rul

d

K Fdw 'Twere pity, they should lose thdr father s

/ Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, ami grant it then.
_

A-. Edw. Lords, give us leave : 111 try this widow s

Glo Ay!' good leave have you ; for you wUl have

leave [Rettrinn with C\a.rmi.e.

Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch.

K Edw. Now. tell me, madam, do you love your

children ?
, ,

,

,<

/ Grev Ay. full as dearly as I love myself.

K. Edw. And would you not do much to ^lo '^^cm

L Gr^y°Vo do them good, I would sustain some

K. Edw. Then get your husband s lands to do them

/ G)-?v'°Therefore I came unto your majesty.

K Edw I'U tell you how these lands are to be got.

S^Grey. So shall you bind me to your bighness^

K /^rfw^Wliat service wilt thou do me, if 1 giv'-

/ Grev. What you command, that rests in me to il...

A' Fdw. But you will take exceptions to my boon.

/
'

Grev No, gracious lord, excejit I cannot do it.

A- Fdw Av, but thou canst do what I mean to .ask.

L. Grey. -iX'hy then. I wiU do what your grace com-

Glo. [A^^e.] He plies her hard; and much rain

wears the marble. , ,

Clar. [As,de.\ As red as fire ! nay then, herj^ax

/. G^Tw^fs'oP" ">y'"''" shall I not hear m^

K.Edw. An easy task: tis but to love a king.

A. GVo-. That's soon performed, because. J^.am a

K. ^X*!^ Why then. thy. husband's lands 1 freely

A Grey. I take my leave with many tbousand tluinks

Glo U.f!-,fel.The match is made: she seals it with

K /Trf^^^hU st^aythee ; 'tis the fruits of jove I me.an.

A Grey The fruits of love 1 mean, my loving Uege.

K Fdw. Ay, but, I fear me. in another sense.

What love, think'st thou, Lsue so much o get!

A. Grey. My love till death, my humble thanks, my

That lov'et^hTch' virtue begs, and virtue grants.

K.Fd7v. No, by my troth. I did not mean such love

/ Grey. Why. then you mean not as 1 thought you

did.
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/f. Kdxv. But now you partly may perceive my mintl.

L. Orcy. My mind will never |;rant what I perceive
Vour highness aims at, if I aim arifrht.

A". EaTV. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee.
L. Qrey. To tell you plain, I had rather lie in prison
A'. Ed7u. Why then, thou shalt not have thy hus-

bantVs Innds.
/,, Grey. Why then, mine honesty shall be ray dower

;

1-or by thai loss I will not purchase them.
A'. Ed-w. Therein thou wrong'st thy children

mightily.
L. Crey. Herein your hisjhness wrongs both them

Hut. mighty lord, this mern,"' inclination [and nie.

.\ccords not with the sadness of my suit

:

Please you dismiss me, either with ay, or no.
A'. Edw. Ay, if thou wilt say ay to my request

;

No, if thou dost say no to my demand.
L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. My suit is at an end.
Glo. {Aside to Clar.] The w idow likes him not, she

knits her brows.
Clar. [Aside to Glo.J He is the bluntest wooer in

Christendom.
K. Edw. ^Aside.^ Her looks do argue her replete

with modesty

;

Her words do show her wit incomparable ;

AU her perfections challenge sovereignty: -
( i!ie way or other, she is for a king ;

'

And she shall be my love, or else my queen.
Say, that king Edward take thee for his queen !

Z. Grey. 'Tis better said than done, my gracious
I iini a subject fit to jest withal, [lord

:

But far unfit to be a sovereign.
A'. Ed-iV. Sweet widow, by niy slate I swear to thee,

I speak no more than what my soul intends ;

And that is, to enjoy thee for my love.
L. Grey. And that is more than I will yield unto :

I know I am too mean to be your queen.
And yet too good to be your concubine.

A'. EdTju. You ca^Tl, widow : I did mean, my tjueen.
L. Grey. 'Twill brieve your grace, my sons should

call you father.
A". Ed'tu. No more, than when my daughters call

thee mother,
riiou art a widow, and thou hast some children

;

And, by God's mother, I, being but a bachelor.
Have other some : why, 'tis a happy thing
To be the father unto many sons.
Answer no more, for thou shalt be my queen.

Glo. \Aside.\ The ghostly father now hath done
his shrift.

Clar. \Aside.\ When he was made
lor shift

A'. Edvj. Brothers, you muse what chat we two
have had,

Gto. The widov/ likes it not, for she looks sad.
AT. Edw. 'Vou'd think it strange if I should marry
Clar. To whom, my lord! [her.
A'. Edw. Why, Clarence, to myself
Glo. That would be ten days' wonder, at the least.
Clar. That's a day longer than a wonder lasts.
Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes.
A". Edw. Well, jest on, brotlicrs : I can tell you both,

Her suit is granted for her husband's lands.
Enter a Nobleman.

/\'oi. My gracious lord, Henry j-our foe is taken,
.\n^l brought your prisoner to your palace gate.

A". Edw. See that he is convey'd unto the Tower :

And go we, brothers tn the man that took him.
To question of his apprehension.

—

Widow, go you along :—lords, use her honourably.
lExeutit King Edwru-d, Lady Grey, Clarence,

a>:d Noblemen.
Glo. Ay, EdwartI will use women honourably.—

'Would he were waste<l. niajrow, bones, and all.

Tliat from his loins no hopeful branch may spring.
To cross me from the golden time I look fori
And yet, between my soul's desire and me,
(The lustful Edward s title buried,)
Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward,
And all the unlook'd-for issue of their bodies.
To take their rooms, ere I can place myself:
A cold premeditation for my purpose !

^Vhy then, I do but dre.un of sovereignty
;

I-ike one that stands ui»on ;i promontory.
And spies a far-offsliofe where he would tread.
Wishing his foot were tqii.il with his eye ;

And chides the sea that sunders him from tlicnce,
Saying hell lade it dry to have his way i

So do I wish the crown, being so far off;

.Vnd so I chide the means that keep me from it

;

And so I say I'll cut tlie causes off.

Flattering me with impossibilities.

My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too much.
Unless my hand and strength could equal thein.

Well, say there is no kingcfom, then, for Richard ;

Wliat other pleasure can the world afford ?

rU make my heaven in a lady's lap.

And deck my body in gay ornaments,
.\nd witch sweet ladies with my words and looks.
O miserable thought '. and more unlikely.
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns

!

Why, love forswore me in my mother's womb :

And, for I should not deal in her soft laws.
She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe,
To shrink mine arm up Uke a wither'd shrub

;

To make an envious mountain on my back.
Where sits deformity to mock my body

;

To shape my legs of an unequal size ;

To disproportion me in ever>' part,

Uke to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp.
That carries no impression like the dam.
And am I, then, a man to be belov'd?

monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought

;

Then, since this earth affords no joy to me.
But to command, to check, to o'erbear such
.\s are of better person than myself,
I'll make my heaven to dream upon the crown ;

.A-nd, whiles I live, to account this world but hell,

Until my mis-shap'd trunk that bears this head.
Be round irapalfed with a glorious cro^^^l.

And yet I know not how to get the crown.
For many lives stand between me and home :

."^nd I, like one lost in a thorny wood.
That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorns,
Seeking a way, and straying from the way ;

Not knoiving how to find the open air.

But toiling desperately to find it out,

—

Torment myself to catch the English cro\vn

:

And from that torment I will free myself.
Or hew ray way out with a bloody axe.
Why, I can smile, and murder while 1 smile ;

.\nd cry, content, to that which grieves my heart

;

.\nd wet my cheeks with artificial tears.
And frame my face to all occasions.
I'll dro^vn more sailors than the mermaid shall

;

I'll slay more gazers than the basilisk
;

I'll play the orator as well as Nestor:
Deceive more slily than Ulysses could ;

shriver, 't^vas | And, like a Sinon, take another Troy :

1 can add colours to the chameleon ;

Change shapes with Proteus, for advantages ;

And set the murd'rous Machiavel to school.
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ?

Tut 1 were it further oflT, TU pluck it down.

SCENE. III.—France.

[Exit.

A Room in the Palace.

Flourish. Enter Lewis, the French King, and Lady
Bon.a, attended : the Km^ takes his state. Then
enter Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and tht
Earl of Oxford.

A" Leiv. [Rising.] Fair queen of England, worthy
Margaret,

Sit down with us : it ill befits thy state
And birth, that thou shouldst stand, while Lewis

doth sit. Igaret
Q. Afar. No, mighty king of France : now Mar-

Must strike her sail, and learn a while to serve.
Where kings command. I was, I must confess,
Great Albion's queen in fonner golden <lays :

But now mischance hath trod my title down.
And with dishonour laid me on the ground ;

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune.
And to my humble seat conform myself.

A', Lezu. Why, say, fair queen, wliencc springs this
deep despair?

Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes with
tears, (cares.

.\nd stops my tongue, while heart Is drown'd in
K. Lew. Whate'er it be, be thou still like thyself.

And sit thee by our side : [Scats Iter by kim.\ yield
not thy neck

To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntless mind
Still ride In triumph over all mischance.
Be plain, queen M.irg.iret, and tell thy grief

;

It snaH be eas'd, if France Cim yield reller.
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Q. ttay. Those gracious words revive my drooping
thoughts,

And give my ton_^ue-tied sorrows leave to spealc.
Now, therefore, be it known to rtoble Lewie,
That Henry, sole possessor of my love,
Is, of a king, become a banish'd man.
And forc'd to live in Scodand, a forlorn ;

While proud ambitious Edward, duke of York,
Usurps the regal title, and the seat
<Jf lingland's true-anointed lawful king.
This is the cause, that I, poor Margaret,
With this my son, prince Kdward, Henry's heir,
Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid;
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done ;

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help
;

Our people and our peers are both misled.
Our treasure seiz'd, our soldiers put to flight,

And, as thou seest. ourselves in lieavy plight.
A'. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience calm the

storm.
While we bethink a means to break it off.

Q. May. The more we stay, the stronger grows
our foe. "

(thee.
A". Ltnu. The more I stay, the more I'll succour
Q. Mar. O. but impatience waiteth on true sor-

row :

And see where comes the breeder ofmy sorrow.

Enter War\vick, attended.

K. Lew. What's he, approacheth boldly to our
presence? [friend.

Q. May. Our earl of Warwick, Edward's greatest
A'. Le^ll. Welcome, brave Warwick ! What brings

thee to France ?

\Descenditigfrom his state. Queen Margaret
rises.

Q. Mar. Ay, now begins a second storm to rise ;

I'or this is he that moves both wind and tide.
Ifar. From worthy Edward, king of Albion,

My lord aiid sov'reign, and thy vowed friend,
' Lorae, in kindness and unfeigned love.

First, to do greetings to thy royal person ;

.Vnd then, to crave a league of amity

;

\nd lastly, to confirm that amity
^Vitli nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant
That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister.

To England's king in lawful marriage.
Q. Mar. If that go forward, Henry's hope is done,
ll-'ar. [ To Bona.

I
And, gracious madam, in our

king's behalf,
I am commanded, with your leave and favour,
Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my tongue
To tell the passion ofmy sov'reign's heart

;

Where fame, late ent'ring at his "heedful ears.
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image, and thy virtue.

Q. Mar. King Lewis, and ladj' Bona, hear me
speak,

Before you answer 'Warwick. His demand
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honest love.
But from deceit, bred by necessity ;

For how can tjTants safely govern home,
I hiless abroad they purchase great alliance ?

To prove him tyrant this reason may suffice,

—

That Henrj' liveth still ; but were he dead.
Yet here prince Edward stands, king Henry's son.
Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league .ind

marriage
Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour;
I-or though usurpers sway "the rule a while.
Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth WTOngs.

Il^'ar. Injurious Margaret

!

Pyinee. And why not queen !

Way. Because thy father Henry did usurp ;

And thou no more art prince, than she is queen.
Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of Gaunt,

Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ;

And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the fourth.
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ;

And, after that wise prince, Henry the fifth.

Who by his prowess conquered all France :

I-'roin these our Henry lineally descends.
U'ar. Oxford, how liaps it, in this smooth discourse,

Yon told not how Henry the sixth hath lost
All that which Henry the fillh had gotten t

Methinks these peers of France should smile at tliat.

Hut fur the rest, you tell a i)edigrce
iif threescore and two years : a silly time
To uiakc prescription for a kingdom's wutlli. J

Act-

Oxf. Why, Warwick, canst thou speak against thj
liege.

Whom thou obeyedst thirty and six years,
.'Vnd not bewray thy treason with a blush?
JVar. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right.

Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ?

For shame ! leave Henry, and caU Edward king.
Oxf. Call him my king, by whose injurious doom

My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Verc,
Was done to death? and more than so. my fatlv^r.

Even in the downfall of his mellow'd years.
When nature brought him to the door of death !

No, Warwick, no ; while life upholds this arm,
This arm upholdc the house of Lancaster.
IVar. And I the house of York.
A'. Leu. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and

Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside, '(Oxford,
While I use farther conference with Warwick.

Q. Mar. Heaven grant, that Warwick's wordi
bewitch him not

!

[Kttiring ~,vilh Prince Edward nHO? Oxford.
A". Leiu. Now, Warwick, tell me, even upon thy

Is Edward your true king? for I were loth
To link with him that were not lawful chosen.
War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour.
A'. Lew. But is he gracious in the peoplc'b eye?
Il'ar. The more, that Henry was unfortunate.
A'. Leiu. Then further, all dissembling set aside.

Tell me for truth the measure of his love
Unto >ur sister Bona.
War. Such it seems,

As may beseem a monarch like himself.
Myself have often heard him say, and swear,
That this his love was an eternal plant.
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's gTouiid,
The leaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's sun ;

Exempt from envy, but not from disdain.
Unless the lady Bona quit his pain.

A'. Le-iV. Now, sister, let us hear your finu resolve
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, shall be mine ;

—

( To War.] Yet I confess, that often ere this day.
When I have heard your king's desert recounted.
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire.

A'. Len: Then, 'Warwick, thus,—our sister shall be
Edward's ;

.A.iid now forthwith .shall articles be drawn
Touching the jointure that your king must make.
Which with her dowry shall be counterpois'd.

—

Draw near, queen Margaret, and be a witness.
That Bona shall be wife to the Englisli king.
Prinee. To Edward, but not to the English king.
Q. May. Deceitful Warwick 1 it was thy device

By this alliance to make void my suit

:

Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry's friend.
A'. Le7o. And still is friend to him and Margaret

;

But if your title to the crown be weak.
As may appear by Edward's good success.
Then 'tis but reason, that I be releas'd
From giving aid which late I promised.
Yet shall you have all kindness at my hand.
That your estate requires, and mine can yield.

liar. Henry now lives in Scotland, at his ease,
AV'here having nothing, nothing can he lose.
And as for you yourself, our gitoicdajn queen.
You ha\'e a father able to maintain you ;

And better 'twere you troubled him than F'rancc.

Q. May. Peace, impudent and shameless Warwick,
Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings I [peace -

I will not hence, till, with my talk and tears.
Both full of truth, 1 make king Lewis behold
Thy sly conveyance, and thy lord's false love ;

For both of you are birds of self-same feather.
jA horn sounded within^

K. Lew. Wanrick, this is some post to i;s, or thee.
Enter a Messenger.

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters areforyou,
Sent from your brother, marquis Montague :

—

These from our king unto your majesty :

—

(7'o Margaret.] Arid, madam, these for you: ftuiu
whom I know not.

[ T/i^y a!l read their tetters.

Oxf. I like it well, that our fair queen and mistress
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his.

Prinee. Nay, mark how Lewis stamps, as he were
I liope .ill's for the best. (nettled !

A'. Le~.e. W.uwick, what ate thy news? and yours,
fair queen?
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And uow, to soothe y^ur^foJe^fniT"^^ "'^ '^dy

3?7

And bv th. U.X. r ... ,
. U,,d I'belLfe/'jo^™^^.^" '°J^_"9-

heaven, •

rJid I forget thi; 1 rv,''","'''
^<=<= his shaie.

And, to repr^.^^'h^rn"r!a/^i!'r°" =

,

I loi^, till Edward fall by war's mischanceIlor mockmg u.arria,,.c ^4h a dami ofF^^i,cc

B«uretirnT.^l^V^^|"'--^^^^^^^

But seek revenge on Edward's mockery. [i'xa.

ACT IV.
SCENE I.-London. ^ jj,,« ,„ ,/„ ^^^

^«.«Gloster. Clarence^.„erset. Montage. .^^

o/|sJ^^i;]-i'-^^'-nc,wl.t think you
"g,h notour brothi made a woX choice'

.^^ann.enr,p-^-S
I"^^S^SSSSi- ^^^^ ^
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^-
"^thoice""'
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,,.,
wlr^^'k?^

^^'"^ °f F'-^nce. or the earl of

|Th^yifrbu'tT??.^ra'n71^'"°'^t"?^''''-tacause.
Vour king and Warwick .nnH"'"''

''

\
""" Edward.

A?Z^^'"An™"m^=n?;.^h^';''''"^- >^'- -'^h V""™" Whom Go°/,''''i'''«
' ^"-''i -'sh them sever'd

""^ '

iiaicioiove;

^Vith some {%w band^^f 1,
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''°'^" soldiers.

And force the tvra^t f*''"l'?" °" ^^o^^t,

•Tis imf h;
y-uit from his seat bv war

shortly,

''teA^^¥:?-*;;:^:^:!!!.!oL'>i-ake.V4/<;;"Tn>"i°"'*f-"''""''''"- his sake I
'S"°^^'hshonoureM by S'lw 'Z™-^^''---" -'-^J!'

And1hJefore nfrcriw'.''',?^
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There's thy rewird " be gSne "' '/V^?*-'-
^ A. /.ra-.

<-Kone. 0^!< Messenger

-s.!l3rc?o^s^ht,ls"Lt«^^'^?-^^^^^^^^^
And. as occ^lonfe'r;^" V "^^tf ^''"'^"J battle :

To,,i,„n,.hwith"i'nt-i^t5lo%t^^„^,^y-

S^%n:i:5SSoWarwick,

A.".hcre..^^,te^oa/?-::^-'{<|-rvesi,

A-. Ara,. Why SUV we''nowV'T;''"""''''^^'"''il^
, ,

be levied. ^. '•'"'"" T''"" iolJicrs shall

s.:aVi;a7t^teI.?;;":l"2i '"'""«'' '^ -•""•'" "^^ >•' wxh our roy.4 fleet.

1/-^ ;
'"venuon as I can devise ?

" ""% ""- ^ '

,;''""afe ^^y^ioU.r'^ Trance ii^d'

l"* w^Tth""^^
strengthened this our conunon-

,
//<r.A •TisbettcTt mr^X '"fb^'-^fe'd with France.

•ot us be backVI witi (^od "'1'L^;',"'["^'"'>''I-""i-'-:
Which he hath L'iven foVrf-n^i • '"' *« seas.
An,l with their l?eI^sonIy dTft-nd^'"'^;'''''^-

c't"'r"'r1^" ''-'elve7ott^f^,;",^|f" •

^^^'^V^^°FK:^i'S!.;ifeweU deserves

> give the ^eir "ml "^L'^"^ofYn'^'H^''"!'' "°' d"'"-'

"f.he lorJ^^ or^ l??,^.^;?f!-.-t°wy the heir

Tiu..th„„artmal^i;-J;;^^^-,--«orawi^
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Clay. In choosing for yourself, you showd your

jud^nent.
Whicli being shallow, you shall give me leave
To play the broker in mine own behalf;
And to that end I shortly mind to leave you.
K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be king.

And not be tied unto his brothers will.

Q. Eltz. My lords, before it pleased his majesty
To raise my state to title of a queen,
Do me but right, and you must all confess
That I was not ignoble of descent

;

And meaner than myself have had like fortune.
But as this title honours me and mine,
So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing,
Do cloud my joys with danger and with sorrow.
K. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their fiowns:

What danger, or what sorrow can befall thee.
So long as Edward is thy constant friend.
And their true sovereign, whom they must obey ^

Nay, whom they shall "obey, and love thee too,
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands

;

Which if they do, yet will I keep thee safe.

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath.
Glo. \_Aside.\ I hear, yet say not much, but think the

more.
Enter a Messenger.

AT. £diu. Now, messenger, whai ietters or w hat new s

From France i

^Icss. My sovereign liege, no letters; and few
But such as I, without your special pardon, [words ;

Dare not relate.

K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, in brief.

Toll me their words as near as thou canst guess them.
What answer makes king Lewis unto our letters?

Mess. At my depart these were his very words

:

" Go tellj'alsc Edward, thy supposed king;
Thai Lewis ofFrance is sending over Tnaskers,
To revel it ivith him atid his new bride.^'

A'. Edw. Is Lewis so brave ? belike he think

But if you mind to hold your true obedience,
Give me assurance with some friendly vow,
That I may never have you in suspect.
Mont. .Su God help Montague as he proves true 1

Hast. And Hastings as he'favours Edward's cause !

A'. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will youstandbyus!
Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand you.
A". E.dw. Why, so I then am I sure of victory.

Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour.
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power.

iE.\:':HHt.

SCENE \\.—A Plain in Warwickshire.

Enter Wcinvick and Oxford, with French and other
forces.

ll'ar. Trust nie, my lord, all hitherto goes well

;

The common people by nuniljers swarm to us.

Enter Clarence and Somerset.
But see where Somerset and Clarence come I

Speak suddenly, my lords,—are we all friends?
Ctar. Fear not that, my lord. [wick ;

ll'ar. Them, gentle Clarence, welcome unto War-
.\nd welcome Somerset ; I liold it cowardice,
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart
Hath pawn'd.an open hand in sign of love ;

Else might I think that Clarence, Edward's brother,
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings :

But welcome, sweet Clarence ; my daughter shall be
thine.

And now what rests, but in night's coverture,
Thy brother being carelessly encamp'd,
His soldiers lurking in the towns about.
And but attended by a simple guard.
We may surprise and take him at our pleasure?
Our scouts have found the adventure very easy :

That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede,
With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus' tents,

i And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds ,

But what said lady Bona to my marriage? [Henry. So we, well cover'd with the night's black mantle

Mess. These were her words, utter'd with mild d
dain

;

'• Tell him, in hope he'll prove a loidower shortly,
Vll wear the luillow garland for his safze."

K. Edw. I blame not her, she could say Uttle less ;

She had the wrong. But what said Henry's queen?
For I have heard, that she was there in place.
Mess. " Tellhijn," (\\iot\\s\it,'^inymoHruiHffwecds

And I am ready to put armour on." [are done,
K. Edw, Belike she minds to play the Amazon.

But what said Warwick to these injuries?
Mess. He, more incens'd against your majesty

Than all the rest, discharged me with these words:
" Tell himfrofn jne, that he hath done me luron^.
And therefore I'll uncrown him, ere 't be long."
K. Edw. Ha ! durst the traitor breathe out so proud

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn'd : [words V

They shall have wars, and pay for their presumption.
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret?
Mess, Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are so link'd in

frienciship, [daughter.
That young prince Edward marries Warwick's
Clar. Belnje the elder; Clarence will liave the

younger.
Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast.

For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter ;

That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage
1 may not prove inferior to yourself
"You, that love me and W<arwick, follow mc.

'\Exit Clarence, and Soraersetyo//c'7<.r.

Glo. \Aside.'] Not I.

My thoughts aim at ,i further matter ; I

Stay not for love of Edward, but the crown.
AT. Ed7o. Clarence and Somerset both gone to

Warwick I

Yet am I arm'd against the worst can happen ;

And haste is needful in this desperate case.
Pembroke .and Stafford, you in our behalf
Go levy men, and make prepare for war:
They are already, or quickly will be landed

:

Myself in person will straight follow you.
[Exeunt Pembroke and Statford.

But ere I go, Hastings and Montague,
Resolve my doubt. 'You twain, of all the rest.

Are near to Warwick by blood, and by alliance

:

Tell me if you love Warwick more than me?
If it be so, then both depart to huu ;

I rather wish you foes, than hollow friends

:

,\t unawares may beat down Edward's guard.
And seize himself; I say not, slaughter hun.
For I intend but only to surprise him.

—

You, that will follow me to this attempt.
Applaud the name of Henry with your leader.

[They all cry, " Henry :"

Why, then, let's on our way in silent sort

:

For Warwick and his friends, God and St. George

!

[E.xeuiit

SCENE III.—Edward's t"<i«;/> «(>«>• Warwick.

Enter certain Watchmen to £-iiard tlie King's tent.

1 IVatch. Come on, my masters, each man take his

The King, by this, is set him down to sleep. [stand

;

2 IVat'ch. What, will he not to bed?
1 // 'atch. Why, no : for he hath made a solemn vow

Never to lie and take his natural rest.

Till Warwick or himself be quite suppress'd.
2 Watch. To-morrow, then, belike, shall be the day,

If Warwick be so near as men report.

3 lyatch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that,

That with the King here restcth in his tent?
1 Watch. 'Tis the lord Hastings, the king's chiefest

friend.

3 Watch. O, is it so ? But why connnands the king,
That his chief followers lodge in towns about him.
While he himself keeps in the cold field?

2 Watch. 'Tis the more honour, because the more
dangerous.

3 JVatch. Ay. but give me worship and (juietness

;

I like it better than a" daugeroxis honour.
If Warwick knew in what'estate he st.mds,
'Tis to be doubted, he would Avaken him. [sage.

1 U-'atch. Unless our halberds did shut up his pas-
2 U'alch, Ay, wherefore else guard we his royal

But to defend his person from night-foes ? | tent,

hnter Wanvick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerset and
forces.

Ilr'ar. This is his tent; and sec,' where stand his

guard.
Courai'e, my masters; honour now, orncvori
But follow me, and Edward shall be ours.

1 Watch. AVhogoes there?
2 Watch. Stiiy, or thou diest.

[Warwick, and the rest cry (7//—"Warwick I

Warwick 1" .and set upon the Guard; who
fly, cryinx;—" Arm 1 Arm 1" Warwick, and
the resl.followini; them.
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Dr>i>'is liea/ini;, .iiij Trumpets souiidiiiz, rc-enlc>-

Warwick, and the rest, bringing tlie King out in
his gmiH. sit/ing- in a chair. Glosier and
HastingsyTy.

Sam. What are they that fly theVe!
11 ar. Richard, and Hastings: lettliem go; here's

the duke.
A". J-'dn. The duke ! why, Warwick, when we

Thou caU'dst me king

!

[parted last,

ll'ar. Ay, but the case is altered :

When yot! disgtacd me in my anibassade.
Then I degraded you from being king.
And come now to create you duke of York.
Alas, how should you govern any kingdom,
That know not how to use ambassadors;
Nor how to be contented with one ivife;

Nor how to use your brothers brotherly
;

Nor how to study for the people's welfare ;

Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies? too ?

A', iidiu. Yea, brother of Clarence, art thou here
Nay, then, I see that Edward needs must down.
Yet, Warwick, in despite of all mischance,
Of thee thyself, and all thy complices,
Hdward will always bear himself as king

;

Tliou^h Fortunes malice overthrow my state.

My mmd exceeds the compass of her wheel.
Ik'ar. Then, for his mind, be Edward England's

king: {Tafcesoffhiscrou'n.
But Henry now shall wear the English crown.
And be true king indeed ; thou but the shadow.
.Vly lord of Somerset, at my request.
See that forthwith duke Edward be convey*d
Unto my brother, archbishop of York.
When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows,
111 follow you, and tell what answer
Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him :

|Jow, for a while farewell, good duke of York.
JC. Edw. What fates impose, that men must needs

It boots not to resist both wind and tide. [abide

;

[Exit, led out ; Somerset with him.
Ox/, ^\^^at now remains, my lords, for us to do.

But march to London with our soldiers?
War. Ay, that's the first thing that we have to do ;

To free king Henry from imprisonment.
And see him seated in the regal throne. [Exeunt.

S^IENE IV.—London. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Rivers.

Riv. Madam, what makes you in this suddei
change ?

Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn,
What iate misfortune is befallen king Edward ?
Riv. What, loss of some pitch'a battle against

Warwick?
Q. Eliz. No, but the loss of his own royal person.
Ri'j. Then, is my sovereign slain?

Q. Eliz. Ky. .almost slain, for he is taken prisoner;
Either betray'd by falsehood of his guard,
tJr I)y his foe surpris'd at unawares

:

And, as I farther have to understand.
Is now committed to the bishop of York,
Fell Warwick's brother, and by th.at our foe.

Riv. These news, I must confess, are full of grief

;

Yet, gracious mad,-un, bear it as you may :

Warwick may lose, that now hath won the day.
Q. Eliz. Till then, fair hope must hinder life's

And I the rather wean me from despair, [decay.
For love of Edw.ard's offspring in my womb :

This is it that makes me bridle passion.
And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross

;

Ay, ay, for this I dr.aw in many .a tear.
And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs,
I^st with my sighs or tears 1 blast or (Irown
Kmg Edw.atd's fruit, true heir to the English crown.
Rtv But. noad.am, where is Warwick then become?
<J. Eliz. I am inform'fl that he comes towards

London,
To set the crown once more on Henry's head

:

Ouess thou the rest; king Edw.mf's friends must
But, to jjrevcnt the tyrant's violence, (down
(For trust not him tluit h.ith once broken faith,)
I U hence fortlnvith unto the sanctuary.
To save at least the heir of Edward's right

:

There shall I rest secure from force ana fraud,
i.'onic, therefore, let us fly while wo may fly;
If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. [Exeunt

379

SCENE W.—A Park near Middlcluim Castle xh

Yorkshire.

Enter Gloster, Hastings, Sir Willl.-ini Stanley, and
others.

Cto. Now, my lord Hastings, and Sir William St.an-

Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, [ley.

Into this chiefest thicket of the park.
Thus stands tlie case : you know, our king, my brother.
Is prisoner to the bishop here, ,it whose haiids
He hath good usage and great liberty ;

.\nd often, but attended with weak guard,
Comes hunting this way to disport himself.
I have advertis'd him by secret means.
That if about this hour he make this way.
Under the colour of his usual game.
He shall here find his friends, with horse and men.
To set him free from his captivity.

Enter King Edward and a Huntsman.
Hunt. This way, my lord ; for this way lies the

game.
A". Edw. Nay, this way, man : see where the

huntsmen stand.
Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and the rest,

Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop's deer ?

Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth haste

:

Your horse -stands ready at the park corner,
A'. Edw. But whither shall we then ?

Hast. To Lynn, my lord : and ship from thence tn
Flanders.

Glo. Well guess'd, believe me ; for that was my
meaning.

A'- Ed7u. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardness.
iilo. But wherefore stay we ? 'tis no time to talk.
A'. Ediu. Huntsman, what say'st thou? wilt thoti

go along ?

Hunt. Better do so, than tarry and be hang'd.
i'lo. Come then, away ; let *s have no more ado.
K. Edw. Bishop, farewell : .shield thee from War-

wick's frown
;

And pray that I may repossess the crown.
[Exeunt.

SCENE VI.—^ Room in the Tower.
Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerset.
young Richmond, Oxford, Montague, Lieutenant of
the Tower, and Attendants.

A'. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God and
Have shaken Edward from the regal seat, [friends
And turn'd my captive state to liberty.
My fe.ar to hope, my sorrows unto joys,
.A.t our enlargement what are thy due fees ?
Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their sove-

Rut if a humble prayer may prevail, (reigns :

1 then crave pardon of your majesty.
A'. Hen. For what, lieutenant? for well using me?

Nay, be thou sure, I'll well requite thy kindness.
For that it m.ade my imprisonment a pleasure ;

Ay. such a ple.asure as encaged birds
Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts.
At Last, by notes of household harmony.
They quite forget their loss of liberty.
Hut, Warwick, after God, thou set'st me free,
.\nd chiefly therefore I thank God, .and thee ;

He was the author, thou tlie instrument.
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune's spite.
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt mc.
And that the peoole of this blessed land
May not be punisii'd with my thwarting stars,

—

Warwick, although my heaci still wear the crown,
1 here resign my government to thee,
l-'or thou art fortunate in .all thy deeds.
War. Your grace hath .still been fam'd for virtuous ;And now m,ay seem as wise as virtuous.

Hy spying and avoiding fortunes malice,
For few men rightly temper with the stars

:

Vet in this one thing let mc blame your grace.
For choosing me when Clarence is in place.

Clnr. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sw.ty,
To whom the heavens, in thy nativity,
Adjude'U an olive branch, and laurel crown,
As likely to be blest in peace, and war ;

And therefore I yield thee my free consent.
iy»r. And 1 choose Clarence only for protector.
A'. Hen, Warwick and Clarence, give ine both your

hands

:

Now join your h.ands, and wiih your hands your
That BO dissension hinder uovernmeiit > (hcart\
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I make you both protector'; of this land
;

While I myself will lead a private life,

And in devotion spend my latter days,

'J"o sin's rebuke, and my Creator's praise.

War. What answers Clarence to his sov'reign's
wiU?

Clar. That he consents, if Warwick yield consent

;

For on thy fortune I repose myself.
IVay. Why then, though loth, yet must I be con-

We'U yoke together, like a double shadow (tent:

To Henry's body, and supply his place ;

1 mean, in bearin;; weight of government,
While he enjoys the honour, and his ease.

And, Clarence, now then, it is more than needful,

Forthwith that Edward be pronouncd a traitor,

And all his lands and goods be confiscate.

Clar. Whatelse? arid that succession be determin'd.

ITar. Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his part.

A'. Hen. But, with the first of all your chief affairs,

Let me entreat, {for I command no more,)
That Margaret your queen, and my son Edward,
Be sent for, to return from France with speed ;

For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear

My joy of liberty is half cclips'd.

C/ar. It shall be done, my sov'reign, with all speed.
A'. Hen. IMy lord of Somerset, what youth is that

Of whom you seem to have so tender care ?

Siyn. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Richmond.
K. Hen. Come hither. England's hope: [Lays his

hand on his head.] If secret powers
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts,

This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss.

His looks are full of peaceful majesty

:

His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown,
His hand to wield a sceptre ; and himself
1 -ikely in time to bless a regal throne.

_

Make much of hii», my lords ; for this is he
Must help you more than you are hurt by me.

Enter a Messenger.

IVar. What news, my friend ?

Mess. That Edward is escaped from your brother.

And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy.
IVar. Unsavoury news 1 but how made he escape?
Mess. He was convey'd by Richard duke of Gloster,

And the Lord Hastings, who attended him
In secret ambush on the forest side.

And from the bishop's huntsman rescu'd him

;

For hunting was his daily exercise.

IVar. My brother was too careless of his charge.

But let us hence, my sov'reign, to provide
A salve for any sore that may betide.

[Exeunt King Henry, War., Clar., Lieut., and Ati.

Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of Edwards ;

For doubtless Burgundy will yield him help.

And we shall have more wars before t be long.

As Henry's late presaging prophecy
Did glad my heart vi'ith hope of this young Richmond.
So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts

What may befall him, to his harm and ours

;

Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst,

Forthwith we'll send him hence to Brittany,

Till storms be past of civil enmity.
Ox/. Ay, for if Edward repossess the crown,

'Tis like that Richmond with the rest shall down.
Som. It shall be so ; he shall to Brittany.

Come, therefore, let's about it speedily. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII.—£<y^')r York.

Enter King Edw,ard. Gloster, Hastings, and/orces.

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, lord Hastings, and
Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends. ithe rest.

And s.ays, that once more I shall interchange
My wanfed state for Henry's regal crown.
^Vcll have we pass'd. and now repass'd the seas.

And brought desired help from Burgimdy :

Wh.at then remains, we being thus arriv'd

F'rom Ravenspurg haven before the gates of York,
But that we enter, as into our dukedom?

Cto. The gates made fast 1—Brother. I like not this;

For many men that stumble at the threshold.

Are well foretold th.at danger lurks within.

A'. Edw. Tush. ni,m ! abodemeuts must not now
By fair or foul me.ans we must enter in. laffright us.

For hither will onr friends repair to us.
I
tliem

Hast. My liege, I'll knock once more to sunnnon
Enter, on the 7calls the Mayor of York and Aldernien.

Afay, My lords, we were forewarned ofyonr coming.

Ad.

And shut the gates for safety of ourselves;
For now we owe allegiance imto Henry.
K. Edw. But, master mayor, if Henry be your kin'

Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York.
May. True, my good lord, I know you for no less.

K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my
As being well content with that alone. (dukedom.
Glo. [jlside.] But when the fox hath once got in his

He'll soon find means to make the body follow , [ nose.
Hast, W'hy, master mayor, why stand you in a

doubt ?

Open the gates ; we are king Henry's friends.

May. Ay, say you so. the gates shall then be
open'd. [Exit, luith Aldermen, abo-je.

Glo. A wise stout captain, and soon persuaded.
Hast. The good old man .would fain that all were

.So 'twere not 'long of him ; but being enter d, [well,

I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade
Both him and all his brothers unto reason.

Re-enter the Mayor and Aldermen, belo7u.

A". Ediu. So, master mayor, tho«e gates must not be
But in the night, or in the time of war. [shut.

What ! fear hot, man, but yield me up the keys.
[Taics his A-e_ts.

For Edward will defend the town and thee,

And all those friends that deign to follow me.

Drum. Enter Montgomery and/orces, marchins;.

Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery,
Our trusty friend, unless I be deceiv'd. [arms ?

A'. Edw. Welcome. Sir Jolin, but why come you in
Mont. To help king Edward in this time of storm.

As every loyal subject ought to do.
A'. Edw. Thanks, good' Montgomery ; but we now

Our title to the crown, and only claini [forget
Dur dukedom, till God please to send the rest.

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again

:

I came to serve a king, and not a duke.
Drummer, strike up, and let us m,arch away.

[A march begun.
A". Edw. Nay, stay. Sir John, a while ; and we'll

debate.
By what safe means the crown may be recovered.
Mont. What talk you of debating? in few words.

If you'll not here proclaim yourself our king,
I'll leave you to your fortune, and be gone
To keep them back that come to succour you

;

Why shall we fight, if you pretend no title ?

Glo. Why, brother, wherefore stand you on nice
points ? (our claim ;

A". Edw. When we grow stronger, then we'll make
Till then, 'tis wisdom to conceal our meaning.
Hast. Away with scrupulous wit ! now arms must

rule.

Glo. And fearless minds climb soonest unto crowns.
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand ;

The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.

A'. Edw. Then be it as j'ou will ; for 'tis my right.

And Henry but usurps the diadem.
Mont. Ay, now my sov'reign speaketh like himself;

And now will I be Edward's champion.
Hast. Sound, trumpet ; Edward shall be here pro-

claim'd ;

Come, fellow soldier, make thou proclamation.
[Gives him a paper. Elonrish.

Sold. [Reads.] "Edward the /iitrth. by the fp-ace

of God, king 0/ England and France, a*rd lord of
Ireland. &-c."

Mont. And whosoe'er gainsays king Edward's right.

By this I challenge him to single fight.
I Thrmt'sdo7un hisgaiinllet

All. Long live Edw.ard the fourth !

A'. Edw. Th<inks. brave Montgomery ;—and th.anks
imto you all

:

If fortiuie serve me, I'll requite this kindness.
Now, for this night, let's harbour here in York ;

And w hen the n'lorniug sun sh.all raise his car
Above the border of this h6rizon.
We'll forward towards ^Varwick, and his mates ;

For well I wot that Henry is no soldier.

Ah, frou'ard Clarence '.—how evil it beseems thee,
To flatter Henry, and fors.ike thy brother!
\'et, .as we ma^. we'll.meet both thee and Warwick.

—

Come on, brave s.jidiers ; <loubt not of the day ;

And, th.at once gotten, doubt not of large pay
1 Exeunt.
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If^ar. Ami !o, where George of Clarence sweeps i Thou lov st me not ; for. brother, if thou dUlbt,

aloiii,',

*

Thy tears wouki wash this cold congealed blouJ,
Of force etiouL,di to bid his brother battle ; That lollies my lips, and will not let me speak.
With whom an uprii^ht zeal to right prevails, I Coino" quickly, Montague, or I am dead. [last

:

More than the nature of a brother's love I I Som. Ah, Warwick I Montajjue hath breathed hia

Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick call. And to the latest gasp, cried out for Warwick,
Clar. Fatlierof Warwick, know you what this means?! And said—" Cominend me to my valiant brother.'

[ Takiu^i^ the red rose out of his hat.
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee :

1 will not ruinate my father's house.
Who ^ave his blood to Ihne the stones together.
And set up Lancaster. Why, trow'st thou, Warwick,
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural,
To bend the fatal instruments of war
Against his brother, and his lawful king?
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy oath;
To keep that oath, were more impiety
Than Jephtha's, when he sacrificed his daughter.
I am so sorry for my trespass made,
That, to deserve well at my brother's hands,
1 here proclaim myself thy mortal foe

;

With resolution, wheresoe'er I meet thee,
(As I will meet thee if thou stir abroad)
To plague thee for thy foul misleading me.
Ana so, proud-hearted "Warwick, I defy thee.
And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks.
Pardon me, Edward. I will make amends ;

And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults,

Kor I will henceforth be no more unconstant.
A'. Ed7u. Now welcome more, and ten times more

belov'd.
Than if thou never hadst deserv'd our hate.

Glo. Welcome, good Clarence ; this is brother-like.
War, O passing traitor, perjur'd, and unjust

!

K. Edw. What. Warwick, wilt tliou leave the town,
and fight ?

Or shall we beat the stones about thine ears?
War. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence

:

I will away towards Barnet presently,
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar"st.

K. Edw. Yes. Warwick, Edward dares, and leads
the way :

Lords, to the field ; Saint George, and victory !

{March. Exettnt.

Arid more he would have said ; and more he spoke,
Which sounded like a cannon in a vault.

That might not be distinguish'd ; but at last

I well might hear, delivered with a groan,
" O farewell, Warwick !"

lyar. Sweet rest his soul I

Fly, lords, and save yourselves ; for Warwick bids
You all farewell, to meet in heaven. {Dies.

Ox/, Away, away, to meet the queen's great power.
{Exezoit^ bearing ojff Warwick's body.

SCENE III

Flourish.

•'Another Part ofthe Field,

SCENE W.—A Field 0/ Battle near 'BAvntK.

yllaritffis and Excursions. Enter King Edward,
brining m Warwick, wounded.

K. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die our
fear ;

For Warwick was a bug that fear'd us all.

Now Montague, sit fast ; I seek for thee,
That Warwick's bones may keep thine company.

\Exit.
War Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend or foe,

And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick?
Why ask I that? my mangled body shows,
My blood, ray want of strength, my sick heart shows.
That I must yield my body to the earth.
And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe.

Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge.
Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle,
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept,

Whose top-branch overpeer'd Jove's spreading tree.

And kept low shrubs from winter's powerful wind.
These eyes, that now are dimmed with death's blacV
Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun, [veil

To search the secret treasons of the world :

The wrinkles in my brows, now fiird with blood.
Were likened oft to kingly sepulchres ;

For who hv'd king, but I could dig his grave?
And who durst smile when Warwick bent his brow?
Lo, now my glory smeard in dust and blood I

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had.
Even now forsake me ; and, of all my lands.
Is nothing left me, but my body's length •

Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and dust?
And, live we how we can, yet die we must.

Ejiter Oxford and Somerset.

Sofn. Aid, Warwick, Warwick I wert thou as we are,

We might recover all our loss again : [power ;

The queen from France hath brought a puissant
Even now we heard the news : ah, couldst thou fly 1

War. Why, then, I would not fly.—Ah, Montague,
If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand,
And with thy lips keep in my soul awhile 1

Filter King Edward, in triumph : with
Clarence, Gloster, a/id the rest.

IC. Ed7v. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward
course,

And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory.
But in the midst of this bright-shining day,
I spy a black, suspicious, threat'ning cloud.
That will encounter with our glorious sun.
Ere he attain his easeful western bed

:

t mean, my lords, those powers that the queen
Hath rais'd m Gallia, have arriv'd our coast.
And, as we hear, march on to fi^ht with us.

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud.
And blow it to the source from whence it came :

Thy very beams will dry those vapours up ;

For every cloud engenders not a storm.
Glo. The queen is valu'd thirty thousand strong,

And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her

:

If she have time to breathe, be well assur'd,
Her faction will be full as strong as ours.
K. Edw. We are advertis'd by our loving friends.

That they do hold their course toward Tcwksbury ;

We, having now the best at Barnet field,

Will thither straight, for willingness rids way

;

And, as we march, our strength will be augmented
In every county as "we go along.
Strike up the drum ; cry Courage I and awaj'.

{Flourish. Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—Plains near Tewkesbury
March. Enter Queen Margaret, Prince Edw^artl.

Somerset, Oxford, and Soldiers.

Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne'er] sit and wail
their loss,

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms.
What though the mast be now blown over-board.
The cable broke, the holding anchor lost.

And half our sailors swallow'd in the flood ;

Vet lives our pilot still : is 't meet that he
Should leave the helm, and like a fearful lad.
With tearful eyes add water to the sea.
And give more strength to that which hath too much ;

Whiles in his moan, the ship splits on the rock.
Which industry and courage might have sav'd ?

Ah, what a shame ! ah., what a fault were this I

Say, Warwick was our anchor ; what of that t

And Montague our top-mast ; what of him t

(^ur slaughter'd friends the tackles ; what of thcsf ;

Why, is not Oxford here, another anchor?
And Somerset, another goodly mast ?

The friends of France our shrouds and tackling ?

And. though unskilful, wliy not Ned and I

For once allow'd the skilful pilot's charge?
We will not from the helm, to. sit and weep ;

But keep our course, though the rough wind say no.

From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck
.\s good to chide the waves, as speak them fair.

And what is Edward but a ruthless sea?
What Clarence but a quicksand of deceit?
And Richard but a ragged fatal rock ?

All those the enemies to our poor bark.
Say, you ran swim ; alas, 'tis but awhile

:

Tread on the sand
i
whj^, there you quickly sink :

Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you o((.

Or else you famish, that's a threefold death.
This speak I, lords, tO let you understand,
In case some one of you would fly from us,

That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers,
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More than with ruthless wavos, with sands, and rocks.

Why, courage, then 1 what cannot be avoided,
Twcre chilclish weakness to lament, or fear.

Prince. Methinks a woman of this valiant spirit

Should, if a coward heard her speak these words.
Infuse his breast with ma^^ianimity.
And make him, naked, foil a man at anns.
I speak not this, as doulilinij any here

;

I-ijr, clid I l>iit suspect a fearful man, .

He should have leave to m away betimes;
Lest, in our need, he mi^tit infect another,
And make him of like spirit to himself.

If any such be here, as God forbid 1

Let him depart before we need his help.

O.xf. Women and children of so hijrh a courage I

And warriors faint 1 why, 'twere perpetual shame.

—

<> brave young prince ! tl>y famous gfrandfatlier

Doth live again in thee : long may'st thou live

To bear his imaije. and renew his glories

!

Som. And he, that will not light for such a hope,
<".o home to bed, and, like the owl by day,
I f lie arise, be mock'd and wonder'd at.

O. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset ;—sweet Oxford,
thanks. [else.

Prinre. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothinL;
Fiiler a Messenger.

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand,
Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute.

Ox/. I thought no less : it is his policy
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided.
S<an. But he's deceiv'd ; we are in readiness.
O. Mar. This cheers my heart, to see your for-

wardness.
0.</. Here pitcli our battle : hence we will not budge.
March, kilter, at a distance, Kintf Edward,

Clarence, Closter. andforces.

K. F.dw. Briave followers, yonder stands the thorny
wood.

Which, by the heavens' assistance, and your strength,
.Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.
1 need not add more fuel to your fire,

I-*or well I wot ye blaze to burn theni out

:

Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords.

"s, Knig"
should say.

Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what 1

My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak,
Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes.
Therefore, no more but this : Henry, your sovereicrn.

Is prisoner to the foe : his state usurp"d.

His realm a slaughterhouse, his subjects slain.

His statutes cancelld, and his treasure spent

:

And yonder is the wolf tluat m.akes this spoil.

You fight injustice : then, in God's name, lords.

Be vaUant, and give signal to the fight.

I Exeunt both armies

SCENE V.—Anotlterfart ofthe Same.
Ataruyns : Exatrsions : and afterwards a retreat.

Then enter King Edward, Clarence, Gloster, and
forces : -with Queen Margaret, Oxford, and So-
merset prisoners,

K. Kdiu. Now, here ,1 period of tumultuous broils
Away with Oxford to Hammes' castle straight

:

lor Somerset, olTwith his guilt>' head.
Go, bear them hence ; I will not hear them speak.

i)xf. For my part. 1'U not trouble thee with words.
Soin. Nor I, but stoop with patience to my fortune.

\p.xeunt Oxford and Somerset, guarded.
Q. Mar. So part we sadly in this troublou.s world,

To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem.
A', i'dw. Is procl.-unation made, that who finrls

Edward
Sh.all have a liijjh reward, and he his life?

(,/o. It is : .-uid lo. where youthful Edward conies.
Jinter Soldiers, -uith Prince Edward

A', lldw. Bring forth the gztllant, let us hear him
speak.

What, cm so young a thorn liegin to prick?
I^lward, what satisfaction canst thou make,
I'or bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects,
.\nd all the troulile thou hast tum'd me tot
Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitiou'

York I

Suppose, that I am now my father's mouth ;

Kcsign thy chair. :\nd where I stand kneel thou,
\\ hilst I propose the self-s.amc words to thee,
W'lii- h. traitor, thou wouMst have me answer to.

1,1 Mar, Ah. that thy f.ither h.nd been so resolvd !

G/o. That you might still have worn the petticoat,

And ne'er have storn the breech from Lancaster.
Prince. Let /Esop fable in a winter's night

;

His currish riddles sort not with this place.

Gio. By heaven, brat, I'll plague you for that word.
Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast born to be a plagtie to men.
(ito. For God's sake, take away this captive scold.

Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook-back
rather.

A". F.dw, Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm yoiu
tongue.

Clar, Untutor'd lad, thou art too malapert.
Prince. I know my duty : you are all undutiful

;

Lascivious Edward, and thou perjur'tl George,
And thou mis-shapen Dick, I tell ye all,

I am your better, traitors as ye are ;

And thou usurp'st my father's right and mine.
A.'. Edw. Take that, the likeness of this railer here.

{Stabs him.
Glo. Sprawl'st thou I take that, to end thy agony.

\Stabi him.
Clar. And there's for twitting me witli perjury.

I
Stabs him.

O. Mar, O, kill me too I

i'llo. Marry, and shall. \Offers to kill tier.

K. Edio. Hold, Richard, hold I for we have done
too much.

Gio. Why should she live, to fill the world with
words?

K. Edw. What, dot'n she swoon ? use means for her
recovery.

Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king, my brother

;

I'll hence to London on a serious matter

:

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news.
Clar. What? what?
Glo. The Tower 1 the Tower I [Exit.

Q. Mar. O, Ned, sweet Ned I speak to thy mother,
boy I

C.-inst thou not speak?— traitors I murderers!

—

They that stabb'd Car.sar shed no blood at all.

Did not ofl'end, nor were not worthy blame,
1 f this foul deed were by. to equal it

:

He was a man ; this, in respect, a child ;

.\iid men ne'er spend their fury on a child.
Wluat's worse than murderer, that I may name it ?

.N'o, no, my heart will burst, an if I speak :

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst.
Butchers and villains ! bloody cannibals I

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp'd 1

You h.ave no children, butchers I if you had.
The thought of them would have stirr'd up remorse :

But if you ever chance to have a child.

Look in his youth to have him so cut ofT,

As, deathsmen I you have rid this sweet young prince I

K. Edw. Away with her; go, bear her hence per-
force, [here ;

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch rae
Here sheath thy sword. Ill pardon thee my death.
What, wilt thou not ?—then. Clarence, do it thou.
Clar. By heaven. I will not do thee so much ease.

Q. Mar. Good Clarence, do ; sweet Clarence, do
thou do it.

Clar. Didst thou not hear me swear I would not
do it?

Q. Mar, Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself

:

Twas sill before, but now 'tis charity.
What, wilt thou not ? Where is that devil's butcher.
H.ird-favour'd Richard t Richard, where art tliou ?

Thou art not here : murder is thy alms-deed;
Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put'st back.
K. Ed-w. Away, I s.iy ; I charge ye. bear her hence.
Q. Mar. So come to you .-'.iid yours, as to this prince!

\Exit, led outforcibly.
K. Edw. Where's Richard gone ?
Clar. To London, all in post ; and, as I guess,

To make a bloody supper in the Tower.
A'. Ediv. He's sudden, if a thing romes in his heail

Now march we hence : discharge the common sort
With p.iy and thanks, and let 's away to London,
And see our gentle queen how well she fares ;

liy this, I hope, she liath a son for me. [Exeunt

SCEVE 'VI.— London. A Roojn »'« the Tower.

K ing Henry is discovered silting with a book in his
hand, the Lieutenant attending. Enter Gloster.

G/o. Good day, my lord. What, at your book so
hard ?
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A". Heir, Ay, my ^ond lord :—my lord I, you should
'Tis sin to flatler. gond was little better ; |say rather ;

Good Gloster and good devil were alike.
And both preposterous ; therefore, not good lord.
do. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves : we must confer.

(
Exit Lieutenant.

K. Hen. So flies the reckless shepherd from the
wolf:

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece.

And next his throat unto the butcher's knife.
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act ?

Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind

;

The thief doth fear each bush an officer.

K. Hen. The bird that hath been limed in a bush.
With trembling wings misdoubteth every- bush

;

And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird,
Have now the fatal object in my eye, fkill'd.

Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and
Glo. Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete,

That taught his son the olfice of a fowl

;

And yet, for all Iiis wings, the fool was drown'd.
K. Hen. I. Dredalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ;

Thy father, Minos, that denied our course
;

The sun, that sear d the wings of my sweet boy,
Thy brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea.
Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life.

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words I

My breast can better brook thy dagger's point.
Than can my ears that tragic history.
Kut wherefore dost thou come? is "t for my life!

Glo. Think'st tliovi I am an executioner?
K. Hen. A persecutor, I am sure, thou art

:

If murd'ring innocents be executing.
Why, then thou art an executioner.

Glo. Thy son I kiU'd for his presumption.
K. Hen. Hadst thou been kiU'd, when first thou didst

presume.
Thou hadst not liv'd to kill a son of mine
And thus I prophesy,—that many a thousand.
Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear.

And many an old man's sigh, and many a widow's.
And many an orphan's water-standing eye.

—

Men for their sons', wives for their husbands' fate.
And orphans for their parents' timeless death,

—

Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born.
The owl shriek'd at thy birth, an evil sign

;

The night-crow cried, aboding luckless time ;

Oogs howl'd, and hideous tempest shook down trees 1

The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top.
And chattering pies in dismal discords sung.
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain.
And yet brought forth less than a mother's hope

;

To wit, an inciigestetl and deformed lump.
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree.
Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast born.
To signify, thou cam'st to bite the world

:

And, if the rest be true which I have heard,
Thou cam'st

—

Glo. I'll hear no more :—Die, prophet, in thy speech

:

\Stabs htm.
For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain'd.

A". Hen. Ay, and for much more slaughter after
this.

O, God forgive my sins, and pardon thee t [ Dies.
Glo. What will the aspiring blood of Lancaster

Sink in the ground ? I thought it would have mounted.
See how my sword weeps for the poor king's death I

0, may such purple tears be always shed
From those that wish the downfall of our house 1

If any spark of life be yet remaining,
Down, down to hell ; and say I sent thee thither,

[Slabs hint it^ain.
1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear.
Indeed, 'tis true, that Henry told me of;
I^or I have often heard my mother say,
1 came into the world with my legs forward J

Had i not reason, think ye, to niake haste.
And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right ?

The midwife wonder'd ; and the women cried,

' O, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth 1"

Anil so 1 was ; which plainly signified
That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog.
Then, since the heavens have shap'd my body so.

Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it.

I have no brother. I am like no brother;
And this word—love,—wliich greybeards call divine,
Be resident in men like one another,
And not in me : I am myself alone.
Clarence, beware : thou keep'st me from the light

;

But I will sort a pitchy day for thee

;

For I will buz abroad such prophecies.
That Edward shall be fearful of his life ;

And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy death.
King Henry, and the prince his son, are gone:
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest

;

Counting myself but bad. till I be best.
I'll throw thy body in another room ;

And triumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. [Bxit.

SCENE 'VII.—London. A Room in tile Palace.

King Edward is discovered sitlm,^ on his throne :

Queen Elizabeth with the infant Prince, Clarence,
Gloster, Hastings, and others, near him,
K. Ed-w. Once more we sit in England's roy.al throne,

Re-purchas'd with the blood of enemies.
What valiant foemen, like to autumn's corn.
Have we mowd down, in tops of all their pride?
Three dukes of Somerset, threefold renown'd
For hardy and imdoubted champions :

Two Cliflfords, as the father and the son

;

And two Northumberlands, two braver men
Ne er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's sound ;

With them, the two brave bears. Warwick and
Montague,

That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion,
.A.nd made the forest tremble when tliey roar'd.
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat,
And made our footstool of security.
Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy ;

Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself.
Have in our armours watch'd the winters night;
Went all a-foot in summer's scalding heat.
That thou might'st repossess the crown in peace;
And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain.

Glo. YAside^ I'll blast his harvest, if your head were
laid;

For yet I am not look'd on in the world.
This shoulder was ordain'd so thick, to heave

;

And heave it shall some weight, or break my back :

Work thou the way, and thou shalt execute.
A". Edw. Clarence, and Gloster, love my lovclj

queen

;

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both.
Clar. The duty, that I owe unto your majesty,

I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe.
K. £rt'2<;.Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy brother,

thanks.
Glo. And, that I love the tree from whence thou

sprang'st,
\\'itness the loving kiss I give the fruit:

I .-tside.\ To say the truthi so Judas kiss'd his master.
And cried—all hail! when .is he meant—all harm.
K. Edw. Now ami se.ated as my soul delights.

Having my country's peace, and brothers' loies.
Clar. What will your grace have done with Ma;--

.garet ?
Reignier, her father, to the king of France
H.ath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusalem,
And hither have they sent it for her ransom.
K. Ediu. Away with her, and waft her hence lo

France.
.\nd now what rests, but that we spend the tiiiio
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows
Such as befit the plea.sureof the court ?

Sound, dnnns and tnunpets !—farewell, SQUr .nnnoy !

For here, I hope, begins Qur lasting joy. [£««/«
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SCENE,—England.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—London. A Street.

F.nter Gloster.

do. Now is the winter of our discontent

Made glorious summer by this sun of York ;

And all the clouds, that lower'd upon our house.
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.
.Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ;

Uur bruised arms hung up for monuments ;

Our stem alarums changed to merry meetings,
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.
Grim-visag'd war hath smooth'd his wrinkled fronl

;

.'Vnd now,—instead of mounting barbed steeds.

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,—
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber.
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

But I,—that am not shap'd for sportive tricks,

.Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ;

I. that am rudely stamp'd, and w.mt love's majesty.
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ;

I. that am curtail'd of this fair proportion.

Cheated of feature by dissembling nature.
Deform d, unfinish'd, sent before my time
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up.

And that so lamely and unfashionable.
That dogs bark at me. as I halt by them ;—
AVhy I, m this weak piping time of peace,
J lave no delight to pass away the time,
I'nless to see my sliadow in the sun.
And <lescant on mine own deformity

:

And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover,

To entertain these fair well-spoken days,
1 am determined to prove a villain.

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.
I'lots have I laid, inductions dangerous.
By dnmkcn prophecies, libels, and dreams.
To set my brother Clarence and the king
In deadly h.ate the one .-ig;unst the other :

And, if king Edward be .is true and just.

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous.
This day should Clarence closely be mew'd up,
Alwut a prophecy, which says, that G
Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be.
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul : here Clarence

comes.
\F.nter Clarence, guarded, and Brakenbury.

lirotiicr, good day : what me:ms this armed guard.
That waits upon your gr.ice?
Clar. , His majesty,

Tendering my person's safety, halh appointed
This conduct to convey me to the Tower.

Glo. Upon what cause ?

Clar. Because my name is George.
Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ;

He should, for that, commit your godfathers :

O, beUke his majesty hath some intent

That you should be new christen'd in the Tower.
But what's the matter, Clarence'? may 1 know'?
Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know j for I protest

As yet I do not ; but, as I can learn.

He hearkens after prophecies and dreams :

.\nd from the cross-rsw plucks the letter G,

.\nd says a wizard told him, that by G
I lis issue disinherited should be

;

And, for my name of George begins with G,
It follows in his thought that I am he.
These, as I learn, and such like toys as these,
H;ive mov'd his highness to commit me now.

Glo. Why,^this it is. when men are rul'd by women ;

Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower
;

My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, 'tis she
That tempers him to this extremity.
W.Ls it not she, and that good man of worship,
Antony Woodville, her brother there.
That made him send Lord Hastings to the Tower

;

Erom whence this present day he is deliver'd ?

We are not safe, Clarence ; we are not safe.

Clar. By heaven, I think there is no man secure.
But the queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore.
Heard you not, what a humble suppliant
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery?

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty.

I'll tell you what, I think it is our way
If we will keep in favour with the king,
To be her men, and wear her livery :

The jealous o'er-wom widow and herself.
Since that our brother dubb'd them gentlewomen.
Are mighty gossips in our monarchy.
Brak. 1 beseech your graces both to pardon me :

His m.ajcsty h.ath straitly given in charge
riiat no man shall have private conference,

< )f what degree soever, with your brother.
Glo. Even so. an please your worship, Brakenbury,

>'ou may partake of anything we say :

We speak notrctson, man :—we say the king
Is wise and virtuous; and his noble queen
Well struck in years, f.iir, and not jealous;

—

We say that Shore's wife huth a pretty foot,
A cherry lip, ,i bonny eye, .i passing pleasing tongtie

:

And tli.it the queen's kindreil are made gcmlefolks :

How say you, sir J c.in you deny all this ;

Brak. With this, niv l"rd. niyselfh.ive nought todo.



KING RICHARD III.386

Glo. Naupht to do with mistress Shore 1 I tell tliee,

fellow,

lie that doth naus<ht with her, excepting one,

\Vere best to do it secretly, alone.

Brak AVhat one, my lord I

Glo. Her husband, knave : wouldst thou betr.iy me ?

Byak. I beseech your grace to pardon me ; and
withal.

Forbear your conference with the noble duke.
Clar. we know thy charge, Brakenbuty, and will

obey.
Glo. We are the queen's abjects, and must obey.

Brother, farewell : 1 will unto the king

;

-Vnd whatsoe'er you will employ me in,

—

Were it to call kmg Edward's widow, sister,

I will perform it to enfranchise you.
Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood
Touches me deeper than you can imagine.

Clar. I know it pleaseth neither of us well.

Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be long

;

I will deliver you, or else lie for you :

Meantime, have patience.
Clar. I must perforce ; farewell.

[Exe^int Clarence, Brakenbury, and
Guard.

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er return,
Simple, plain Clarence ! 1 do love thee so.

That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven,
1 f heaven will take the present at our hands.
But who comes here? the new-deliver'd Hastings !

linter Hastings.
Hast. Good time of day unto my gr.acious lord I

Glo. As much unto my good lord chamberlain 1

Well are you welcome to this open air.

How hath your lordship brook'd imprisonment t

Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must ;

But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks
That were the cause of my imprisonment.

Glo. No doubt, no doubt ; and so shall Clarence ton ;

For they that were your enemies are his.

And have prevail'd as much on him, as ynu.
Hast. More pity, that the eagles should be raew'd,

While kites and buzzards prey at liberty.

Glo. What news abroad ?

Hast. No news so bad abroad, as this at liome

;

The king is sickl3% weak, and mel.ancholy,
And his physicians fear him mightily.

Glo. Now by St. Paul, this news is bad indeed.
O, he hath kept an evil diet long.
And over-much consum'd his royal person :

'Tis very grievous to be thought upon.
What, is he in his bed ?

Hast. He is.

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you.
{Exit Hastings.

He cannot live, I hope, and must not ilie.

Till George be pack'd with posthorse up to heaven,
I'll in. to urge his h.atred more to Clarence.
With lies well steel'd with weighty arguments

;

And, if I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live

:

Which done, God take king Edward to his mercy,
And leave the world for me to bustle in 1

t-or then I'll marry Warwick's youngest daughter.
^'hat though I kill'd her husband and her f.ithor.

The readiest way to make the wenc?h amends,
/s to become her husband, and her father :

The which will 1 ; not all so much for love,
.\s for another secret close intent.

By marrying her, which 1 must reach unto.
But yet 1 run before my horse to market

:

Clarence still breathes ; Edward still lives .ind reigns

;

AVhen they are gone, then must I count my gains.
[lixil.

SCENE 11.—London. Another Street.

Enter the corpse ofKinff Hen7y the Sixth, home in an
open coffin: Gentlemen fe«?-wfn- halbej-ds to s;iiard

it ; and Latly Anne, as mo7tmcr.
yinne. Set down, set down your honourable load,

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse,

—

Whilst I a while obserfuiously lament
Th' untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.
Poor key-i i>ld figure of a holy king I

Pale ashes of the house of I^ancaster 1

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood!
lie it lawful that 1 invocate thy ghost.
To hear the lamentations if poor Anne,

Ari I.

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughterd son,
Stabb'd by the self-same hand that made these

wounds I

Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life,

I pour the helpless balm of nly poor eyes

:

O, cursed be the hand that made these holes !

Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it I

Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence

!

More direful hap betide that hated wretch,
That makes us wretched by the death of thee,

m I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,

Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives 1

If ever he have child, abortive be it.

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect
May fright the hopeful mother at the view

;

And that be heir to his unhappiness 1

If ever he have wife, let her be made
More miserable by the death of him.
Than I am made by my young lord, and thee I

Come, now toward Chertsey with your holy load,

Taken from Paul's to be interred there ;

And still, as you are weary of the weight.
Rest you, whiles I lament king Henry's corse.

[ The bearers take nf the corpse and advance
Enter Gloster.

Glo. Stay, you that bear the corse, and set it down
A7tne. What black magician conjures up this fiend,

To stop devoted charitable deeds?
Glo. Villains, set down the corse ; or, by Saint Paul,

I'll make a corse of him that disobevs 1

I Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin jiass.

Glo. Unmanncr'd dog! stand thou, when I com-
mand :

Advance tliy halberd higher than my breast.

Or, by Saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot.

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.

f The bearers set down the coftrii.

Anne. What, dc you tremble? are yoii all afraid?

.Mas, I blame you not ; for you are mort.al.

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil.

Avaimt, thou dreadful minister of hell

!

Thou hadst but power over his mortal body.
His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, begone.

Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.

Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake hence, and
trouble us not

;

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell,

Fill'd it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims.

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds.
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.

O, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry's wounds
Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afresh 1

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity;
For 'tis thy presence that exhales this blood
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells

;

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural.
Provokes this deluge most unnatural.
O God, which this blood mad'st, revenge his death !

O earth, which this blood drink'st, revenge his death !

Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murd'rer
dead ;

Gr, earth, gape open mde, and eat him quick.
As thou dost swallow up this good king's blood,

Which his hell-goveni'd arm hath butchered 1

Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity.

Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses.

Anne. Villain', thou knowst no law of God nornian :

No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity.

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beast.

Anne. O wonderful I when devils tell the truth !

Glo. More wonderful, when .angels are so angry.
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman.
Of these supposed crimes, to give me leave.

By circumstance, but to acquit myself.
Anne. Vouchsafe, diffus'd infection of a man.

For these known evils, but to give me leave.

By circumstance, to curse thy cursedself
Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have

Some patient leisure to excuse myself.
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thon

canst make
No excuse current, but to hang thyself

Glo. By such desji.iir. I should accuse myself.
Anne. And by despairing, shalt thon stand excus'd.

For doing worthy vengeance on thyself,

Th.at didst unworthy slaughter upon others.
Glo. Say that I slew them ii^it.
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. htfit', TlicH say they were not slain :

Utit (lead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee.
(.7o. I did not kill your hnsband.
.time. Why, then he is alive.

Clo. Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Edward's hand.
Anne. In thy foul throat thou hest: queen Mar

gnret saw
Thy niurd'rous falchion smoking in his blood

;

The wliich thou once didst bend against her breast.
But that thy brothers beat aside the point.

0/0. 1 was provokud by her sland'roiis tongue.
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders.
Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind,

That never dreamt on aught but butcheries

;

Didst thou not kill this king?
Gio. I grant ye.
Anne. Dost grant me, hedge-hog ? then, God grant

me too.
Thou mayst be damned for that mcked deed 1

O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous.
Clo. The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath him.
Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt nevei

come. [thither

;

G/i\ Let him thank me, that helped Ho send him
For he was fitter for that place than earth.
Anne. And thou unfit for any place but hell.

Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it.

Anne. Some dmigeon.
Clo. Your bed-chamber.
Amu. Ill rest betide the chamber where thou Uest

!

Gio. So will it, madam, till I lie with you.
Anne. I hope so.

Gio. I know so.—But, gentle lady Anne,
To leave this keen encounter of our wits.

And fall somewhat into a slower method,
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths
Of these Plantagenets, Henry and Edward,
As blameful as the executioner?
Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accurs'd

effect.

Clo. Your beauty was the cause of that effect

;

Your beauty, that did haunt me in my sleep.
To undertake the death of all the world,
So might I live one hour in your sweet bosom.
Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide.

These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks
Gio. These eyes could not endure that beauty's

wreck

;

You should not blemish it, if I stood by

:

As <'dl the world is cheered by the sun.
So I by that ; it is my day, my life.

Anne. Black night o'ershade thy day, and death
thy life 1

Gio. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thon art both.
.hine. I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee.
Gio. It is a quarrel most unnatural.

To be reveng'd on him that lovelh thee.
.Inne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable,

To be reveng'd on him that kill'd my husband.
Gio. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband.

Did it to help thee to a better husband.
.•Inne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth.

Gio. He lives that loves thee better tlian he could.
Anne. Name him.
Clo. Plantagenet.
Anne. Why, that was he.
Gio. The self-same name, but one of better nature.
Anne. Where is he V

Gla. Here. [She sfiits at hini.'\ Why dost thou spit

at me ?

Anne. Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake 1

Gio. Never came poison from so sweet a place.
Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad.

Out of my sight 1 thou dost infect mine eyes.
Clo. Tnine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine.
^liine. Would they were basilisks, to strike thee

dead I

Gto. I would they were, that I might die at once

;

For now they kill me with a living death.
Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt te.irs,

Sluiin'd their aspects with store of childish drops

:

These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear.
No, when my father York and Edward wept,
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made.
When black-fac'tl Clifford shook his sword at him :

Nor when thy warlike father like a child.
Told the sad story 'of my father's death.
And twenty times made pause, to sob and weep.

That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks,
I .ike trees bedosh'd with rain ; in that sad time.

My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ;

.\nd what these sorrows could not thence exhale.

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping.
I never su'd to friend, nor enemy ;

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing word ;

But. now thy beauty is propos'd my fee.

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue tn

speak. [She looks scornfully at hini.

Teach not thy lip such scorn ; for it w;is made
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,

1.0. bere I lend tliee this sharp-pointed sword ;

Which if thou please to hide in this true breast,
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,
1 lay it open to the deadly stroke.

And humbly beg the death upon my knee.
\_He lays his breast open. She offers at it with

his svjord.

Nay, do not pause j for I did kill king Henry,—
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me.
Nay, now despatch ; 'twas I that stabb'd young Ed-

ward,— \She again offers at his breast.

But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on.
[She letsfall the sTvord.

Take up the sword again, or take up me.
Anne. Arise, dissembler : though I wish thy death,

I will not be thy executioner.
Gio. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it.

Aniu, I have already.
Gio. That was in thy rage

:

Speak it again, and, even with tlie word.
This hand', which for thy love, did kill thy love,

Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love :

To both their deaths shalt thou be accessiry.
Anne. I would I knew thy heart,
Gio. 'Tis figur'd in my tongue.
Anne. I fear me both are false.

Gio. Then never man was true.

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword.
Gio. Say, then, my peace is made.
Anne. That .shalt thou know hereafter.
Gio. But shall I live in hope !

Anne. All men, I hope, live so.

Gio. Vouchsafe to wear this rmg.
Anne. To take, is not to give

[She puts on the ring,

Gio. Look, how ray ring encompasseth thy finger.

Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart

;

M'ear both of them for both of them are thine.

And if thy poor devoted servant may
But bep one favour at thy gracious hand.
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever.

Anne. What is it!

Gio. That it may please you leave these sad designs
To him that hath most cause to be a mourner,
And presently repair to Crosby-place

;

Where, after I have solemnly interr'd.

At Chertsey monastery, this noble king.
And wet his grave with my repentant tears,

I will with allexpedient duty see you

:

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you.
Grant mc this boon.
Anne. With all my heart ; and much it joys mc too,

To see you are become so penitent.

Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me.
Gio. Bid me farewell.

Anne. *Tis more than you deserve

;

But since you teach me how to flatter you,
I luaginc I have said farewell already.

[lixeunt Lady Anne, Tressel, ami
Berkley.

Gio. Sirs, take up the corse.
Gent. Toward Cnerlscy, noble lord!
Clo. No, to White-Friars ; there attend my coming.

[7-xeiint the rest, loith lite corse.

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd?
Was ever woman in this humour won?
I'll have her; but I will not keep her long.
What I I, that kill'd her husband, and his father.
To take her in her heart's cxtremest hate

;

With curses in her luoutli, tc.irs in her eyes.
The bleeding witness of her h.itred by

;

Having GotC her consciunce, and these bars ag.ainst
And I no friends to back my suit withal, [me.
Hut the plfiin devil, and <lissembliiig looks,

And yet to wui her, all the world to nothing

!
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Ha!
Hath she forcrot already that brave prince,
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since,

Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewksbury 2

A sweeter and a lovelier g^entleman,
Fram'd in the prodigality of nature.
Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal,

The spacious world cannot again afford

:

And will she yet abase her eyes on me,
That cropp'd the golden prime of this sweet prince,
And made her widow to a woful bed ?

On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety?
On ine, that halt, and am mis-shapen thus?
My dukedom to a beggarly denier,
T do mistake my person all this while :

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,
Myself to be a marvellous proper man.
I'll be at charges for a looking-glass ;

And entertain a score or two of tailors,

To study fashions to adorn my body

:

Since I am crept in favour with myself,
T will maintain it with some little cost.
liut, first, I'll turn yon fellow in his grave ;

And then return lamenting to ray love.
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,

That I may see ray shadow as I pass. [I£xif.

SCENE HI.—London, A Room in the Palace.

E7itcr Queen Elizabeth, Rivers, and Grey.

Riv. Have patience, madam : there 's no doubt, his

majesty
Will soon recover his accustom'd health.
Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse :

Therefore, for God's sake, entertain good comfort.
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words.

Q. Eliz. If he were dead, what would betide on me 1

Grey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord.

Q. Eliz. The loss of such a lord includes all harms.
Grey. The heavens liave bless'd you with a goodly

To be your comforterwhen he is gone. [son,

Q. Eliz. Ah, he is young; and his minority
Is put into the trust of Richard Gloster,

A man that loves not me, nor none of yon.
Riv. Is it concluded he shall be protector?
Q. Eliz. It is determin'd, not concluded yet

:

But so it must be, if the king miscarry.
Ejiter Buckingham and Stanley.

Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and
Stanley.

J^ttck. Good time of day unto your royal grace I

Slan. God make your majesty joyful as you have
been I

Q, Eliz. The countess Richmond, good my lord of
Stanley,

To your good prayer will scarcely say amen.
Yet. Stanley, notwithstanding she 's your wife,

And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur'd,
I hate not you for her proud arrogance.
Stan. I do beseech you, either not believe

The envious slanders of her false accusers
;

(^r, if she be accus'd on true report.

Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice.

Q. Eliz. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of
Stanley?

.Stan. But now. the duke of Buckingham, and I,

Are come from visiting his majesty.
Q. Eliz. What likelihood of his amendment, lords?
Buck. Madam, good hope ; his grace speaks cheer-

fully.

Q. Eliz. God grant him health \ did you confer with
him?

Buck. Ay, madam : he desires to make atonement
Between the duke of Gloster and your brothers.
And between them and my lord chamberlain

;

And sent to warn them to his royal presence.
Q. Eliz. Would all were well !—But that will never

I fear our happiness is at the height. fbc
^ Enter Gloster, Hastings, rt?(cf Dorset.

Clo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it :-

<Vho are they, that complain unto the king,
That I, forsooth, am stern, and love tliem not ?

Br holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly.

That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours.
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair,

Smile in men's faces, smooth, deceive, and cog,
l>uck with I*"rcnch nods and apish courtesy,

Aci 1.

I must be held a rancorous enemy.
Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm,
But thus his simple truth must be abus'd
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks?
Grey. To whom in all this presence speaks your

Gio. To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace.
When have I injur'd thee? when done thee wrong?
Or thee ?—or thee ?—or any of your faction ?

A plague upon you all ! His royal grace.
(Whom God preserve better than you would wish I)

Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while.
But you must trouble him with lewd complaints.

O. Eliz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the matter
The king, on his own royal disposition.
And not provok'd by any suitor else

;

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred.
That in your outward action shows itself

Against my children, brothers, and myself.
Makes him to send ; that thereby he may gather
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it.

Glo. I cannot tell :—the world is grown so bad.
That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch :

Since everj^ Jack became a gentleman.
There's many a gentle person made a Jack.

Q. Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning,
brother Gloster

;

You envy my advancement, and my friends':

God grant, we never may have need of you !

Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have need of
Our brother is imprison'd by your means, [you

:

Myself disgrac'd, and the nobility

Held in contempt ; while great promotions
Are daily given, to ennoble those
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble.

Q. Eliz. By Him that rais'd me to this careful height
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd,
I never did incense his majesty
Against the duke of Clarence ; but have been
An earnest advocate to plead for him.
My lord, you do me shameful injury.

Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects.
Glo. You may deny that you were not the means

Of my lord Hastings' late imprisonment.
Riv, She may. my lord ; for

—

Glo. She may, lord Rivers,—why, who knows not so t

She may do more, sir, than denying that

:

She may help you to many fair prefennents;
And then deny her aiding hand therein.
And lay those honours on your high desert.
What may she not? She may,—ay, marry, may she,—
Riv. What, marry, may she?
Glo. What, marrj', may she ! marry with a king,

A bachelor, a handsome stripling too

:

1 wis, your grandam had a worser match.
Q. Eliz. My lord of Gloster, I have too long borue

Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scoffs

;

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty
Of those gross taunts that oft I have endur'd,
I had rather be a country servant-maid,
Than a great queen, with this condition,
To be so baited, scorn'd. and stormed at

:

Small joy have I in being England's queen.

Enter Queen Margaret, behind,

Q. Mar. \Apart.\ And lessend be that small, God,
I beseech Him !

—

Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me.
Glo. Wliat ! threat you me with telling of the king?

Tell him, and spare not : look, what I have said
I will avouch in presence of the king :

I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower.
Tis time to speak, my pains are quite forgot.

Q. Mar [Apart.] Out, devil I I remember tliem too
well:

Thou kill'dst my husband Henry in the Tower,
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbuiy.

Glo. Ere yon were queen, ay, or your husband king,

I was a pack-horse in his great affairs;

A weeder-out of his proud adversaries,
A liberal rewarder of his friends :

To royalize his blond, I spilt mine own. fthine.

O. Mar. Ay. and mucli better blood than his. or
Glo. In all which time, you, and your husband Grey,

Were factious for the house of Lancaster

;

And, Rivers, so were you :—was not your luisband
In Margaret's battle at St. Albans slain V

Let nie put iu yoiu: minds, if you forget,
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What you Imvc occii ere this, and whatj-ou are;

Withal, what I have been, and what I am.
Q. Mar. [Afarl.] A niurd'rous villain, and so still

thou art
Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father, War\vick

;

Ay, and forswore himself,—which Jesu pardon!

—

Q. Mar. [.-Ipart. I Which God revenge !

G/o. To fight on Edward's party, for the crown ;

.\nd for his meed, poor lord, he is mew'd up.

I would to God my heart were flint, like Edward's

;

i^r Edward's soft and pitiful, like mine :

I am too childish-foolish for this world.
ij. Mar. \.-t/iart.] Hie thee to hell for shame, and

leave this world.
Thou cacodiemun ! there thy kingdom is.

Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days,
VVhich here you urge to prove us enemies,
NVe follow'd then our lord, our sov'reign king:
Si) should we you, if you should be our king.

Glo. If I should be !—I had rather be a pedlar.

I'ar be it from my heart, the thought thereof

!

n. Eli=. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose
>'ou should enjoy, were you this country's King,

—

'< s little joy you may suppose in me,
Tliat I enjoy, being the queen thereof.

O. Mar. \Apart^ As httle joy enjoys the queen
lor I am she, and altogether joyless. [thereof!

1 can no longer hold me patient.

—

\Advancing.
Hear me, you wranglmg pirates, that fail out
In sharing that which you have pill'd from me I

Which of you trembles not, that looks on me J

If not, that, I being queen, you bow like subjects,

\'et that, by you depos'd, you quake like rebels?

—

.•\h, gentle villain, do not rum away! [sight!

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'st thou in my
O. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr'd

;

That will I make, before I let thee go.
Glo. Wert thou not banished, on pain of death?
Q. Mar. I was ; but I do fold more pain in banish-

ment,
*''

Than death can yield me here by my abode.
A husband, and a son, thou ow'st to me,

—

And thou, a kingdom,—all of you, allegiance:
This sorrow that I have, by right is yours

;

.Vnd all the pleasures you usurp are mine.
Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thec>

When thou didst crown his warlike brows ivith pa ,er.

And with thy scorns drew'st rivers from his eyes;
And then, to dr>' them, gav'st the duke a clout

Steep'd in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland ;

—

His curses, then from bitterness of soul

Oenounc'd against thee, are all fallen upon thee
;

And God, not we, hath plagu'd thy bloody deed.
Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent.
Host. O, 'twas the foulest deed to slay that babe.

And the most merciless, that e'er was heard of?
Ri'j. Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported.
Dors. No man but prophesied revenge for it.

tltick. Northuraberland, then present, wept to see it.

Q. Mar. What, were you snarling =»11, before I came,
Ready to catch each other by the throat.

And turn you all your hatred now on me ?

Did York's dre,id curse prevail so much with heivci.
That Henry's de.ith. my lovely Edward's deah,
Their kingdom's luss, my woful banishment.
Should all but answer for that peevish brat ?

Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ?

—

Why, then, give way, dull clou<ls, to my quick curses

!

Though not by w.-ir, by surfeit die your king.
As ours by murder, to ni.ike him a king

!

Kdward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales.
For Edward, my son, that was prince of Wales,
Die in his youth by like untimely violence 1

Thyself a queen, lor me that was a queen.
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self!

I.ong mayst thou live to wail thy children's loss

;

And see another, as I sec thee now,
Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art stall'd in mine I

I.ong die thy hapoy days licf.jre thy death ;

And, after many lengthend hours of grief.

Die neither mother, wife, nor England's queen!
Rivers, and Dorset, you were standers by,

—

And so w.ist thtju, lord Hastings,—when my son
W.is st.ibb'<l with bloody daijgers: God, I pray Him,
That none of you may live his natural age,
But by some unlook't^ accident cut off I

Glo. Have don> thy cliarni, thou hateful witlier'il

hag!

Q. Mar. And Ic.ive out thee! stay, dog, for thoi'

shiUt hear me.
If heaven have any grievous plague m store,

Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee,

O, let thein keep it till thy sins be ripe.

And then hurl down tlieir indignation
On thee, the troubler of the poor world's peace I

The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul !

Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv'st,

And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends I

N'o sleep close up that deadly eye of thine.

Unless It be while some tormenting dream
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils !

Thou elvish-mark'd. abortive, rooting hog !

Thou that wast seal'd in thy nativity

The slave of nature, and the son of hell

!

Thou slander of thy mother's hea\'y womb I

Thou loathed issue of thy father's loins

!

Thou rag of honour! thou detested

—

Glo. Margaret.
n. Mar. Richard I

Glo. Ha ?

Q. Mar. I call thee not.

Glo. I cry tiiee mercy, then ; for I did think.

That thou hadst call'd me all these bitter names.
Q. .Mar. Why, so I did ; but look'd for no reply.

O, let me make the period to my curse.

Glo. 'Tis done by me. and ends in—Margaret.
Q. Eliz. Thus have you breath'd your curse against

yourself.

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my
fortune 1

Why strew'st thou sugar on that bottled spider.

Whose deadly web e'nsnareth thee about ?

Fool, fool ! thou whet'st a knife to kill thyself.

The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me
To help thee curse this pois'nous bunch-back'd toad.

Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse,

Lest to thy harm thou move our patience.

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you! you have all

raov'd mine.
£iiii, Were you well serv'd, you would be taught

your duty.
Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do mc

duty.
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects

:

O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty.
Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic.

Q, Mar. Peace, master marquess, you are maku
pert:

Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current

:

O, that your young nobility could judge
What 'twere to lose it, and be miserable 1

They that stand high have many blasts to shake them ;

And if they fall, they dash tlienisclves to pieces.
Glo, Good counsel, marry ; learn it, learn it,

marquess.
Dor, It touches you, my lord, as much as me.
Glo. Ay, and much more ; but I was born so high,

Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top.
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun.

Q. Mar. And turns the sun to shade ;—alas ! alas I

Witness my son, now in the shade of death ;

Whose bright out-shining-beams thy cloudy wrath
Hath in eternal darkness folded up.
Your aiery buildeth in our aiery's nest

;

God ! that seest it. do not suffer it

;

As it was won with blood, lost be it so {

Biick. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity.

Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me

:

Unch.iritably with me have you dealt,
And shameuilly my hopes by you arc butchcr'd.
My charity is outrage, life my shame,

—

Anrl in that shame still Uve my sorrow's rage '.

Bttck. Have done, have done.
Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham. I'll kiss thy hand,

In sign of league and amity with thee :

Xow fair befall thee, and thy noble house !

Thy garments are not sjiotted with our blood,
Nor tnou within the compass of my curse.

lluck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass
The lips of those that breathe them in the air.

Q. Mar. I will not think but they ascend the sky,
And there awake God's gentle-sleeping peace.
(> Buckingham, take heed of yonder clog;
1.00k, when he fawns, lie bites ; and when he bites
His venom tooth will r.mkle to the de.ith :

1
Have not to do wiMi him, beware of liiiu;

C. C
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Sin. death, and hell, have set their marks on him,
And al! their ministers attend on him.

Glo. What doth she say, ray lord of i3uck;in.i,'hai

Btick. Nothinsf that I respect, my gracious lortl.

Q, Mar. What, dost thou scorn ine for my j^'cntle

comisel?
And soothe thn devil that I warn thee from?
O. but remember this another day,
When he shall 'ijiUt thy very heart with sorrow,
And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess.
Live each of you the subject to his hate,
And he to yours, and all of you to God's I [Hx:\'.

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her
curses.

Riv. And so doth mine : I muse why she's at liberty.

Glo. I cannot blame her : by God's holy mother,
She hath had too much wrong- ; and I repent
My part thereof, that I have done to her.

1^. Eli'z. I never did her any, to my knowledge.
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong.

I was too hot to do somebody good,
That is too cold in thinking of it now.
Marry, as for Clarence, he i> ".veil repaid

;

He is frank'd up to fatting fij ; his pair.s ;

God pardon them that are the cause thereof I

Riv. A virtuous and a Chr^r^ii-like conclusion,
To pray for them that have done scath to us.
Glo. [Aszdc] So do I ever, being well advis'd ;

For had I curs'd now, I had curs'd myself.
Enter Catesby.

Gates, Madam, his majesty doth call for you,

—

And for your grace,—and you, my noble lords.

Q. Eliz. Catesby, I come.—Lords, will you go with
Riv, We wait upon your grace. fme ?

[Exetoit allexcept Gloster.
Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.

The secret mischiefs that I set abroach,
I lay unto the grievous charge of others.
Clarence,—whom I. indeed, have cast in darkness,

—

I do beweep to .many simple gulls ;

Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham;
And tell them *tis the queeti and her aUies,
That stir the king against the duke my brother.
Now, they believe it

;^
and withal whet me

To be reveng'd on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey

:

But then I sigh ; and, with a piece of scripture.
Tell them that God bids us do good for evil

:

And thus I clothe my naked villainy
With odd old ends stol'ii forth of holy WTit

;

And seem a saint, when most I play the devil.
Enter two Murderers.

But soft I here come my executioners.
How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates

!

Are you now going to despatch this thing?
I Murd. We are, my lord ; and come to have the

That we may be admitted where he is. [warrant.
Glo, Well thought upon ; I have it here about me :

\Gives tJie warrant.
When you have done, repair to Crosby-place.
But. sirs, be sudden in tlie execution.
Withal obdurate ; do not hear him plead;
For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark liim

I Murd. Tut, tut, my lord, we wli not stand to prate ;

Talkers are no good tloers : be assur'd
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues.

Glo, Your eyes drop mill-stones, when fools' cy
fall teari

:

I like you, ladsj about your business straight

;

Go, go, despatch.
I Murd. We will, my noble lord.

{Excui.

SCENE IV.—London, A Roovt in the Tower
£"«i'^?- Clarence and Brakenbury.

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day?
Clar. O. I have pass'd a miserable night,

So full of feai"ful dreads, of ugly sights.

That, as I am a Christian faithful man,
I would not spend ajiother such a night,
Thouj'^h 'twere to buy a world of happy days ;

So fulT of dismal terror was the time I

Brak. What was your dream, my lord? I pray you,
tell me.

Clar. Methought that I had broken from the Tower,
And was embark'd to cross to Burgundy;
And, iu my company, my brother tloster

:

Who from my cabin tempted nn; to walk

Upon the hatches : thence we look'd toward England,
And cited up a thousand heavy times.
During the wars of York and L.;incaster,
That had befall'n us. As we [^ac'd along
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,
Methought that GlosteV stumbled ; and, in falling,

Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board.
Into the tumbling billows of the main.
Lord 1 methought what pain it was to drown :

What dreadful noise of water m mine ears

!

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes !

Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks ;

A thousand men that fishes gnaw'd upon

;

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,
Inestimable stones, unvalu'd jewels.
All scatter'd in the bottom of the sea

:

Some lay in dead men's skulls : and in those holes
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept
(.\s 'twere in scorn of eyes) reflecting gems,
That woo'd the slimy bottom of the deep.
And mock'd the dead bones that lay scatter'd by.
Brak, Had you such leisure in the time of deatli.

To gaze upon those secrets of the deep?
Clar. Methought I had ; and often did I strive

To yield the ghost : but still the envious flood
Stopt in my soul, and would not let it forth
To find the empty, vast, and wandering air

;

But smother'd it within my panting bulk,
^\'hich almost burst to belch it in the sea.
Brak. Awak'd you not with this sore a^jony ?

Clar. No, no, my dream was lengthen d after Utc ;

O, then began the tempest to my soul 1

1 pass'd, methought, the melancholy flood,
\\'ith that grim ferryman which poets write of,

Unto the kingdom of perpetual night
The first that there did greet my stranger soul,
A\'as my great father-in-law, reno'wned Warwick

;

\\\\o cried aloud, *' What scourgeforperjury
Can this dark ^nonarchy afford/alse Clarence V*
And so he vanish'd : th6n came wandering by
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair
Dabbled in blood ; and he shriek'd out aloud,
" Clarence is coined—false^ fleeting^ ferjur\i Cla-

rence.^—
That stabb'd7ne in thefield by Tewksbury ;—
Seize on hifn, Eurics! fake hitn toyoiir torments !'*

With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends
Env-iron'd me, and howled m mine ears
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise,
I trembling wak'd, and, for a season after,

Could not believe but that I was inheU,
Such terrible impression made my dream.
Brak. No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you ;

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.

Clar, O Brakenbury, I have done these things,
That now give evidence against my soul.

For Edward's sake; and see how he requites me I

( ) God I if my deep prayers cannot appease thee,
Hut thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds,
Vet execute thjr wrath on me alone

:

O, spare my guiltless wife and my poor children I

\ pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ;

My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep.
Brak. I will, my lord; God give your grace good

rest.

—

[Clarence sleeps.

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours.
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide nii^hC.

Princes have but their titles for their glories,

An outward honour for an inward toil

;

And. for unfelt imaginations.
They often feel a world of restless cares

:

So that, between their titles, and low name.
There 's notliing differs but the outward fame.

Enter the two Murderers.
T Mitrd. Ho I who 's here ?

Brak. What would'st thou, fellow? and huw
cam'st thou hither?

T Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and I came
hitlier on my legs.
Brak. Wliat. so brief?
2 Murd. ' 1 is better, sir, than to be tedious.

—

Let him sec our commission; and talk no more.
{A paper is delivered to Brakenbury

who reads it.

Brak. I am, in this, conmianded to deliver
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands

:

I will not rea-son what*is meant hereby,
Because I will be guiltless of the meaning.
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Tliore lies tlie duke asleep, and there the kej'S

:

I'll to the king ; and signify to him
That thus I have resisrii'd to you my charsje.

1 Miird. You may, sir ; 'tis a point of wisdom

:

Fare you well. [Exit Brakenburj'.

2 Mitrd. \Vhat, shall we stab him as he sleeps?

1 Murd. No ; he'll say 't\\-as done cowardly, when
he wakes.

2 Murd. When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall never
wake until the great judement-day. (sleeping.

1 Murd. Why, then Tie'll say, we stabbed him
2 Murd. The urging of that word "judgment,"

hath bred a kind of retriorse in me.
1 Murd. What, art thou afraid ?

2 .Murd. Not to kill him. having a warrant for it

:

but to be damn'd for killing him, from the which no
warrant can defend me.

1 Murd. I thought thou hadst been resolute.

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live. (him so.

I Murd. I'll back to the duke of Gloster. and tell

2 Murd. Nay, I pr'ythee, stay a little; 1 hope my
holy humour will change; it was wont to hol<l me but
w hile one tells twenty.

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyselfnow?
2 Murd. 'Faith, some certain dregs of conscience

are yet within me.
1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed 's

done. [ward.
2 Murd. Zounds '. he dies : I had forgot the re-

1 Murd MTiere 's thy conscience now ?

2 Murd. In the duke of Gloster's purse.
1 Murd. So when he opens his purse to give us

our reward, thy conscience flies out.

2 Murd. 'Tis no matter ; let it go ; there 's few or
none will entertain it.

1 Murd. What if it come to thee again?
2 Murd. I'll not meddle with it, it Is a dangerous

thing, it makes a man a coward : a man cannot steal.

I)ut It accuseth him ; a man cannot swear, but it

checks him ; a man cannot lie with his neighbours
wife, but it detects him : 'tis .a blushing shame-face'i
spirit, that mutinies in a man's bosom ; it fills one full

of obstacles : it made me once restore a purse of goUl,
that by chance I found ; it beggars any man th.it

keeps It : it is turned out of all tow-ns ana cities for a
d.angerous thing ; and every man. that me.ans to live

well, endeavours to trust to himself, and live without
it.

1 Murd. Zounds! it is even now at my elbow,
persuading me not to kill the duke.

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe
him not : he would insinuate with tliec. but to make
thee sigh. (with me.

1 Murd. I am strong-fram'd. he cannot jirevail

2 Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow that respects his
reputation. Come, shall we fall to work?

1 Murd. Take him on the costards with the hilts of
thy sword, and then throw him into the maliiiwy-butt
in the next room. [him.

2 Murd. O, excellent dc\'icel and make a sop of
1 Murd. Soft I he w.akes.

2 Murd. Strike!
I Murd. No, well reason with him. [wine.
Clnr. 'Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup of
1 Murd. V'ou shall have wine enough, my lord, anon.
C/ar. In God's name, what art thou'^
I Murd. A man, as you .are.

Clar. But not, as I am, royal.
1 Murd. Nor you, .as we are, loyaL
Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks arc

humble.
I Murd. My voice is now the king's, my looks mine

own. (speak

:

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly dost thou
Your eyes do menace im- : why look you pale?
AVho sent you hither? A\'hcrefore do you come?

Uotli Murd. To, to, to—
Clar. To murder me ?

Hoth Murd. Ay, ay.
Clar. You scarcely have the he.arts to tell me so,

And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.

Wherein, my friends, have I otfended you?
1 .'ilurd. (Jffcndcd us you have not, but the king
Clar. 1 sb.ill be reconcile! to him again.
Q Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore prepare to die.
Clar. Arc you drrfwn forth among a world ofmen

To slay the innocent? \\'liat is my offence?
\;ii. r- i. 111,- .-vLL-nr,.. tha! doth accuse nic?
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What lawful quest have given their verdict up
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc'd
The bitter sentence of'poor Clarence' death t

Before 1 be convict by course of law.

To threaten me with death is most unlawful.

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption
By Christ's dear blood shed for our grievous sins.

That you depart, .and lay no hands on me :

The deed you undertake is damnable.
1 t\[urd. What we will do, we do upon command.
2 Murd. And ho, that hath commanded, is our

king.
Clar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings

I lath in the table of his law commanded.
That thou shalt do no murder : will you, then.
Spurn at His edict, and fulfil a mans?
Take heed ; for He holds vengeance in His hand.
To hurl upon their heads that break His law.

2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he hurl

on thee,
For false forswearing, and for murder too ;

Thou didst receive tlie sacrament, to fight

In quarrel of the house of Lancas'.er.

1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God.
Didst break that vow ; and, with thy treacherous

blade,
Unripp'dst the bowels of thy sovereign's son.

2 Murd. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and
defend.

I Murd. How canst thou urge God's dreadful lun

to us,

\Vhen thou hast broke it in such dear degree ?

I Clar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed ?

For Edward, for my brother, for his sake ?

He sends you not to murder me for this

;

For in that sin he is as deep as I.

If God will be avenged for the deed,
O, know you yet. he dotli it publicly

:

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ,

He needs no indirect or lawless course.
To cut off those that have offended him.

I Murd. Who made thee, then, a bloody minister.

When gallant-springing brave Plantagenet,
That princely no\ice. was struck dead by thee?

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my I'age

1 Murd. Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy faull .,

Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee.
Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me

;

I am his brother, and I love him well.

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again.
And I will send you to my brother Gloster ;

Who sh.all reward you better for my life.

Than Edward will for tidings of my death.
2 Murd. You are deceiv'd, your brother Gloster

hates you.
Clar. O, no, he loves me, and he holds me de.ar.

Go you to him from me.
fSoth Murd. Ay, so we will.

Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father York
Bless'd his three sons with his victorious arm.
And charg'd us from his soul to love each other.
He little thought of this divided friendship

:

Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep.
I Murd. Ay, mill-stones ; as he lesson'd us to weep.
Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind.
1 Murd. Right ; as snow in harvest.—Come, you

deceive yourself

:

'Tis he that sends us to destroy you here.
Clar. It cannot be ; for he bcwept my fortune.

And huj^'d me m his arms, and swore, with sob-,.

That he would labour my delivery.
1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when he delivers you

From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heaven.
2 Murd. Make peace with Got], for you must dii',

my lord.

Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your souls,

To counsel me to make my peace with God,
And are you yet to your own .souls so blind.

That you will war with God by murdering me?
f >. sirs, consider, they th.at set you on
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed.

2 Murd. What shall we do ?

Clnr. Relent, and save your souK
I .Murd. Relent I 'tis cowardly, and womanish.
Clar. Not lo relent, is beastly, savage, devilish.—

Which of you, if you were a prince's son.
Being pent from liberty, as I am now,
I f tv/o such murd'rcrs as yourselves came to you.
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Would not entreat for life ?—
My friend, I sjiy some pity in tliy loolcs ;

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer;

Come tliou on ray side, and entreat for me,
As you would beg, were you in my distress
A begginsf prince what beggar pities not ?

2 Aiitrii. Look beliind you, my lord.
1 Miirii. [S/ais Aim.] Take that, and that : if all

this will not do,
I'll drown you in the malmsey-butt within.

[Exti -with the body.
2 Mnyd. A bloody deed, and desperately de-

spatch'd I

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands
Of this most grievous guilty murder done

!

Re-enterJirst ISIurderer.

1 Miird. How now ! what mean'st thou, that thou
help'st me not? [been.

By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you have
2 Miird. I would he knew that I had sav'd his

brother

!

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say ;

l-'or I repent me that tlie duke is slain. \E.xit.

I Mu7'd. So do not I : go, coward as thou art.

Well, I'll go hide the body in some hole.
Till that the duke give order for his burial

:

And when I have my meed, I will away
;

Tor this will out, and then I must not stay. {Exit.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—London. A Room in tlie Palace.

Enter King Edward, [led in sick,) Queen Elizabeth,
Dorset, Rivers, Hastings, Buckingham, Grey, and
others.

K. Ediv. Why, so;— now have I done a good
day's work ;

—

You peers, continue this united league ;

I everj' day expect an embassage
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence :

And more in peace my soul shall part to heaven,
ijince I have made my friends at peace on earth.
Rivers and Hastings, take each other's hand

;

Dissemble not your hatred, swear your love. [hate ;

Riv. By heaven, my soul is purg'd from grudging
And with my hand I seal my true heart's love.
Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like

!

A*. Ed-itt. Take heed, you dally not before your king
;

Lest he. that is the supreme King of kings,
Confound your hidden falsehood! and award
Either of you to be the other's end.
Hast. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love I

RiT). And I, as I love Hastings with my heart 1

A". Ed-w. Madam, yourself are not exempt from
this,—

Nor you, son Dorset,—Buckingham, not you ;

—

You nave been factious one against the other.
^Vife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand

;

And what j'ou do, do it unfeignedly. [member
Q. Eli-, There, Hastings; I will never more re-

Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine !

K. Ediv. Dorset, embr.ace him ;—Hastings, love
lord marquess.

Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest.
Upon my part shall be inviolable.

Jlast. And so swear I. [Einhi-aces Dorset.
A". Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thrm

this league
With thy embracements to my wife's allies.

And make me happy in your unity.
Buck. [To tlie Queen.] Whenever Buckingham

doth turn his hate
Upon your grace, but with all duteous love.

Doth cherish you and yours, God punish me
"With hate in those where I expect most love !

When I have most need to employ a friend.

And most assured that he is a friend.

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile.

Be he unto me !—This do I beg of heaven,
"When I am cold in love to you or yours.

\Embracing Rivers, &-c.

i'. Ed7u. A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham,
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart.
There wanteth now our brother Gloster here.
To make tlie blessed period of this peace.
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble duke.

Enter Gloster.
do. Good-morrow to my sov'reign king and queen j

An<l princely peers, a happy time of day

!

A'. Ediu. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the
Gloster, we have done deeds of charity

;

[day.

Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate.

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers.

Glo. A blessed labour, my most sov'reiga lord.

Among this princely heap, if any here.

By false intelligence, or wrong surmise.
Hold me a foe ;

If I unwittingly, or in my rage.
Have aught coimnitted that is hardly borne
I3y any in this presence, I desire
To reconcile me to his friendly peace

:

'Tis death to me to be at enmity ;

I hate it, and desire all good men's love.

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you.
Which I will purchase with my duteous service ;

Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham,
If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us

;

Of you, and you," lord Rivers, and of Dorset,
That all without desert have frown'd on me

;

Of you, lord Woodville, and lord Scales, of you

;

Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all.

I do not know that Englishman alive,

A\'ith whom my soul is any jot at odds.
More than the infant that is born to-night

:

I thank my God for my humility.

O. Eliz. A. holiday shall this be kept hereafter

:

I would to God all strifes were well compounded.
My sov'reign lord, I do beseech your highness
To take our brother Clarence to your grace.

Glo. Why, madam, have I offer'd love for this

To be so flouted in this royal presence!
Who knows not that the gentle duke is dead?

[ T/tey all start.

You do him injury to scorn his corse. fhe is ?

A'. Ed7v. Who knows not he is dead I who knows
Q. Eliz. All-seeing he.aven, what a world is this!

Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest?
Vor. Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the presence

But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks.
A'. Ed7i'. Is Clarence dead ?—the order was revera'd,

Glo. But he. poor man, by your first order died,

And that a winged Mercury did bear

;

Some tardy cripple bore the countennand,
That came too lag to see him buried.
God grant that some, less noble and less loyal.

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood.
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did.

And yet go current from suspicion.
Enter Stanley.

Stan. A boon, my sov'reign, for my service done

!

A". Ed-v. I pr'ythee, peace : my soul is full of sorrow.
Stan. I will not rise, unless your highness hear me.
A". Ed7u. Then say at once, what is it thou request 'st.

Stan. The forfeit, sov'reign, of my servant's life ;

Who slew to-day a riotous gentleman.
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk.
A'.Edm.Have I atongueto doom my brother's dcalli,

.-Vnd sh.all that tongue give pardon to a slave?
My brother kill'd no man, liis fault was thought

:

And yet his punishment was bitter death.
Who su'd to me for him I who, in my wrath,
Ivneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advis'vl ?

Who spoke of brotherhood? who spoke of love?
Who told me how the poor soul did forsake
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me ?

Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury,
W'hen Oxford had me down, he rescu'd me.
And said, " Dear brother, live, and be a king ':"

AVho told me, when we both lay in the field.

Frozen .almost to death, how he did lap me
Even in his garments, and did give himself.

All thin and'naked, to the numb-cold night?
All this from my remembrance brutish wrath
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you
Had so much grace to put it in my iitind.

But when your carters, or your waiting-vassals.

Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac'd
The precious image of our dear Redeemer.
You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon ;

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you :

—

But for my brother not a man would speak,

—

Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself
For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all

Have been behohlen to him in his life
;
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\et none of vou would once bep; for his life.

I ) c;od, 1 fear, thy justice will take hold
I )n n>e. and you, and mine, and yours, for tliis.

Come. Hastinsjs. help ine to my closet,

I'oor Clarence

!

[Exeunt Kinjj, Queen, Hastings, Rivers.
Dorset, tDid Grey.

do. This is tile fruit of rashness ! Mark'd you not.

How th.1t the guilty kindred of the queen
Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence' death?

1 they did urge it still unto the king

:

God will revenge it. Come. lords ; will you go,
To comfort Edward with our company 1

Buck. We wait upon your grace. [E.veu>tt.

SCEXE II.

—

The same.

Ptiter the Duchess of York, -cvith a Son (T«rf Daughter
o/" Clarence.

'son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead !

Ouch. No. boy. [breast,

Dajtffh. Why do you weep so oft, and beat your
And cry—" O Clarence, my unhappy son .'"

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your head.
And call us—orphans, wretches, castaways,
1 f that our noble father be alive !

Ditch. My pretty cousins, j'ou mistake me both,
I do lament the sickness of the king,
As loth to lose him, not your father's death ;

It were lost sorrow to wail one that 's lost.

Son.. Then, you conclude, ray grandam. he is dead.
The king mine imcle is to blame for this :

( rod will revenge it : whom I will importune
With earnest prayers all to that effect.

Daugh. And so Willi.

Diich. Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love
I ncapable and shallow innocents, [you well

:

\Q\i cannot guess who caus'd your father's death.
Son. Grandam. we can ; for my good uncle Gloster

Told me. the king, provok'd to it by the queen,
iievis'd impeachments to imprison him :

-\nd when my uncle told me so, he wept.
And pitied me, and kindly kiss'd my cheek :

liade me rely on him, as on my father.
And he would love me dearly as his child.

Ditch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle
sh.ape.

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice I

He is my son : ay. and therein my shame ;

^'et from my dugs he drew not this deceit.
Son. Think you my uncle did dissemble, grandam ?

Ditch. Ay, boy.
Son. I cannot think it.—Hark : what noise is this?

Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly : Rivers and
liorsei/'ollo-win£- her.

Q. Fliz. Ah, who shall hinder me to wail and weep.
To chide my fortune, and torment myself?
1 '11 join with black despair against my soul.

And to myself become an enemy.
Ditch. Wh.at means this scene of rude impatience ?

Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragic violence.
Iidward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead.
Why grow the branches when the root is gone ?

Why wither not the leaves that want their sap?
If you will Uve, lament; if die, be brief.

That our swift-winged souls may catch the king'-,

;

Or, like obedient subjects, follow him
I'o his new kingdom of perpetual rest.

Ditch. Ah. so much interest have I in Ihy sorrow,
.\s I had title in thy noble husband I

1 h.ave bewcpt a worthy husband's death,
.•\nd liv'd with looking on his images :

lint now two mirrors of his i)rincely semblance
.\rc crack'd in pieces by malignant death.
And I for comfort have but one false glass.
That grieves me when I see my shame in him.
Thou art a widow ; yet thou art a mother,
.\nd hast the comfort of thy children left:

Hut death h.ath snatch'd my husband from mine arms.
.\nd pluck'd two crutches from my feeble hands.—
Clarence and Edward. O. what cause have I.

(Thine being but a moiety of my moan.)
To over-go thy woes, antl drown thy cnesf

.Hon. An, aunt, you wept not for our father's death ;

How can we aid you with our kindred tears ?

Daugh. Our fatherless distress was left unmoan'd
;

^'our widow-dolour likewise be unwept I

Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation

;

I am not barren to bring forth complaints :

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes,
That I. being govern'd by the wat'ry moon.
May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world 1

Ah. for my husband, for my dear lord, Edward t

Cliil. Ah. for our father, for our dear lord Clarence 1

Duck. Al.is, for both, both mine, Edward and
Clarence 1

Q. Eliz. What stay had I but Edward ? and he's gone.
Chil. What stay had we but Clarence? and he'sgone.
Diich. What stays had I but they ? and they are gone.
Q. Eliz. Was never widow had so dear a loss.

Chil. Were never orphans had so dear a loss.

Ditch. Was never mother had so dear a loss.

Alas. I am the mother of these griefs 1

Their woes are parcell'd. mine are general.
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I

;

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she

:

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I

;

I for an Edward weep, so do not they :

—

Alas, you three, on me, threefold distress'd.

Pour all your tears, I am your sorrow's nurse,
And I will pamper it with lamentation. _

[pleas'.!

Dor. Comfort, dear mother : God is much dis-

That you take with unthankfulness his doing :

In common worldly things, 'tis call'd ungrateful.

\\'ith dull unwillingness to repay a debt,
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent

:

Much more to be thus opposite with heaven,
l-'or it requires the royal debt it lent you.
Riv. Madam, bethink you. like a careful mother.

Of the young prince your son : send straight for him ;

I-et him be crown'd ; in him your comfort lives

:

Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward's grave,
And plant your joys in living Edward's throne.

Enter Gloster, Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings,
Ratcliff, and others.

Glo. Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause
To wail the dimming of our shining star ;

But none can cure their harms by wailing them
.Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy

;

I did not see your grace :—humbly ou my knee
I crave your blessing.
Ditch. God bless thee ; and put meekness in thy

Love, chanty, obedience, and true duty I [bre.ist,

Glo. Amen ; and make me die a good old man

!

iAside.\ That is the butt-end of a mother's blessing
;

I marvel that her grace did leave it out.

Kuck. You cloudy princes, and heart-sorrowing
That bear this heavy mutual load of moan, [peers,
Now cheer each other in each other's love

:

Though we have spent our harvest of this king.
We are to reap the harvest of his son.

The broken rancour of your high-swoln hates,
But lately spUnter'd, knit, and join'd together.
Must gently be preservd, cherish'd. and kept

:

Me seemethgood, that, with some little train,

1-orthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fet

Hither to London, to be crown'd our king.
Riv. Why, with some little train, my loril of Burk-

ingnam t

Buck. Marry, my lord, lest, by a multitude,
The new-heal'd wound of malice should break out

;

Which would be so nmch the more dangerous.
By how much the estate is green and yet ungovern'd ;

Where every horse bears his commanding rein.

And may direct his course as please himself.

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent.
In my opinion, ought to be prevented.

Glo. I hope the King made peace with all of us
;

And the compact is finn and true in me.
Riv. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all

;

^'ct, since it is but green, it should be put
To no apparent likelihood of breach.
Which haply by nmch comp.-iTiy might be urg'd

:

Therefore I say with noble Buckingham.
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince.
Hast. And so say I.

Glo. Then be it so ; and go we to determine
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow.
M.'id,atu, and you my mother, will you go
To give your censures in this business?

[Exeunt all except Buckingham and Gloster.
Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince,

I'or God's sake. let not us two st.iy at home ;

Tor, by the way, 111 sort occasion,
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As index to the ;tory we late talk'd of,

To part the queen's proud kindred from the prince.

6Vff. My other self, my counsels consistory,

My oracle, my prophet !—My dear cousin,

I, as a child, will go by thy direction.

Towards Ludlow then, for we 11 not stay behind.
[h'xeicnt.

SCENE III.—London. A Street.

Enter t7vo Citizens, Tueeting.

at. Good morrow, neighbour : whither away so

fast?
2 at. 1 promise you, I scarcely know myself

:

Hear you the news abroad?
1 at. Yes ; that the king- is dead.
2 at. Ill news, by'r lady ; seldom comes the better

:

I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world.
Enter a third Citizen.

3 at. Neighbours, God speed

!

1 at. Give you good moiTOw, sir.

3 at. Doth the news hold of good king Edward's
death ?

2 at. Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help, the while

!

.3 at. Then, m,^sters, look to see a troublous world.

1 at. No, no ; by God's good grace, his son shall

reign.

3 at. Woe to that land that's govern'd by a child

!

2 at. In iiim there is a hope of government

;

That, in his nonage, council under him.
And, in his full and ripen'd years, himself.
No doubt, shall tlien, and till then, govern well.

I at. So stood the state, when Henry the sixth
Was crown'd at Paris but at nine months old.

3 at. Stood the state so? no, no, good friends. Gnd
Tor then this land was famously enrich'd [wot

;

\\'ith politic grave counsel ; then the king
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace.

I at. AVhy, so hath this, both "by his father and
mother.

3 at Better it were they all came by his father.
Or by his father there were none at all

;

Eor emulation now, who shall be nearest,
W\\\ touch us all too near, if God prevent not.

! full of danger is the duke of Gloster !

And the queen's sons and brothers haught and proud :

And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule.

This sickly land might solace as before.
1 at. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will be

well.

3 at. When clouds are seen, wise men put on their

cloaks ;

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand :

When the sun sets, who doth not look for night ?

Untimely storms make men expect a dearth.
AH may be well ; but, if God sort it so,

'Tis more than we deserve, or I expect.
2 at. Truly, the hearts of men are fuU of fear

:

^'ou cannot reason almost with a man
That looks not heavily, and full of dread.

3 at. Before the days of change, still is it so :

By a divine instinct men's minds mistrust
Ensuing danger ; as, by proof, we see
The water swell before a boist'rous storm.
Hut leave it all to God. AVhither away ?

2 at. Marry, we were sent for to the justices

3 Cit. And so was I : I'll bear you company.
[ Excitut.

SCENE IV.—London. A Room in tJte Palace.

Enter the Archbishop of York. tJie yoitn^ Duke of
York, Queen Elizabeth, aisd tlie Duchess of York.

Arch. I-ast night, I hear, they lay at Stony-Strat-
And at Northampton they do rest to-night : [ford ;

To-morrow, or next day, they will be here.
Pitch. I long with all my heart to see the prince

:

1 hope he is much grown since last I saw him.
Q. Eli:. But I hear, no ; they say my son of York

Hath almost overta'en him in his growth.
York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it so.

Ditch. Why, \n.y young cousin ? it is good to grow.
York. Grandam, one ni,ght, as we did sit at supper.

My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow [Gloster,
More than my brother: *^Ay" tjuoth my uncle
"Small herbs have grace, great weeds do gr07i'

apace

:

"

And since, methinksi, I would not grow so fast,

liecause sweet flowers are slow, and weeds make
haste.

Act 3.

Diich. 'Good faith, 'good faith, the saying did not
In him that did object the same to tliee

:

[hold
He was the wretched'st thing when he was young,
.So long a growing, and so leisurely.

That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious.
Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam.
Dicch. I hope he is ; but j'et let mothers doubt.
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember'd,

I could have given my uncle's grace a fl<mt,

To touch his growth nearer than he touch'd mine.
Dtich. How, my young York? I pr'ythee, let ine

hear it.

York. Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast.

That he could .gnaw a crust at two hours old

:

'Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest.

Ditch. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this ?

York. Grandam, his nurse.
Ditch. His nurse ! why, she was dead ere thou wast

bom.
York. If 'twere not she, I cannot tell who told me.
Q. Eliz. A parlous bey :—go to, you are tooshrewiL
.Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the child.

Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears.

Enter a Messenger.
.-/ rch. Here comes a messenger.

What news?
iMcss. Such news, my lord, as grieves nie to report.

Q. Eliz. Hov/ doth the prince?
Mess. Well, madam, and in health.

Ditch. Wh.at is thy news ?

Mess. Lord Rivers and lord Grey are sent to

Pomfret,
\Vith them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners.

Duch, Who hath committed thein?
Mess. The mighty dukes,

Gloster and Buckingham.
Arch, For what offence

?

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclos'd;

Why or for what the nobles were committed.
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lord.

Q. Eliz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house I

The tiger now hath seiz'd the gentle hind ;

Insulting tyranny begins to jut
Upon the innocent and awless throne :

Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre J

I see, as in a map, the end of all.

Ditch. Accursed and unquiet wranghng days.

How many of you have mine eyes beheld I

My husband lost his life to get the crown :

.\iid often up and down my sons \yere tost.

For me to joy, and weep, their gain and loss;

.\nd being seated, .and domestic broils

Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors.
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother,

Hlood to blood, self against self: O, preposterous
And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen ;

Or Let me die, to look on death no more !

Q, Eliz. Come, come, my boy ; we will to s.iiic

tuary.
Madam, farewell.
Duch. Stay, I will .go with you,

Q. Eliz. You have no cause.
A rch. [ To the Queen. ] My gracious lady, go :

And tluther bear your treasure and your gooils.

I-or my part. I'll resign unto your grace
The seal I keep : .and so betide to me,
As well I tender you. and all of yours I

Come, I'll conduct you to the sanctuary. [E.xeifit.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—London. A Street.

The irutnfets sound. Enter the Prince of Wales,

Gloster, Buckingham, Catesby, Cardin.al Bourcliier,

and others.

Puck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your

chamber.
Clo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts' sove-

reign ;

The weary way hath made yoo melancholy. '

Prince. No. uncle; but our crosses on the way
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy :

I want more uncles here to welcome me. '

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your
years
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Hath not yet Uiv'd into tlic world's deceit

:

No more can you dLstinijuiili of a man,
Than of his outward show ; whieli, God lie knows,
Seldom or never junipeth with the heart.

Those imcles which you want wore danjjerous :

\'our v^ace attended to their su,^ar'd words.
I'mt look'd not on the poison of their hearts :

God keep you from tliera, and from such false

friends

!

Prince. God keep lac from false friends 1 but they
were none.

Cij. My lord, the mayor of London comes to greet
you.
EnUr Ute Lord Mayor, and his train.

May. God bless your grace with health and happy
days !

Prinm. I thank you, good my lord ;—and tiiaiik

you all.—
'

iZf-vf/oi/ Mayor, 4S;c.

I thouii'ht my mother, and my brother York,
\\'onld long ere this have met us on the way :

rie. what a slug is Hastings, that he comes not
To tell us whether they wiU come or no I

EnUr Hastings.

Buck. And in good time here comes the sweating
lord.

Ptincc. Welcome, my lord : what, will our mother
come !

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I,

The queen your mother, and your brother York,
Have taken sanctuary : the tender prince
NV'ould fain have come with me to meet your grace.
But by his mother was perforce withheld.
Huck. Fie, what an indirect and peevish course

Is this of hers !—Lord cardinal, will your grace
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York
Unto his princely brother presently ?

If she deny, lord Hastings, go with him.
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce.
Card. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory

Can from his mother win the duke of York,
Anon c-xpect him here r but if she be obdurate
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid
We should infringe the holy privilege
Of blessed sanctuary ! not for all tlis land
Would I be guilty of so great a sin.

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord,
Too ceremonious and traditional

:

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age.
You Lreak not sanctuary in seizing him.
The benefit thereof is always granted
To those whose dealings have deserv'd the place.
And those who have the wit to claiui the place :

This prince hath neither claim'd it, nor desen'd it

;

And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it

:

Then, taking him from thence that is not there.
You break no privilege nor charter there.
<Jft have I heard of sanctuary men

;

But sanctuary children, ne'er till now.
Card, My lord, you shall o'er-rule my mind for

once.
Come on. Lord Hastings, will you go with me?
Hast. I go, my lord.

Priiicc. Good lords, make all the speedy haste you
may.

(/;.vf;««/ Cardinal ii«<^ Hastings.
S.iy, uncle Gloster, if our brother come.
Where shall we sojourn till our coronation t

Git). Where it seems best unto your royal self.

If I may counsel you. some day or two
Voiirliighness shall repose you at the Tower :

Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit

i-'or your best bcaltli antl recreation.

Priiue. I do not like the Tower, of any place :

—

Did Julius Cx-sar build that place, my lord !

Buck. He did, mygr.icious lord, begin that place;
Which, since, succeeding ages have rc-edified.
Prince. Is it upon record, or else reported

Successively from age to age, he built it?

Btidt. Upon record, my gracious lord.

Prince. But say. my lord, it were not register'd,
Methinks the truth should live from age to age,
As 'twere retail'd to all posterity,
Uvcn to the general all-ending day.

Glo. [ .Isiae. j So wjsc so young, they say, do never
live long.

Priiue. 'What say you, uncle t

C/"/y. 1 say, without characters fame lives long.

\.lsid'-.\ Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity.
I mor.tlize two meanings in one word.
Pri'uc. That Julius C;us.ir was a famous mail

:

With what his valour did enrich his wit.
His wit set tlown to make his valour live :

Death makes no concjuest of this conqueror ;

For now he lives in fame, though not in life.

—

I'll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham,
Buck. What, my gracious lord?
Prince. An if I Uve until I be a man,

I'll win our ancient right in France again.
Or die a soldier, as I iiv'd a king.

Glo. lAside. ] Short summers Ughtly have a forward
spring.

Enter York, Hastings, andthe Cardinal.

Buck. Now, in good time, here conies the duke of
York.

Prince. Richard of York 1 how fares our loving
brother ? [now.

y'ork. AVell, my dread lord; so must I call you
Prince. Ay. brother, to our grief, as it is yours

:

Too late he died that might have kept that title.

Which by his death hath lost much majesty.
Gto. How fares our cousin, noble lord of York? '

York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord.

You said that idle weeds are fast in growth :

The prince my brother, hath outgrown me far.

Glo. He hath, my lord.

York. And therefore is he idle ?

Glo. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so.

York. Then he is more beholden to you than I.

Glo. He may command me as my sovereign

;

But you have power in me as in a kinsman.
York. I pray you. uncle, give me this dagger.
Glo. My dagger, little cousin? with all my heart.
Pritue. A beggar, brother 2

York. Qi my kind uncle, that I know Avill give ;

And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give.
Glo. A greater gift than that I'UVive my cousin.
York. A greater gift ! O, that's the sword to it.

Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough.
York. O, then, I see, you'll part but "with ligtit

.
gifts;

In weightier things you'll say a beggar, nay.
Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear
York. I weigh it lightly, were it heavier.
Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little lord ?

York. I would, that I might thank you, as you call

Glo. How? [me.
York. Little.

Prince. My lord of York will still be cross in talk :

Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him.
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with

me:
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me

;

Because th.at I am little, like an ape,
He thuiks that you should bear me on your shoulders.
Buck. \_Aside.'\ With what a sharp provided Wit he

reasons

!

To mitigate the scorn he give.s his uncle.
He prettily and aptly taunts himself:
So cunning, and so young, is wonderful.

Glo. My lord, will 't please you pass along ?

Myself and my good cousin Buckmghani
Will to yotir niotlicr, to entreat of her
To meet you at the Tower, .-uid welcome you.

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord ?

Prince. My lord protector needs will have it so.
York. I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower.
Glo. Why, what would you fear?
York. NIarry, my uncle Clarence' angry ghost

;

.My grandamtold me he was murder'd tlierc.

Prince. I fear no uncles dead.
Glo. Nor none that live, I hope.
Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear.

But come, my lord ; and, with a heavy heart,
Tiiiiiking on them, go I unto the Tower.

\Sennet. Exeunt Prince, Ifork, Hastings,
Cardinal, a)id Attendants.

Buck. Think you. my lord, this little prating York
U'.is not incensed by his subtle mother
'"ot.iiMit and scorn yun thus opprobriously ?

Gto. No doubt, no doubt : O, 'tis a parlous boy ,

IJoId, quick, ingenious, forw.ird, capable;
Ile'^ all the motlier's, from the top to toc.
Buck. Well, let them rest.

Come hither, Catcsby ; thou art swora
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As deeply to etiect what we intend.
As closely to conceal what we impart

:

Thou know'st our reasons urg'd upon the way
;

What think'st thou ? is it not an easy matter
To make William lord Hastings of our mind,
For the instalment of this noble duke
In the seat royal of this famous isle?

Ci^cT. He for his father's sake so loves the prince,
That he will not be won to aught against him.
Buck. What think'st thou, then, of Stanley! will

not he ?

Catc. He wiU do in all as Hastings doth.
Buck. Well then, no more but this : go, gentle

Catesby,
And, as it were far off, sound thou lord Hastings,
How he doth stand affected to our purpose

;

-\nd sunnnon him to-morrow to the Tower,
To sit about the coronation.
If thou dost find him tractable to us.
Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons

:

Tf he be "leaden, icy, cold, unwilling,
Be thou so too ; and so break off the talk,

And give us notice of his inclination :

For we to-morrow hold divided councils.
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employ'd.

Glo. Commend me to lord William : tell him, Catesby.
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret casUe ;

And bid my lord, for joy of this good news.
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more.
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business soundly.
Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can.
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we sleep ?

CaU. You shall, my lord.

Glo. At Crosby-place, there you shall find us both.
[Exii Catesby

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we perceiv
Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots?

Glo. Chop off his head ; — something we will

do|:—
And, look, when 1 am king, claim thou of me
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables
Whereof the king, my brother, was possess'd.
Buck. I'll claun that promise at your grace's hand.
Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindness.

Come, let us sup betimes, that after^vards

We may digest our complots in some form.
[Exeunl

SCENE U.—Be/ore Lord Hastings' //ousc.

Etitera Messenger.

Atess. [f^iwckiii^.'i My lord ! my lord !—
Hast. [im/u>i.]Who knocks?.
Mess. One from the lord Stanley.
Hast. [IFithin.] What is t o'clock?
Mess. Upon the stroke of four.

Enter Hastings.
Hast. Cannot my lord Stanley sleep these tedious

nights t

Mess. So it appears by that I have to say.

First, he commends him to your noble self.

Hast. What then ?

Mess. Then certifies your lordship, that this night
1 le dreamt the boar had razed off his helm :

Besides, he says there are two councils held

;

And that may be determin'd at the one.
Which may make you and him to rue at th' other.

Therefore he sends to know your lordship's pleasure,-

I f you will presently take horse with him.
And with all speed post with him towards the north,

To shun the danger that his soul divines.

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return imto thy lord ;

Bid him not fear the separated councils :

His honour and myself are at the one.
And at the other is my good friend Catesby ;

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us.

Whereof I shall not have intelligence.

Tell him his fears are shallow, without instance

:

And for his dreams I wonder he's so simple
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers

:

To fly tile boar, before the boar pursues,
^\'cre to incense the boar to follow us.

And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase.
Go. bid thy master rise and come to mc ;

And we will both together to the Tower,
Where, he shall see, the boar will use ns kindly.

iSIess. I'll wo, my lord, and tell him what you say.

W.xitX

Hiiley Catesby.
Catc. Many good morrows to my noble lord

!

Hast. Good morrow, Cates'oy ; you are early stirring.

What news, what news, in this our tottering state t

Gate. It is a reeling w^orld, indeed, my lord;
.\nd I believe will never stand upright.
Till Richard wear the garland of the reahn.
Hast. How ! wear the garland \ dost thou mean tht

crown ?

Catc. Ay, my good lord.

Hast. I'll have this crown of mine cut from ujy
shoulders,

Hefore I'll see the crown so foul misplac'd.
But canst thou guess that he doth ann at it?

Gate. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to find you forward
Upon his party for the gain thereof:
And thereupon he sends you this good news,

—

That this same very day your enemies.
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret.
Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for tliat news.

Because they have been still my adversaries:
But, that I'll give my voice on Richard's side.
To bar my master's heirs in true descent,
God knows, I will not do it, to the de.ith.

Gate God keep your lordship in that gracious mind !

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a' twelvemonth
hence,

That they which brought me in my master's liatc,

1 live to look upon their tragedy.
Well. Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older,
I'll send some packing that yet think not on 't.

Gate. 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord.
When men are unprepar'd, and look not for it.

Hast. O monstrous, monstrous I and so falls it out
^\'ith Rivers, Vaughan, Grey ; and so 'twill do
With some men else, who think themselves as safe
As thou and I ; who, as thou know'st, are dear
To princely Richard and to Buckingham.

Gate. The princes both make high account of you,—
[Aside.\ For they account his head upon the bridge.
Hast. I know they do, and I have well deserv'd it.

Efiler Stanley.
Come on, come on ; where is your boar-spear, man

!

F'ear you the boar, and go so unprovided ?

Stan. My lord, good morrow;—good morrow,
Catesby :

—

Vou may jest on, but by the holy rood,
I do not like these several councils, I.

Hast. My lord, I hold my Ufe as dear as you do
And never, in my days, I do protest, [j'ours

;

Was it so precious to me as 'tis now :

Think you, but that I know our state secure,
I would be so triumphant as I am ? [London,
Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from

Were jocund, and suppos'd their states were sure,
.'Vnd they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust

;

But yet, you see. how soon the day o'ercast.

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt

;

Pray God, 1 say, I prove a needless coward 1

What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent.
Hast. Come, come, have with you.—Wot you

what, my lord?
To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded.
Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear

their heads.
Than some that have accus'd them wear their hats.

But come, my lord, let's away.
Enter a Pursuivant.

Hast. Go on before ; I'll talk with this good fellow.

[Exeunt Stan, anil Catesby.
How now. sirrah ? how goes the world with thee ?

Puys. "The better, that your lordshi]) please to ask.

Hast. I tell thee, man, 'tis better with me now.
Than when thou raet'st me last, where now wc meet :

Then, was I going prisoner to the Tower,
By the suggestion of the queen's allies;

But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyself,)

This day those enemies are put to death,
And I in better state than e'er I was.
Purs. God hold it. to your honour's good content

!

Hast. Grametcy, fellow. There, drink that for me.

f Throwing hint hispurse.
Purs. I thank your honour. {Exit.

Enter a Priest.

Pr. Well met, my lord; I am glad to see your
lionour.

/last. 1 thank thee, good Sir John, with all my
heart.

I



Scene 3.

1 am in your debt for your last exercise

;

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you.

Enter Buckingliam.

Ttuck. What, talking with a priest, lord chamberlain ?

Your friends at Pomfret, tliej- do need the priest

;

Your honour hath no shrivinjf work in hand.
Hiist. 'Good faith, and when I met this holy nuan.

The men you talk of came into my mind.
What, t^o vou toward the Tower?
Buck. I do. my lord ; but U-.nsj I cannot stay there.

I sliall return before your lordship thence.

Hast. Nay. like enough, for I stay dinner there.

lUick. \Aside.\ And supper too, .although thou

Come, will you go? [know'st it not.

Hast. I'll wait upon your lordship.
\E.xci(nt.

SCENE III.—Pomfret. Before t>u^ Castle.

Enter Ratcliff, 7v!th a Guard, eonduttins Rivers,

Grey, and Vaughan, to cxeriilion.

Rtz: Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this,—

To-day shall thou behold a subject die

For truth, for duty, and for loyalty.

Grey. God bless the prince from all the pack of

A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. [you !

I'au^h. You live that shall cry woe for this here-
after.

Rat. Despatch ; the Jimit of your lives is out.

Kiv. O Pomfret, Pomfret ! O thou bloody prison,

Fatal and ominous to noble peers

!

Within the guilty closure of thy walls,

Richard the Second here was hack'd to death ;

And, for more slander to thy dismal seat.

We give thee up our guiltless blood to drink.

Grey. Now Margaret's curse is fallen upon our
heads.

When she exclaim'd on Hastings, you, and I,

I-'or standing by when Richard stabb'd her son.

Ri~'. "Then curs'd she Richard, then curs'd she
Buckingham,

Then curs'd she Hastings : O, remember, God,
To hear her prayer for them, as now for us 1

And for my sister and her princely sons,

He satisfied, dear God, with our true blood.
Which, as thou know'st, unjustly must be spilt

!

Rat. Make haste ; the hour of death is expiate.
Riv. Come, Grey,—come, Vaughan,—let us here

embrace :

Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—London. A Room in the Tower.

Buckingham. Stanley. Hastings, the Bishop of Ely,
KatclilT, l.ovel, and others, sitting at a table

Officers o/lhe Council attending.

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met
Is to determine of the coronation :

In God's name, speak, when is the royal day?
Buck. Are .all things ready for that royal time?
Stan. They are ; and wants but nomination.
Ely. To-morrow, then. I judge a happy day.
Hiick. Who knows the lord protector s mind herein V

Who is most inward with the noble duke?
Ely. Your ^ace, »vc think, should soonest know

his mind.
Buck. We know each other's faces ; for our hearts,

I le knows no more of mine, th.an i of yours

;

.\or I of his, my lord, th.an you of mine.

—

1 ord Hastings, you and he are near in love.

Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me well.

But, for his purpose in the coronation,
1 have not sounded him, nor he deliver'tl

Ills gracious pleasure any way therein :

liut you, my honourable lords, may name the time;
And in the duke's behalf I'll give my voice,
Which, I presume, hell take in gentle part.
Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke himself.

renter Glostcr.

Clo. My noble lords and cousins, all, good morrow
I have been long a sleeper ; but, I trust.

My absence doth neglect nri great design.
Which by my presence might have been concluded.

f}uek. Had you noi come upon your cue, my lor<l,
William lord I tastings had pronounc'd your part,
I mean, your voice, tor crowninv of the kinv.
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light 1;«Glo. Than my lord Hastings no ma
bolder

;

His lordship knows me well, and loves me well.

My lord of Elj-, when I was Last in Holborn,
I saw good strawberries in your garden there :

I do beseech you. send for some of them.
Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart.

\Exit.

Clo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you,

(
Takes him aside.

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business.
And finds the testy gentleman so hot.
That he will lose his head, ere give consent

^

His master's child, as worshipfully he tenns it.

Shall lose the royalty of England's throne.
Buck. Withdraw yourself a while, I'll go with you.

\Exeunt Gloster and Buckingham.
Stan. We have not yet set down this day of triumph.

To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ;

F'or I myself am not so well provided
As else I would be, were the day prolong'd.

Re-enter Bishop of Ely.

Ely. Where is my lord, the duke of Gloster ?

I have sent for these strawberries. I
morning

;

Jlast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this

There's some conceit or other likes him well.

When that he bids good morrow with such spirit.

I think there's never a man in Christendom
Can lesser hide his hate or love than he

;

For by his face straight shall you know his heart.

Stan. What of his heart perceived you in his face.

By any livelihood he show'd to-day.
Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is offended ;

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks.

Re-enter Gloster ajid Buckingham.
Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve,

That do conspire my death with devilish plots
I )f damned witchcraft, and that have prevail'd

L'pon my body with their hellish charms?
liast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord,

Makes me most forward in this princely presence
To doom th' offenders : whosoe'er they be,

I say, my lord, they have deserved death.
Glo. Then be your eyes the witness of their evil

:

Look how I am bewitch'd ; behold mine ann
Is like a blasted sapling wither'd up

:

.\nd this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch
Consorted with that harlot strumpet Shore,
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me.
Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble lord,—
Glo. Ifl thou protector of this damned strumpet,

Talkst thou to me of " ifs!"—Thou art a traitor :—
' Iff with his head !—now, by Saint I'aul, 1 swear,
1 will not dine until I see the same.

—

Lovel and RatcliflT, look that it be done :

—

The rest, that love me, rise, and follow me.
[Exeunt Co\.mc\\ -tvith Gloster ««<^ Buckingham.

Hast. Woe, woe, for England ! not a whit for me
,

I-'>r I, too fond, might have prevented this.

.-^t.Luley did dream the boar did raze nis helm ;

And I did scorn it, and disdained to fly.

liiree times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble,
And started when he looked upon the Tower,
.\s loth to bear me to the sl.aughter-house.
1 1, now I need the priest that spake to me

:

1 now repent I tolci the pursuivant.
As too triumphing, how mine enemies
To-day, at Pomfret bloodily were butcher'd,
.\nd I myself secure in grace and f.avour.
< I Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse
Is lighted on poor Hastings' wret(heu head I

Rat. Come, come, despatch ; the duk-j would be at

dinner

:

Make a short shrift ; he longs to see your head.
Hast. O momentary grace of mortal man.

Which \ye more hunt for than the grace of God I

Who builds his hope in air of your good looks,

I ,ives like a drunken sailor on ,a mast

;

lieady, with every nod. to tumble down
Into the fatal bowels of the deci).

/.av. Come, come, despatch ; tis bootless to excl.aim.
/last. O bloody Richard I—miserable EnglancI

!

I prophesy the fearfullest time to thee,
Tn.at ever wretched age hath looked upon.
Come, lead me to the block ; bear him my head
Thcj' smile at mc, who shortly shall be dead.

lExeunt
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SCENE \'.—London. Tlie Tower Walls.

l-.nter Gloster a7id Buckingham, in rusty armour,
marvellous ill-favoured.

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change
thy colour.

Murder thy breath in middle of a word.
And then again begin, and stop again.

As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror ?

Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian

;

Speak and look back, and pry on every side,

Tremble and start at wagging of a straw.

Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks
Are at my service, like enforced smiles

;

And both are ready in their offices,

At any time, to grace my stratagems.
But what, is Catesby gone?

Glo. He is ; and, see, he brings the mayor along.
Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby.

Buck. Lord Mayor,

—

Glo. Look to the drawbridge there J

Buck. Hark ! a drum.
Glo. Catesby, o'erlook the walls.

Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent.—
Glo. Look back, defend thee,—here are enemies.
Buck. God and our innocency defend and guard us

!

Enter Lovel and Ratcliff. with Hastings" head.
Glo. Be patient, they are friends, Ratcliff, and

Lovel.
Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor,

The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings.
Glo. So dear I lov'd the man, that I must weep.

1 took him for the plainest harmless creature.

That breath'd upon the earth a Christian ;

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded
Tlie history of all her secret thoughts :

So smooth he daub'd his vice with show of virtue,

Th.at, his apparent open guilt omitted,—
I mean, his conversation with Shore's wife,^
He liv'd from all attainder of suspect.

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st shelter'd

That ever liv'd. [traitor

Would you imagine, or almost believe,

(Were't not that by great preservation

We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor

This day had plotted, in the council-house.

To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster ?

May. Had he done so ?

Glo. What, think you we are Turks or infidels!

Or that we would, against the form of law.

Proceed thus rashly'in the villain's death.

But that the extreme peril of the case,_

The peace of England and our person's safety,

Enforced us to this execution?
May. Now, fair befall you I he deserv'd his death ;

And your graces both have well proceeded.
To warn false traitors from the like attempts.

/ never look'd for better at his hands.
After he once fell in with mistress Shore.

Buck. Yet had we not determin'd he should die.

Until your lordship came to see his end ;

IVhich now the loving haste of these our friends.

Something against our meaning, hath prevented

:

because, my lord, we would have had you heard
The traitor speak, and timorously confess

The manner and the purpose of his treasons
;

That you might well have signified the same
L'nto the citizens, who haply may
.Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death.

May. But, my good lord, your grace's word shall

serve.

As well as I had seen, and heard him speak :

And do not doubt, right noble princes both,

But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens

With all your just proceedings in this case.

Glo. And to that end we wish'd your lordship here,

I'o avoid the censures of the carping world.

Buck. But since you come too late of our intent.

Vet witness what you hear we did intend :

And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell.
{^Exit Lord Mayor.

Glo. Go, after, afler, cousin Buckingham.
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post

:

There, at your meetest vantage of the time.

Infer the bastardy of Edward s children :

Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen,

Only for saying—he would make his son

Heir to the crown ; meaning, indeed, his house.

Act I.

Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so
Moreover, urge Jiis hateful luxury.
And bestial appetite in change of lust

;

Which stretch'd unto their servants, daughters, wives.
Even where his raging eye, or savage heart.

Without control listed to make his prey.
Nay. for a need, thus far come near my person :—
Tell them, when that my mother went with child
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York,
My princely father, then had wars in Erance

;

And, by true computation of the time,
i-'ound tliat the issue was not his begot

;

Which well appeared in his lineaments.
Being nothing like the noble duke my father

:

Yet touch this sparingly, as 'twere far off;

Because, my lord, you know my mother lives.

Buck. Doubt not, my lord, I'll play the orator,
As if the golden fee, for which I plead.
Were for myself : and so, my lord, adieu.

Glo. If you dirive well, bring them to Baynard's
casde

;

Where you shall find me well accompanied,
AV'ith reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops.

Buck. I go ; and towards three or four o'clock.

Look for the news that the Guildhall affords. \_Exit.

Glo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to Dr. Shaw.

—

[ To Gate.] Go thou to friar Penker ;—bid them both
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's castle.

[Exeunt Lovel a?id Catesby.
Now will I in, to take some privy order.
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight

;

.\nd to give notice, that no manner person
Have any time recourse unto the prmces. (Exit.

SCENE VI.—London. A Street.

Enter a Scrivener.

Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good Iord_

Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd. [Ha^tin^s •

That it may be to-day read o'er in Paul's :

And mark how well the sequel hangs together ;

Eleven hours I have spent to write it over,

Eor yesternight by Catesby was it sent me ;

The precedent was full aslon.g a doing:
And yet within these five hours Hastings liv'd.

Untainted, unexamin'd, free, at liberty.

Here's a good world the while I Who is so gross,
That cannot see this palpable device!
Vet who so bold, but says he sees it not!
Had is the world ; and all will come to nought.
When such ill dealing must be seen in thought.

[Exit.

SCENE VII.—London. The Court 11/ Baynard's
Castle.

Enter Gloster ft«rf Buckingham, meeting.

Glo. How now, how now ! what say the citizens ?

Buck. Now. by the holy mother of our Lord,

The citizens are nmm, say not a word.

Glo. Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's chil-

dren?
Buck. I did ; with his contract with lady Lucy,

And his contract by deputy in Erance j

The insatiate greediness of his desires.

And his inforcement of the city wives ;

His tyranny for trifles ; his own bastardy,

—

As l.ieing got, your father then in France,

And his resemblance, being not like the duke

:

Withal I did infer your lineaments,—
Being the right idea of your father.

Both in youi- form and nobleness of mind ;

I .aid open all your victories in Scotland,

\'our discipline in war, wisdom in peace,

^'our bounty, virtue, fair humility ;

Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpose
Untouch'd or sU.ghtly handled, in discourse

:

,\nd when my oratory drew toward end,

I bade them that did love their country's good.

Cry—" God save Richard, England's royalking !

Glo. Anddid they so!
Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a word 1

But, like dumb statuas, or breathing stones,

St.ir'd each on other, and look'd deadly pale.

Which when I saw, I reprehended them ;

And ask'd the mayor what meant this wilful silence :

His answer was.—the people were not us'd

To be spoken to, but by the recorder.

Then he w.is urg'd to tell my tale again,—
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•• Tltu^ sailh the duke, thus halli the liiike infcrrd

:

But notliin? spoke in w;u-rant from himself.
Wlicii he had done, some followers of mine own.
At lower end of the hall, hurl'd up their caps,
And bomo ten voices cried, •' Goeisaveking Richard!"
And thus I took the vanta^'e of those few,

—

• Tha)tks,getUte citizens ii>idfriends" quoth I ;
'• This getteral applause, and cheerful shout.
Arguesyour wisdom, andyour love to Ricliard
And even here brake off, and came away.

G!o. What tongueless blocks were they I would
they not speak ?

Will not the mayor, then, aiid his brethren, comcV
Hack. The mayor is here at hand. Intend some

fear;
He not you spoke with, but by mi},'hty suit

:

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand.
And stand between two churchmen, good my lord

;

I- or on that fp-ound 1 '11 make a holv desccint

:

And be not easily won to our requests ;

I'lay the maid's part, still answer nav, and take it.

Glo. I go ; and if you plead as well for them,
.Vs I can say nay to thee for myself.
No doubt we bring it to a happy issue.
Buck. Go, go, up to the leads; the lord mayor

knocks. [Exit Gloster.
Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, a «<!? Citizens.

Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here

;

I think the duke will not be spoke withal.
Enter, from, tlie CastU; Catesby.

Now, Catesby, what says your lord to my request ?
Gate. He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord.To visit him to-morrow or next day :

He is within, with two right reverend fathers,
Divinely bent to meditation

;

And in no worldly suit would he beniov'd.
To draw him from his holy exercise.

_^,",<"f"- Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke ;

Fell liini, myself, the mayor and aldermen,
'n deep designs, in matter of great moment.
No less importing than our general good.
Are come to have some conference with his grace.
Gate. I'll signify so much unto him straight. I£
Rurk. Ah ha M.v l„r,l t-u:..^,:„,— : -^_ " •

^
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buck. Ah, ha, my lord, tliLs prince is not an Edwartl '.

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed,
IJul on his knees at meditation

;
Not dallvin>{ with a brace of courtezans,
But metlitating with two deep divines ;Not sleeping, to engross his idle body.
Hut praying, to enrich his watchful soul.
M.ippy were England, would this virtuous prince
I ake on his grace the sov'reignty thereof

:

Hut, sure, I fear, we shall not win Iiim to it.

May. Marry God defend his grace should say us
nay I

Buck. I fear he will. Here Catesby comes again.—
Re-enter Catesby.

Now, Catesby, what says his grace?
Gate. He wonders to what end you have assembled

-uch troops of cituens to come to him :

1 lis grace not being warn'd thereof before.
He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him.
Buck. Sorry I am my noble cousin should

Susuect me, that I mean no good to him

:

Hy heaven, we come to him m perfect love
;And so once more return, and tell his grace.

,,T, , , , , ,. .
[Exit Catesby

HTien holy and devout religious men
\rc at their beiuls, 'tis much to draw them thence,
^•> sweet is zealous contemplation.
J nter Gloster. in a /rallery above, between two

Bishops. Catesby returns.
May. See, wh.rc his grace stands 'tween tw

clergymen

!

Buck. Two projis of virtue for a Christian prince,
I o stay him from the fall of vanity

:

And, sec, a book of prayer in his hand
;

1 rue onianient to know a holy man
•amous Plantagcnet, most gracious prince,

I .end favourable e.ir to 'jur requests

;

\nd pardon us the interru|)tion
I If thy devotion, and right Christian zeal,

(•/.'. My lord, there needs no such apology

:

l/jo beseech your grace to p.irdon me.
J\

ho, earnest in the service of my God,
Heferrd the visitation of my friend?,
but. kaviiin tliis, what is your grace's pleasure ?

Buck. I'Nen thai, I hope, which pleaseth God above,
And all good men of this unjjovem'd isle.

Glo. 1 do suspect I liave done some offence,
That seems disgracious in the city's eye

;

hnd that you come to reprehend my ignorance.
Buck. You have, my lord: would it might please

your grace.
On our entreaties to amend your fault.

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian land :•

Buck. Know, then, it is your fault that you resign
The supreme seat, the throne majesticul.
The sceptred office of your ancestors,
Vour state of fortune and your due of birth,
The lineal glory of your royal house,
To the corruption of a blemish'd stock :

Whiles, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts,
(\Vhich here we waken to our country's good,)
This noble isle doth want her proper liiiibs

;

Her face defac'd with scars of infamy.
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants,
-\nd almost shoulder'd in the swallowing gulf
Of dark forget fulness, and deep oblivion.
Which to recure, we heartily solicit
Your gracious self to take on you the charge
And kingly government of this your land

;Not as protector, steward, substitute.
Or lowly factor for another's gam ;

But as successively, from blood to blood,
Your right of birth, your empery, your own.
For this, consorted with the citizens.
Your very worshipful and loving friends.
And by their vehement instigation.
In this just suit come I to move your grace.

Glo. 1 cannot tell, if to depart in silence.
Or bitterly to speak in your reproof,
Best fitteth my degree, or your condition

:

If, not to answer, you might haply think
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded
To bear the golden yoke of sov'reignty.
Which fondly you would here impose on me ;
If to reprove you for this suit of yours,
So seasoned with your faithful love to me,
Then, on the other side, I check'd my friends.
Tliorefore,—to speak, and to avoid the' first.
.Vnd then, in speaking, not to incur the last,—
Definitively thus I answer you :

Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert,
Ij.nineritable, shuns your high request.
1-irst, if all obstacles were cut away,
-Vnd that my path were even to the crown,
-^s the ripe revenue and due of birth

;

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit.
So liiighty and so many my defects,
That I would rather hide me from my greatness,
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea.
Than in my greatness covet to be hid.
And in the vapour of my glory smother'd
Cut, God be thank'd, there is no need of me ;

(.\nd much I need to help you, were there need •)

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,

^X'!,"^'''
,',","-'-'°*^'d by the steaUng hours of time.

Will well become the seat of majesty.
.Vnd make, no doubt, us happy by his reign.
' >n him I lay that you would lay on me,
The right and fortune of his ha|)py stars

;

Which God defend that I should wring from him '.

Buck. My lord, thisarguesconsciencein your grace;
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial,
.\.\\ circumstances well considered.
You say that Edward is your brother's son
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife ;For first was he contract to lady Lucy,—
Your mother lives a witness to his vow

;

.Vnd afterward by substitute bclroth'il
To Bon.i. si-,ter to the king of France.
These both put by, a poor petitioner.
.V c.ire-cr.iz'd mother to a many sons,
A beauty.waning and distress6d widow,
l-ven in the afternoon of her best days.
Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye.
Seduc'd the pitch .ind height of his degree
To base declension and lo.atli'd bigamy

:

liy her, in his unlawful bed, he got
1 his Edward, whom our manners call tllc prince
More bitterly could I expostulate,
Save that, for reverence to some alive,
I give a sparing limit to my tongue.
I hen, good my lord, take to your royal self
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'Iliib piulfct'd benefit of dignity
;

I f not to bless us and tlie land withal,

"^'et to draw forcli your noble ancestry
h'rom the corruption of abusing time,
Unto a hneal true-derived course.
Afay. Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat you.
Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this protier'd love.

Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful suit

:

Glo. Alas, why would you heap those cares on me ?

1 am unfit for state and majesty :

I do beseech you, take it not amiss
I cannot, nor 1 will not, yield to you.
Buck. If you refuse it,—as, in love and zeal,

Loth to depose the child, your brother's son

;

As well we know your tenderness of heart,

And gentle, kind, elTeminate remorse,
AVhich we have noted in you to your kindred.
And equally, indeed, to all estates,

—

Yet know, whe'r you accept our suit or no.
Your brother's son shall never reign our king

;

But we will plant some other in the throne.
To the disgrace and downfall of your house ;

And, in this resolution, here we leave you.
ComCi citizenSi we will entreat no more.

\_Exit Buckingiiam, the Mayor, a)id
Citizens.

Cate, Call them again, sweet prince, accept their suit

:

If you deny them, all the land will rue it.

Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares

!

Call them again. {Exit Catesby.
I am not made of stone.

Hut penetrable to your kind entreaties,

Albeit against my conscience, and my soul.

Re-enter Buckingham and Catesby ; the Mayor, d-c.

Cousin of Buckingham,—and sage, grave men.
Since you will buckle fortune on my Dack,
To bear her burden, whe'r I will or no,
1 must have patience to endure the load :

But if black scandal, or foul-fac'd reproach.
Attend the sequel of your imposition,
N'our mere enforcement shall acquittance me
I-'rom all the impure blots and stains thereof;
For God he knows, and you may partly see.

How far I am from the deslrs of this.

May. God bless your grace 1 we see it, and will

say it.

Glo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth.

Buck. Then 1 salute you with this royal title,

—

T ong live king Richard, England's worthy king.
'^AU. Amen.
Buck. To-morrow may it please you to be crown'd ?

Glo. Even when you please, for you will have it so.

Buck, To-morrow, then, we will attend your grace :

again.
And so, most joyfully, we take our leave.

Glo. [ To tile Bishops. ] Come, let us to our holy work
Tarewell, iny cousin ;—farewell, gentle friends.

\_Exeu}it.

ACT IV.

SCENE \,—Before the Tower.

I: liter on one side. Queen Elizabeth, Duchess of York,
and Marquess of Dorset ; on the other, Anne,
Duchess of Gloster, leadi/ig Lady Margaret Plan-
tagenet, Clarence's J-c^w^r Daui;)Uer.

Duch. Who meets us here !—my niece Plantagenct,
T.cd in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster?
Now, for my life, she's wand'ring to the Tower,
(Jn pure heart's love, to greet the tender prince.

Daughter, well met.
Anne. God give your graces both

A happy and joyful time of day I

Q. Eliz, As much to you, good sister I wliither

away?
Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as I guess,

Upon the like devotion as yourselves.
To gratulate the gentle princes there.

Q, Eliz. Kind "sister, thanks : we'll enter all to-

gether ;

—

Enter Brakenbury.

And, in ijood time, here the lieutenant comes.

—

Master lieutenant, pray you, by your Ic.ivc.

I low doth the prince, and my young son of York ?

Brak. Kiglit well, dear madam. By your patience,

I niaj- not suffer you to visit them

;

Th» king hath strictly diarg'd the contrary.
Q. Ehz. The kmg 1 who^s that 1

Brak. I mean the lord protector.
Q. Eliz. The Lord protect him from that kingly

title !

Hath he set bounds between thair love and me?
I am their mother : who shall bar Hie from them

:

Duch. I am their father's mother ; I will see them.
Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their

mother

:

Then bring me to their sirhts ; I'll bear thy blame.
And t,^e thy office from tliee, on my peril.

Brak. No, madam, no, I may not leave it so

:

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me.
[Exit.

Enter Stanley.
Stan. Let me but meet yon, ladies, one hour hence.

And I'll salute your grace of 'York as mother.
And reverend looker-on of two fair queens.
[ To the Duchess 0/ Gloster.] Come, madam, you umst

straight to Westminster,
There to be crowned Richard's royal queen.

Q. Eliz. Ah, cut ray lace asunder

!

That my pent heart may have some scope to beat,
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news.
Anne. Despiteful tidings J O, unpleasingnews 1

Dor. Be of good cheer : mother, how fares your
grace ?

O. Eliz. O, Dorset, speak not to me, get thee gone.
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels

;

Thy mother's name is ominous to children.
If thou wilt outstrip cleath, go cross the seas,

.\nd live with Richmond from the reach of hell

:

(jo. hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter-house,
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ;

-\nd make me die the thrall of Margaret's curse,

—

Nor mother, wife, nor England's 'counted queen.
Stan. Full of wise carels this your comisel, madam.

[ To Dor.] Take all the swift advantage of tlie hours

;

You shall have letters from me to my son
In your behalf, to meet you on the way :

Be not ta'en tardy by unwise delay.
Duch. O ill-dispersing wind of misery I

C) my accursed womb. Hie bed of death I

.V cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the ^vorld,

\\'hose unavoided eye is murderous !

Stan. Come, madam, come ; I in all haste was sent.

Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go.
( ). would to God that the inclusive verge
Of golden metal, that must round my brow,
^Vere red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain 1

.\nointed let me be with deadly venom :

.\nd die, ere men can say—God save tlie queen I

Q. Eliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ;

To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm.
Anne, No I why!—When he, that is my husband

Came to me, as I foUow'd Henry's corse

;

[now.
When scarce the blood was well wash'd from his hantls,

Which issu'd from my other angel husband,
.\nd that dead saint which then I weeping ibllow'd ;

O, when I say, I look'd on Richard's face.

This was my wish,

—

" Be thou," quoth I, "acciirs'd,

For making vie so youti^, so old a tvidow !

And, -when thou icedd^st, let sorrow haunt thy bed

;

And be thy -wife (ifany be so mad)
More miserable by tlu life ofthee,

T/ian thou hast made me by »iy dear lords death .'"

Lo, ere I can repeat tliis curse again.
Within so small a time, my woman's heart
Grossly grew captive to his honey words,
.\nd prov'd the subject of mine own soul's curse,

—

Whicli liitherto hath held mine eyes from rest

;

Hor never yet one hour in his bed
Did I enjoy tlie golden dew of sleep.

Hut with his timorous dreams was still awak'd.
Besides, he hates ine for my father W.ar^vick ;

And \\\\\, no doubt, shortly be rid of me.
Q. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu ; 1 pity thy complaining.
Anne. No more than wiUl my soul I mourn for

yours.

Q. Eliz. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory !

Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak'st thy leave of it.

Duch. [ 7"ii Dorset. ] Go thou to Richmond, and good
fortune guide thee

!

I To Anne]. Go thou tg Richard, and good angels tend
thee I [possess thee :

To Q. Eliz] Go thou to sanctuary, and good tlioughts
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1 to my iirave, where peace and rest lie witli nic 1

liighty odd years of sorrow liave I been,
And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen.

O. Eii::. Stay yet, look back with ine unto the
Tower.

I'ity, you sncient stones, those tender babes.
^\'hoiu envy hatli innnur'd within your walls i

Kcugh cradle for such little pretty ones I

Kude ragged nurse, old sullen play-fellow
For tender princes, use my babies well I

So foolish sorrow bids your stones fareweU. [Examl,

SCENE II.—.4 Room 0/State in the Palace.

Soinet. ^vi\ax&,as king, upon his throne: Buckinjj-
ham, Catesby, a Paije, and ot)urs.

K. Rich. Stand all apart.—Cousin of Buckingham,

—

Euck, Ay, gracious sovereign I [advice,
A". Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy

And thy assistance, is king Richard seatecf:
Hut shall we wear these glories for a day!
Ur shall they last, and we rejoice in them?
Buck. StiU live they, and for ever let them last

!

A'. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the
I'o try if thou be current gold indeed

:

[touch,
I'oung Edward lives ; think now what I would speak.
Buck. Say on, mv loving lord.
A". Rich. "Why, fiuckingham, I say, I would be king.
Buck. Wh*'. so you are, my thrice-renowned liege.

A'. Rich. Hal am I king! 'Tis so: but Edward
Buck. True, noble prince. [lives.

A'. Rich. O bitter consequence.
That Edward still should live I "True, noble

prince I"

'"ousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull

;

Shall 1 be plain f I wish the bastards dead ;

\nd I would have it suddenly perforin'd.
^\hat say'st thou now! speak suddenly, be brief.
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure.
A'. Rich. Tilt, tut ! thou art all ice, thy kindness

freezes

:

Say, have I thy consent that they shall die?
S/ick. Give me some little breath, some pause, dear

Hcfore I positively speak in this : [lord,
I will resolve you herein presently. [ iixit.

Catc. [ylsicie to anot/ier.] The king is angry : see,
lie gnaws his lip.

K. Rich. \Descettdsfrom his throne.} I will converse
with iron-witted fools,

\nd unrespective boys : none are for me,
That look into me with considerate eyes

:

' ligh-reaching Buckingham grows circmnspect.
I'.oy

!

/<7,;-<-. My lord?
A". Ri<.h. Know'st thou not any, whom corrupting

^^'ill tempt unto a close exploit of death ? [gold
Paj^e. 1 know a discontented gentleman.

"Whose humble means match not his haughty spirit

:

< iold were as good as twenty orators,
.And will, no doubt, tempt him to anything.

JC. Rich, What is his name ?

/'its'. His imme, my lord, is Tyrrel.
AT. Rich. I partly know the man : go, call him hither,

boy. [Hxit Vagc.
rhe deep-revolving witty Buckingham
N"o more sh.'tll be the neighbour to my counsels

;

Math he so long held out with me untir'd.
And stops he now for breath?—well, be it sa

J- titer Stanley.
I I "\v now, lord Stanley I w-hat's the news f
Stan. Know, my loving lord.

The martinis Dorset, as I hear, is fled
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides.
' K". Ricfu Come hither, Catesby? rumour it abroad,
Tliat Anne, my wife, is ver>' grievous sick ;

T will take order for her keeping close

:

Inquire me out some mean poor gentlcnvm,
Uhom I will marry straight to Clarence' daughter ;

'he boy is foolish, and I fear not him.
T.ook, how thou drc.im'st!— I say again, give out
riiat Anne my (jueeo is sick, and like to aic ;

About it! for it stands me much upon,
To stop all hopes whose growth may damage inc.

[Exit Catesby.
T must be married to my brother's daughter,
Or else my kingdom sUind^ on brittle glass

:

Murder her brotliers. aftd then marrylicrl
Uncertain way of gain 1 But I am in

Sii far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin:

Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.

—

Re-enter Page, with Tyrrel.
Is thy name Tyrrel!
Tyr. James Tyrrel, and ynur most obedient subject.
A'. Rich. Art thou, i»4ced!
Tyr. Prove me. my gracious lord.

A". Rich. Dar 'st thtto resolve to kill a friend of mine ?

Tyr. Please you iXut 1 h.'id rather kill two enemies.
A". Rich. Why, then thou hast it : two deep enemies.

Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep's disturbers,
Are they that I would have thee deal upon:
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower.

Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them,
And soon I'll rid you from the fear of them.

A". Rich. Thou siug'st sweet music. Hark, come
hitlier. Tyrrel

:

Go, by this token.—Rise, and lend thine ear

:

\\yhispers.
There is no more but so :—say it is done, -

.\nd 1 will love thee, and prefer thee for it.

Tyr, I will despatch it straight. \_Bxit.

Re-enter Buckingham.

Buck. My lord, I have consider'd in my mind
The late demand that you did sound me in.

A'. Rich. Well, let that rest. Dorset is fled to Ricli-

Buck. I hear the news, my lord. [montl.

A". Rich. Stanley, he is your wife's son :—well, look
to it.

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by promise,
F'or which your honour and your faith is pawn'd

;

The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables,
^Vhich you have promised I shall possess.

A'. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife : if she convey
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it.

Buck. What says your highness to my just request ?

A'. Rich. I do remember me,—Henry the sixth
]->id prophesy that Richmond should be king.
When Richmond was a Uttle peevish boy.
A king !—perhaps

—

Buck. My lord,

—

A'. Rich. How chance, the prophet could not at

that time
Have told me, 1 being by, that I should kill him!
Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom,

—

A". Ricli. Richmond I—When last I was at Exeter,
The mayor in courtesy show'd me the castle,

,\nd cali'd it—Rouge-mont : at which name I btartci
Because a bard of Ireland told me once,
I should not live long after I saw Richmond.
Buck. My lord,

—

A". Rich. Ay, what 's o'clock ?

Buck. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind
Of what you promis'd me.

A'. Rich. Well, but what is't o'clock I

Buck. Upon the stroke of ten.
A'. Rich. Well, let it strike.
Buck. Why let It strike!-
A'. Rich. Because that, like a Jack tliou keep'st

the stroke
lietwixt thy begging and my meditation,
I am not in the giving vein to-d.ay. [nn.
Buck. Why, then resolve nie whether you will, ur
K. Rich. Thou troublest me ; I am not in the vein.

\Hxcunt King Richard and train.
Buck. And is it thus? repays he my deep service

With such contempt ! made I him king for this!
O, let me think on Hastings, and be gone
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. \Iixit.

SCENE m.~T}uiSamc.

Hnter Tyrrel.

Tyr. 1'hc tyrannous aud bloody act is done ;

The most arch deed of piteous massacre
That ever yet this land w;is guilty of
\ ligluon and Forrest, whom I did suborn
V'i do this piece of ruthless butchery,
Allicit they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs.
Melting with tenderness and mild comp.-xssion.
Wept like to children in their death's sad story.
" () lltus" quoth Dighton, "lay the gentle babes,"—
" Thus, thus," quoth Forrest, "girdling one anothct
II 'ithin tlieir alabaster innocent arms :

Their lips werefour red rotes on a stalk.
Which in tlieir summer beauty kiss'd eacit other.
A book q^^^yert on their piitov) lay ;
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IVIiich oitce," quoUi Forrcit, " almoU cluiii^'d iity

»iind ;
But, O, the deTiil"—there the Tillahi stopp'd

:

When Dij:jhton thus told on,—" we sttiotlicred

The most replenished sweet work ofnature,
Tluit./roDi tJi£privie creation, e'er she/ratn'd."
Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse
They could not speak ; and so I left them botli.

To bear this tidings to the bloody kint;

;

And here he comes.

—

Enter King Richard.
All heidth, my sov'reign lord

!

A'. Ku'h. Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy news?
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave ia charge

Rcget your happmess, be happy then,
Per it is done.

A". Ric/i. But didst tliou see them dead!
Tyr. I did, my lord.
A". Jiic/t. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ?

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them ;

But where, to say the truth, I do not know.
A'. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel soon, at after supper,

When thou slialt tell the process of their death.
Meantime, but think how I may do thee good,
And be inheritor of thy desire.
I'arewell, till then.

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [Exit.
K. Rich. The son of Clarence have I pent up close ;

His daughter meanly have I raatch'd in marriage ;

The sons of Edward sleep_ in Abraham's bosonl,
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night.
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims
At young Elizabeth, my brother's daughter.
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown,
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter Catesby.
Cate. My lord I

K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com'st in

so bluntly? [mond ;

Cate. Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to Kich-
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welshmen,
Is in the fiela. and still his power incrcaseth.

A'. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near.
Than Buckingham and his rash-levied stren^h.
Come,— I have learn'd that fearful c6mmentmg
Is leaden servitor to dull delay

;

Delay leads impotent and snail-pac'd beggary :

Then fiery expedition be my win^,
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king I

Go, muster men : my counsel is my shield ;

AV'e must be brief, when traitors brave the field.

{^Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—Before the Palace.

Enter Queen Margaret.

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins t® mellow,
.\nd drop into the rotten mouth of death.
Here in these confines slily have I lurk'd.
To watch the waning of mine enemies.
.\ dire induction am' I witness to,

.\nx\ will to France ; hoping the consequence
V,"\]\ prove as bitter, black, and tragical.
Withdraw thee, wretched IVIargaret : who comes hero ?

Enter Queen Elizabeth and tlie Duchess of York.
Q. Eli::. Ah, my poor princes 1 ah, my tender babe:,

:

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets 1

If yet your gentle souls fly in the air,

,\nd be not fix'd in doom perpetual.
Hover about nie with your airy wings,
.A.nd hear your mother's lamentation I

Q. Mar. Hover about her; say, that right for right

Hath dimm'd your infant morn to aged night.
Ditch. So many miseries have craz'd my voice.

That my woe-wearied tongue is still and nmte.

—

Edward Ha»tagenet, why art thou dead ! [agenet.
Q. Mar. [^part.] Flantagenet doth quit Plant-

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. [lambs,
Q. Eli::. Wilt thou, O God ! fly from such gentle

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf V

When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done?
Q. Mar. When lioly Harry died, and my sweet

soli. [ghost.
Duch. Dead life, blind sight, iioor mortal living

Woe's scene, world's shame, grave's due by life

Brief .abstract and record of tedious days, [usurp'd,

Rest thy unrest on England's lawful earth,

{Siltini; down.
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood 1

O, Eliz. Ah, that thou wouldst as soon aflbrd ,i

As thou canst yield a melancholy seat

;

[grave.
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here.
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn but we'i

{Sitting down by her.
Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent,

Give mine the benefit of seniority,
.\nd let my griefs frown on the upper hand,
If sorrow can admit society.

[Sitting down with them.
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine :

I had an Edward, tilla Richard kill'cl him ;

I had a husband, till a Richard kill'd him

:

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him

;

Thou hadst a Richard, till ;i Richard kill'd him.
Duch. 1 had a Richard too, and thou didst kill liim ,

I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill hiin.

Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard
kill'd him.

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death

:

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes.
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood ;

That foul defacer of God's handy-work ;

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth.
That reigns in gallid eyes of weeping souls,
Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves.
O, upright, just, and true-disposing God,
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur
Preys on the issue of his mother's body,
KwA makes her pew-fellow with others' moan ;

Duch. O Harry's wife, triumph not in my woes I

God witness with, me, I have wept for thine.

Q. Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for revenge.
And now I cloy me with beholding it.

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward ;

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward ;

Young York he is but boot, because both they
Match not the high perfection of my loss :

Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb'd my Edward

;

.\nd the beholders of tliis tragic play,
Th' adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey,
Untimely smother'd in their dusky jjraves.
Richard yet lives, hell's black intelhgencer ;

Only reserv'd their factor, to buy souls,

.\nd send them thither : but at hand, at hand.
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end

:

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saiots pray.
To have him suddenly convey*d from hence.
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray.
That I may live to say, the dog is dead !

Q. Eli;:. O, thou didst prophesy the tune would
come.

That I should wish for thee to help me curse
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back'd toad !

Q. Mar. I call'd thee then, "vain flourish of my
fortune

;"

I call'd thee then, " poor shadow, p;iinted queen ;"

The presentation of but what I was ;

The flattering index of a direful i>ageant

:

One heav'd a-high, to be hurl'd down below ;

.K mother only mock'd with two fair babes

;

.\ dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag.

To be the aim of every dangerous shot

;

.\ sign of dignity, a breath, .a bubble ;

-V queen in jest, only to fill the scene.
Where is thy husband now? where be thy brothers?
Where are thy children? wherein dost thou joy?
Who sues, and kneels, and says—God save the queen!
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee ?

Where be the thronging troops that foUow'd thee?
Decline all this, and sec what now thou art

;

i'or happy wife, a most distressed widow

;

For joyful mother, one that wails the name :

For one being su'd to, one th.at humbly sues
;

For queen, a very caitiflF crown'd with care ;

For one that scorn'd at me, now scom'd of mc ;

F"or one being fear'd of all, now fearing one

;

For one commanding all, obey'd of none.
Thus hath the course of justice wheel'd about.
.\nd left tliee but a vei-y prey to time

;

Having no more but thought of what thou wert.
To torture thee tlie more, being what thou art.

Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not
I'surp the just proportion of my sorrow?
Now thy proud neck bears halfmy burden 'd yoke

;

From which, even here, I slip my wearied neck.
And leave the burden of it all on thee.
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I'arewell, York's wife, an.1 queen of sad mischanre :—
1 liese Hnglish woes shall n\ake me smile in France.

(.' AV;;. O thou, well skill'd in curses, stay awhile.
And teach me how to curse mine enemies.

(J. Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast tlu-

Compare dead happiness with living woe ; fU;iy
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were,
And he that slew them fouler than he is:
Rettering- thy loss makes the bad-causer worse:
Kei-olving this will teach thee how to curse.

Q. EUz. My words are dull ; O, quicken them with
thine 1

Q. Mar, Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce
like mine. [Uxit.

Duch. Why should calamity be full of words?
Q. EUz. Windy attorneys to their client woes,

Airy succeeders of intestate joys.
Poor breathing orators of miseries I

Let them have scope ; though what thev do impart
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the'heart.
Ditch. If so, then be not tongue-tied : go with me.

And in the breath of bitter words let's smother
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother'd.

[Drum heard.
I hear his drum:—be copious in exclaims.

Enter King Richard, and his train, marchinz.
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my expedition?
Duch. O, she that might have intercepted thee,

(Hy strangling thee in her accursed womb,)
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done 1

Q. EUz. Hid'st thou that forehead with a golden
crown,

Where should be branded, if that right were right,
The slaughter of the prince that ow'd that crown.
And the dire death ofmy poor sons and brothers?
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my childrea?
Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother

.\nd little Ned Plantagenet, his son ? [Clarence ?

(). EUz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan.
Duch. Where is kind Hastings ? [Grey ?
A'. Rich. A flourish, trumpets I strike alarum,

drums !

Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women
K.iil on the Lord's anointed: strike, I say 1

,,. .
{Flourish. Alarums.

l.ither be patient, and entre.it me fair,
' >r wiih the clamorous report of war
rhus will I drown your excLamations.
Duch. Art thou my son ?

A". Rich. Ay; I thank God, my father, and yourself.
Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience.
K. Rich. Madam, I have a toucli of your condition.

That cannot brook the accent of reproof.
Duch. O, let me speak

!

^- Ri'^lt. Do, then ; but I'll not hear.
Duch. I wnll be mild .and gentle in my words.
A'. Rich. And brief, good mother ; for I am in

haste.
Duch. Art thou so hasty! I have stay'd for thee,

I ;od knows, in torment, and in agony.
K. Rich. And came I not at List to comfort you?
Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'st it well,

Thou cam St on earth to make the earth my hell.
A grievous burden was thy birth to me ;
1"etchy and wayw.ird was thy infancy:
[1 hy school-days frightful. des|jerate. wild, and furioim
1 hy prime of manhood daring, bold, and venturous :

I hy age confirm d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody,
More mild, but yet more harmful kind in hatred :
^Vhat comfortable hour canst thou name,
1 hat ever gracd me in thy company?
A'. Rich. 'Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that

call'd your grace
To breakfast once furth of my company.
If I be so disgracious in yuur eye,
1 .et me march on. rmd not offend you, madam,
strike up the drum I

^l"''- I pr'yihce. hear me speak.
A. Rich. You speak too bitterly.

,
'^"^\

„ Hcirmcaword
I or 1 sh.ill never spe,ik to thee agAin

A'. Rich. So.
Duch. FJithcr thou wilt die, by God's just ordinani c

i re from this war thou turn a conqueror:
'< I with grief and extreme :igc shall perish.Ami never look upon thy f.icc ag.iin

I liercfnre take with thee my most h(
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M'hich, in the day of battle, tire thee more
Ih.in all the complete armour that thou wear'-,t I

-My jirayers on the adverse party fight ;

.\ik1 there the little souls of lidward's children
W liisper the spirits of thine enemies.
And promise them success and victory.
liloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ;

.Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend.
\,E.-cit.

Q. EUz. Though far more cause, yet much less spirit
to curse

Abides in me ; I say amen to her. {^Going.
K. Rich. Stay, madam ; I must speak a word with

you.
Q. EUz. I have no more sons of the royal blood.

For thee to slaughter : for my daughters, Richard,
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens ;

.\nd therefore level not to hit their lives.
A'. Rich. You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth,

\'irtuous and fair, roj'al and gracious.
Q. EUz. And must she die for this? O. let her live !

And I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty
;

.Slander myself as false to Hdward's bed

;

Throw over her the veil of infamy :

So she may live unscarr'd of bleeding slaughter,
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter.

A'. Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal blood.
Q. EUz. To save her life. I'll say she is not so.
A". Rich. Her Ufe is safest only in her birth.

C; EUz. And only in that safety died her brothers.
A". Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were oppo-

site. ftrar\-.

Q. EUz. No, to their lives bad friends were cmIi-
A'. Rick. All unavoided is the doom of destiny.
Q. EUz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny.

: my most heavy curse ;

My babes were destin'd to a fairer death.
If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life.

A'. Rich. You spe.ik as if that I had slain my cousins.
Q. EUz. Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle cozen'd

' )f comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life.

^\llose hands soever lanc'd their tender hearts,
Tliy head, all indirectly, gave direction

:

No doubt the murd'rous knife was dull and blunt.
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart.
To revel in the entrails of my lambs,
r.ut th.it still use of grief makes wild grief tame.
My tongue should to thy ears not naiiie my boys,
Till that my nails were anchor'd in thine eyes ;

And I, in such a desperate bay of death,
ike a poor bark, of sails and tackhng reft,

iMish all to pieces on thy rocky bosom.
k'. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise,

."Viifl dangerous success of bloody wars,

.\s I intend more good to you and yours.
Than ever you or yours by me were harin'd J

O. EUz. What good is cover'd with the face of
To be discover'd, that can do me good? [heaven.

A'. Rich. Th' advancement of your children, gentle
lady- [lieadsV

(?. Ehz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their
A'. Ric/t. No, to the dignity and height of honour,

I'he high imperial type of this earth's glory.
Q. EUz. Flatter my sorrow with report of it

;

Till me what state, what dignity, what honour,
C.mst thou demise to any child of mine?

A'. Rich. Even all 1 h.ive ; ay, and myself and all,
\\ ill I withal endow a child of thine;
Sm in the Lethe of thy angry soul

i liou drowu the sad remembrance of those wrongs,
'\ hich thou supposcst I have done to thee.
Q. E.Uz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy kiiuV

I I'.t longer telling than thy kindness' date. fne^s
A'. Rich. Then know, that from my soul I love ihy

daughter.
(). EUz. My daughter's mother thinks it with her
A'. Rich. What do you think ? (soul.
Q- EUz. That thou dost love my daughter from thy

soul

:

S.i, from thy soul's love, didst thou love her brothcri

;

And, from my hearts love, I do tl.ank thee for it.

A'. Rich. Be not too hasty to confouncl my meanin,;

:

I mean, that with my soul 1 love thy daughter,
.\nd do intend to make her queen of England.
Q. EUz. Well then, who dost thou mean sliall be lier

king?
A". Rich. Even he that makes her queen : who cist
f, f:li'- What, thou? [should hel
A'. Rich. I, even I : wJiat think you of it, miulamV
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Q. F.liz. How can";t thou woo herS
K. Rich. That I would learn of you.

As one beinsT best acquainted with her humour.
Q. Hliz. And wilt thou learn of nie ?

K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart.

Q. Jiliz. Send to her, by the man that slew her
brothers,

A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon enf^ave
Edward and York ; then haply will she weep :

Therefore present to her.—as sometime Margaret
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland's blood.

—

A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain
The purple sap from her sweet brother's body.
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal.

If this inducement move her not to love,

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ;

Tell her thou mad'st away her imcle Clarence,
Her imcle Rivers; ay, and, for her sake,
Mad'st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne.

A". Rich, You mock me, madam ; this is not the way
To win your daughter.

Q. Eiiz. There is no other way ;

Unless thou couldst put on some other shape.
And not be Richard that hath done all this.

A'. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her?
Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose but

hate thee.
Having bought love with such a bloody spoil.

A'. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now
ajnended :

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes.
Which after-hours give leisure to repent.
If I did take the kingdom from your sons.
To make amends I'll give it to your daughter.
If I have kill'd the issue of your womb,
To quicken your increase, 1 will beget
Mine issue of your blood upon your daugliter

:

A grandam's name is little less in love.

Than is the doting title of a mother

;

They are as children but one step below.
Even of your mettle, of your very blood ;

Of all one pain,—save for a night of groans
Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like sorrow.
Your children were vexation to your youth ;

But mine shall be a comfort to your afe.

The loss you have is but a son being king.
And by that loss, your daughter is made queen.
I cannot make you what amends I would.
Therefore accept such kindness as I can.
Dorset, your son, that with a fearful soul
i.eads discontented steps in foreign soil.

This fair alliance quickly shall call home
To high promotions ancl great dignity

:

The king that calls your beauteous daughter wife.
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother

;

Again shall you be mother to a king.
And all the ruins of distressful times
Repair'd with double riches of content.
AVhat I we have many goodly days to see

:

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed.
Shall come again, transform'd to orient pearl,
Advantaging their loan with interest
Of ten times double gain of happiness.
< lO then, my mother, to thy daughter go

;

Make bold her bashful years with your experience ;

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale ;

Put in her tender heart th' aspiring flame
Of golden sov'reignty ; acquaint tne princess
With the sweet silent hours of marriage joys :

And when this arm of mine hath chastised
The petty rebel, duU-brain'd Buckingham.
Bound with triumphant garlands will I come.
And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ;

To whom I will retail my conquest won.
And she shall be sole victress, Caesar's Ciesar.

Q. Eliz. AVhat were I best to say? her father's
brother

Would be her lord ? Or shall I say, her uncle ?

Or, he that slew her brot'ners and her uncles X

Under what title shall I woo for thee.
That God, the law, my honour, and her love.
Can make seem pleasmg to her tender years ?

A'. Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this alliance.

Q. Eliz. Which she sliall purchase with still lasting
war. [entreats.

K. Rick. Tell her, the king, that may comm.and.
Q. Eliz. That at her hands, which the king's King

forbids.

KING RICHARD HI. Art .\.

A'. Rich. Saj', she shall be a high and mighty nueen.
O. Eliz. To ^vail the title, as her mother doth.
A'. Rich. S.ay. I will love her everlastingly.

Q. Eliz. But how long shall that title ever last?

A". Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end.
Q. Eliz. But how long fairly shall her sweet life

last?

A'. Rich. As long as heaven and nature lengthens it

Q. Eliz. As long as hell and Richard likes of it.

A'. Rich. Say, 1, her sov'reign. am her subject low.

Q. Eliz. But she, your subject, loathes such sov'-

reignty.
A". Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her.

Q. Eliz. An honest tale speeds best, being plainly
told.

A". Rich. Then, plainly to her tell my loving tale.

Q. Eliz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a style.

A'. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too
quick.

Q. Eliz. O, no, my reasons are too deep and dead

;

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their graves.
A". Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; that is

past.

Q. Eliz. Harp on it still shall I, till heart-strings

break.
A'. Rich. Now, by my George, my garter, and my

crown,

—

Q. Eliz. Profan'd, dishonour'd, and the third

usurp'd.
A'. Rich. I swear,

—

O. Eliz. By nothing ; for this is no oath

:

Thy George, profan'd. hath lost nis holy honour

;

Thy garter, blemish'd, pawn'd his knighdy virtue

;

riiy crown, usurp'd, disgrac'd his kingly glory.

If something thou wouldst swear to be believ'd.

Swear, then, by something that thou hast not wrong'd.
K. Rich. Now, by the world,

—

Q. Eliz. 'Tis full of thy foul wrongs.
JC. Rich, My father's death,

—

Q. Eliz. Thy life hath tliat dishonour'd.

A'. Rich. Then, by myself,

—

Q. Eliz. Thyself is self misus'd.

A'. Rich. Why, then, by God,—
0. Eliz. God's wrong is most of all.

If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by Him,
The wnity, the king my husband made.
Had not been broken,'nor my brothers slain :

I f thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by Him,
The imperial metal, circling now thy head.
Had grac'd the tender temples ofmy child ;

.\nd both the princes had been breathing here.
Which now, too tender bed-fellows for dust.
Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms.
N\'hat canst thou swear by now ?

A'. Rich. The time to come.
Q. Eliz. That thou hast wrongid in the time o'er-

For I myself have many tears to wash [pa^t :

Hereafter time, for time past wrong'd by thee.
The children live, whose parents thou hast slau^l-

I'ngovem'd youth, to wail it in their age ; (ter'd.

I'he parents live, whose children thou hast butener'tl,

Hid barren plants, to wail it with their age.
Swear not by time to come : for that thou hast
Misus'd ere us'd, by times ill-us'd o'er-past.

A'. Rich. As I intend to prosper and repent,
.So thrive I in my dangerous attempt
Of hostile arms I myself myself confound I

Heaven and fortune bar me happj^ hours 1

Day, yield me not thy light, nor, night, thy rest I

Be opposite all planets of good luck
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart's love,

Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts,
I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter I

In her consists my happiness and thine

;

Without her, follows to myself and thee.

Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul,

Death, desolation, ruin, and decay

:

It cannot be avoided, but by this
;

It will not be avoided, but by this.

Therefore, dear mother. (I must call you so,)

e the attorney of my love to her :

Plead what I will be, not what I have been
;

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve

:

Urge the necessity and state of times.

And be not peevish found in great designs.

(>. Eliz. Shall I be temptedfof the devil thus!
A'. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good.
Q. Eliz. Shall I forget myself, to be myself!
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A." Rich. Ay, if your selfs remembrance wrongs
yourself,

p. Fits. Yet thou didst kill my children.
A'. Rif/t. But in your daughter's womb I bury them :

\\'here, in that nest of spiccry, they shall breed
Selves of themselves, to your recomforture.

( >. y:V/>. Shall I go win my dautjhter to thy will ?

A'. Ki'r/t. And be a happy mother by the deed.
tj. J:/iz. I eo.—Write to uie very shortly,

.And you shall understand from me her mind.
A". Ru-/i. Bear her my true loves kiss ; and so,

farewell. [Kissijis^ her. £>!'/ Queen
Elizabeth.

Relenting fool, and shallow, changing woman t

E)'Jer Katclirt"; Catesbyy(j/V<77fi«^.
How now ! what news?
Ral. Most mighty sov'reign, on the western coast

Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends,
Inarm d, and unresolv'd to beat them back :

'Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral;
And there they hull, expecting but the aid
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore.

A'. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the duke of
Norfolk :—

Katcliff, thyself,—or Catesby ; where is he!
Cati. Here, my good lord.
A". Rich. Catesby, fly to the duke.
CaU. I will, my lord, with all convenient haste.
A'. Rich. Ratclilf, come hither : post to Salisbury :

When thou com'st thither,

—

[To Catesby.] Dull, un-
mindful villain,

Why stay St thou here, and go'st not to the duke?
Cate. First, mighty liege, tell nie your highness'

pleasure,
\\'hat from your grace I shall deliver to him.

A". Rich. O, true, good Catesby :—bid him levj'

straight
The greatest strength and power he can make,
.\nd meet me suddenly at Salisbury.

Calf. I go. \Exit.
Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at Salis-

bury?
K. Rich. Why, what wouldst thou do there, before

1 go?
Rat. Your highness told me I should post before.

Enter Stanley.
A'. Rich. My mind is chang'd.—Stanley, what news

with you ?

Stan, None good, my liege, to please you with the
hearing

;

Nor none so bad, but well may be reported.
K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle I neither good nor bad \

\\'h.it need'st thou run so many miles about.
When thou mayst tell thy tale the nearest way?
Once more, what news?
Stan. Richmond is on the seas.
A". Rich. There let him sink, and be the seas on

him I

White-liver'd runagate, wh<-it doth he there ?

Stall. I know not, mighty sov'reign, but by guess.
A'. Rich. Well, as you guess I

Stan. Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham, and
Morton,

He makes for England, here, to claim the crown.
K. Rich. Is the chair empty? is the sword un-

sway'd?
Is the king dead ? the empire unpossess'd S

What heir of York is there alive, but we !

And who is England's king, but great York's heir?
Then, tell me. what make^ he upon the seas?
Stan. Unless for that, my liege, 1 cannot guess.
JC Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your liege,

You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes.
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear,
Stan. No, mighty liege ; therefore, mistrust me not.
K. Rich. Where is thy power, then, to beat him back

!

Where be thy tenants and thy followers?
Are they not upon the western shore.
Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships?
Stati. No, my good lord^ my friends arc in the

north.
A". Rich. Cold friends to me ; what do they in the

north.
When they should serve their sov'reign in the west?
Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty

king

:

PIcaseth your majesty to give mc leave.
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I'll muster up my friends, and meet your g^race,

Where and what time your majesty shall please.
A', Kuh. Ay. ay, thou wouldst be gone to join with

Richmond :

But I'll not trust thee.
Stan. Most mighty sovereigii,

You have no cause to hold my friendsliip doubtful

:

I never was, nor never will be false.

A'. Rtch. Go, then, and muster men. But leave
behind

Your son, George Stanley : look your heart be firm,
Or else his head's assurance is but frail.

Stan. So deal with him, as I prove true to you.
{Iix:t.

Enter a Messenger.
Mess, My gfracious sovereign, now in Devonshire-

As I by friends am well advertised.
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate,
Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother,
\\'ith many more confederates are in arms.

Enter a second Messenger.
2 Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Guildfords are in

arms;
And every hour more com[)etitors
Flock to the rebels, and their power grows strong.

Enter a third Messenger.
3 Mess. My lord, the army of great Buckingham

—

A' Rich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing but songs of

death? [Tie strikes iuni.

There, take thou that, till thou bring better news.
3 Mess. The news 1 have to tell your majesty

Is, that by sudden floods and fall of waters,
Buckingham's army is dispers'd and scatter'd

;

And he himself wander'd away alone,
No man knows whither.
K. Rich, I cry thee mercy:

There is my purse, to cure that blow of thine.
Hath any well-advised friend proclaim'd
Reward to him that brings the traitor in?
3 'Mess. Such proclamation hath been made, my

lord.

Enter a fourth Messenger.
4 Mess. Sir Thomas Lovei, ana lord marquess

Dorset,
'Tis said, my liege, in Yorkshire are in arms :

But this good comfort bring I to your liighness,—
The Bretagne navy is dispers'd by tempest

:

Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a boat
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks.
If they were his assistants, yea, or no ;

Whoanswer'dhim, they came from Buckingham
Upon his party : he, mistrusting them.
Hois'd sail, and made his course again for Bretagne

A', Rich. March on, march on, since we are up in

If not to fight with foreign enemies.
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home.

Enter Catesby.
Cate. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken.

That is the best news: that the earl of Richmond
Is with a mighty power landed at Milford,
Is colder news, but yet they must be told.

K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury 1 while we rea-
son here,

A royal battle might be won and lost

:

Some one take order Buckingham be brought
To Salisbury ;—the rest march on with me.

[Exeunt.

SCENE V.

—

A Room in Lord Stanley's House.

Enter Stanley ntid Sir Christopher Urswick.

Stan. Sir Cliristopher. tell Richmond this from me :

—

That, in the sty of this most bloody boar.
My son George Stanley is frank'd up in hold:
If i revolt, on goes young George's heatl

;

The fear of that holds off my present aid.

So, get thee gone : connnend me to thy lord ;

Withal, say that the queen hath heartily consented
He should espouse Elizabeth her dauglitcr.
liut. tell me, where is princely Richmond now?
Chris, At Pembroke, or at Ha'rford-wcst, in

Wales.
Stan. What men of name resort to him ?

Chris. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned soldier :

Sir (iilbert Talbot. Sir William Stanley :

(Jxforfl. redoubted i*embroke, Sir James Blunt,
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew.
And many other of great name and worth

:

n I)
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And towards London do they bend their power,
If by the way they be not fouglit withal.

Stati. Well, hie thee to thy "lord; I kiss his hand:
My letter will resolve himof myjnind.
Farewell. \_ExeHitt.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Salisbury. Ah open Place,

Ejiter t/re ShQriftand Guard, wz'ih Buckingham, led
to extcution.

Buck. Will not king Richard let me speak with him ?

Sher. No, my good lord ; therefore be patient.

Btick. Hastings, and Edward's children, Grey and
Rivers,

Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Edward,
Vaiighan, and all that have miscarried
By underhand corrupted foul injustice,

If that your moody discontented souls

Do through the clouds behold this present hour
Even for revenge mock my destruction I

This is AlI-SouTs' day, fellows, is iC not?
Sher. It '.s, my lord. [dooms-day.
Bicck. A. by, then All-Souls' day is my body's

This is the daj', which, in king Edward's time,

I wish'd might fall on me. when I was found
False to his children, or his wife's allies

;

This is the daj^, wherein I vvish'd to fall

By the false faith of him whom most I trusted ;

Tills, this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul
Is tile dctermin'd respite of my wrongs :

That lii:^'-h All-Seer, which I dallied with.
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my head,
And given in earnest what I begg'd in jest.

Tliub doth he force the swords of wicked men
To turn their own points on their masters' bosoms :

Thus Margaret's curse falls heavy on my neck,

—

"""py/ien he,"' quoth she, '* shall split thy heart with
SOr7-07V,

Re77iember Margaret was a prophetess."—
Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame :

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame.
\Exeitnt.

SCENE 11.— .-^ Plai7t j/^^r Tamworth.
Enter with dritm and colours, Richmond, Oxford,

Sir James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, and others,
loith forces, marching.

Richtn. Fellows in arms, and my most loving
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, [friends,

Thus far into the bowels of the land
Have we march'd on without impediment

;

And here receive we from our father Stanley
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement.
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar.
That spoil'dyour summer fields, ana fruitful vines,
Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his

trough
In your embowell'd bosoms.—this foul swine
Is now even in the centre of this isle.

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn

:

From Tamworth thither is but one day's march.
In God's name, cheerly on, courageous friends,
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace
By this one bloody trial of sharp) war.

Oxf. Every man's conscience is a thousand swords.
To fight against that bloody homicide.
Herb. 1 doubt not but his friends will turn to us.

Blunt. He hath no friends but what are friends
for fear.

Which in his dearest need will fly from him.
Richtn. All for our vantage. Then, In God's

name, march

:

True hope is swift, and f.ies with swallow's wings

;

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings.
{Bxcunt.

SCENE III.—Bosworth Field.

Enter King Richard andforces ; the Ouke of Norfolk,
Earl of Surrey and others.

K, Ri^h. Here pitch our tent, even here in Bos-
worth field.—

My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ?

Siir. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks.
A'. Rich My lord of Norfolk.-
Nor. Here, most gracious liege.

KING RICHARD III. Ads.
K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; hai

must we not 1 [lord
^.'or. We must both give and take, my loving
K. Ru/i. Up with my tent 1 here will I lie to-

night ;

[Soldiers beg-in to sel up the King's tent.
But where to-morrow S—Well, all's one for that.—
Who hath descried the number of the traitors?
Nor-. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power.
K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account:

Besides, the king's name is a tower of strength.
Which they upon the adverse faction want.
Up with the tent !—Come, noble gentlemen.
Let us survey the vantage of the'ground ;—
Call for some men of sound direction ;

Let's lack no disciphne, make no delay
;

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt.
Enter on the other side of the field. Richmond, Sir

\Villiam Brandon, Oxford, and other Lords.
Some ofthe Soldiers pitch Richmond's tent.

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden set,
.A.nd, by the bright track of his fiery car,
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow.
Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard.—
Give me some ink and paper in my tent

:

I'll draw the form and model of our battle,
Limit each leader to his several charge.
And part in just proportion our small power.
My lord of Oxford,—you, Sir William Brandon,—
And you. Sir Walter Herbert,—stay with me.
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment

:

Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him.
And by the second hour in the morning
Desire the earl to see me in my tent

:

Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me ;

Where is lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know?
Blunt. Unless I have mista'en his colours much.

(Wliich, we'll 1 am assur'd, I have not done,)
His regiment lies half a riiile at least
South trom the mighty power of the king.
Richm. If without peril it be possible, [him.

Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak with
And give him from me this most needful note.
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I'll undertake it ;And so, God give you quiet rest to-night

!

Richm. Good night, good captain Blunt. Come,
gentlemen.

Let us consult upon to-morrow's business :

In to my tent, the air is raw and cold.

[ They tuithdraw into tlie tent

Enter, to his tent. King Richard, Norfolk, RatclitT, and
Catesby.

A". Rich.^ What is "t o'clock S

Cate. It 's supper time, my lord ;

It 's nine o'clock.
K. Rich. I will not sup to-night.

—

Gi\'e me some ink and paper.
What, is my beaver easier than it was?
And all my armour laid into my tent ? [ness.
Cate. It is, my liege ; and all things are in readi-
A'. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge

;

Use_ careful watch, choose trusty sentinels.
Nor. I go, my lord.
K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Nor-

folk.

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit
R: Rich. Ratclitn
Rat. My lord?
A'. Rich. Send out a pursuivant at arms

To Stanley's regiment ; bid him brmg his power
Before sun-rising, lest his son Geor.ge full

Into the blind cave of eternal night.
Fill me a bowl of wine.—Give me a watch.

—

Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow,

—

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy.
Ratcliff,—
Rat. My lord? [umberlamU
A'. Rich. Saw'st thou the melancholy lord North-
Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself.

Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop
Went through the army, cheering up the soldiers.

A'. Rich. So, I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of
I have not that alacrity of spirit, (nine :

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have.
Set it down.—Is ink and paper ready ?

Rat. If is, my lord.
A'. Rich. Bid my guard watch; leave me.
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Katclitf, about the mid of night, come to my tent,

Aiid liuip to ann me.—Leave me, I say.

[King Richard rctins into his tciit. hxcitiil

katchff it lid Catesby.

Richmond's Uitt opens, and discovers him and his
Officers, &•€.

Enter Stanley.

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm I

Rtchin. All comfort that the dark night can afford,

^e t'T thy person, noble father-in-law I

fell me, how fares our loving mother ?

Stan. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother,
Who prays continually for Richmond's good

:

So much for that.—The silent hours steal on,
\ ml llaky darkness breaks within the east.

hi brief, for so the season bids us be,
Prepare thy battle early in the morning.
And put thy fortune to the arbitrement
I If bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war.
I. .IS I may, (that which 1 would I cannot,)
^\'itIl best advantage will deceive the time,
.'\nd aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms :

lUit on thy side I may not be too forward,
1 -est, being seen, thy brother, tender George,
He executed in his father's sight.
I'arewell : the leisure and the fearful time
Cuts otfthe ceremonious vows of love.
And ample interchange of sweet discourse.
Which so long sundered friends should dwell upon :

< ".od give us leisure for these rites of love I

Once more, adieu ;—be valiant, and speed well

!

Richtn. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment

:

T'U strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap,
l.est leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow,
"When I should mount with wings of victory :

Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen.
\£xeii>it Lords, &-c. uuilk Stanley.

O Thoii, whose captain I account myself.
Look on my forces with a gracious eye :

Tut in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath.
That they may crush down with a heavy fall

Th' usurping helmets of our adversaries 1

Make us thy ministers of chastisement.
That we may praise thee in thy victory I

To thee I do commend my watchful soul,
Lre I let fail the windows of mine eyes :

Sleeping and waking, O, defend me still! \Sleefs.

The Ghost ij/" Prince Edward, Son to Henry the Sixth,
rises betiueen the tivo tents.

Ghost. \To King R.] Let me sit heavy on thy soul
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tO'

Think how thou stab'dst me in my prime of youth
At Tewkbbury : despair, therefore, and die I

I>e cheerful. Richmond ; for the wronged souls
Of butcher'd princes fight in thy beh.ilf

:

King Henry's issue, Richmond, comforts thee.

The Ghost of Kms, Henry the Sixth rises.

Ghost. [To King R. J When I was mortal, my an-
ointed body

Cy thee was punched full of deadly holes

:

Think on the Tower, and me : desp.'iir and die,

Henry the sixth bids thee despair and die.
[7'o Richmond.] Virtuous and holy, be thou con-

<]ueror I

Harry, that prophesied thou shouldst be the king,
Uolh comfort thee in thy sleep : live, and flourish I

The Ghost lyClarcnce rises.
Oust. [ To King R. | Let me sit heavy on thy soul

to-morrow 1

I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine,
J'oor Clarence, by thy guile iictray'd to death I

To-morrow in the battle think on me.
And fall thy edgeless sword : despair, and die 1

\To Richmond. I Thou olfspriiig of the house of
I^n caster.

The wrongid heirs of 'Vork do pray for thee :

Good angels guard thy b.ittle ! Live, and flourish I

The Glwsts ^Rivers, (irey, and Vaughan, rise.
Olust oyRiv. \To King R.] Let me sit heavy on

thy soul to-morrciw,
Rivers, that died at I'omfret 1 Despair, and die I

Ghost o/Qjiiy. \ To King K] Think upon Grey and
let thy soul despair.

Ghost of Vaugh. XTo King R.) Think upon
Vaughan, and with guiltv fear

Let fall thy lance : desjiair and die I—

Ail three. [To Richmond." Awake 1 and think our
wrongs in Richard's bosom

Will conquer niin 1—Awake, and win the day 1

The Ghost <j/" Hastings rises.

Ghost. [To King K.) Bloody and guilty, guiltily

awake,
.•Vnd in a bloody battle end thy days

!

Think on lord Hastings I despair, and die !

—

[To Kichmond.J (,)uiet, untroubled soul, awake,
awake I

.\rm, fight, and conquer, for t"air England's sake.
The Ghosts of the tiooyonng Princes rise.

Ghosts. Dream or. thy cousins siuother'd in the
Tower

:

Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard,
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death I

Thy nephews' souls bid thee despair, and die 1

—

sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy;
Good angels guard thee from the boar's annoy 1

Live, and beget a happy race of kings !

Edward's unhappy sons do bid thee flourish.

The Ghost ()/"Queen Anne rises.

Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy
That never slept a quiet hour with thee, [wife,
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations

;

To-morrow in the battle think on me.
And fall thy edgeless sword : despair, and die !

—

[ To Richmona. ] Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet
Dream of success and happy victory : [sleep

;

Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee.
The G/(tfj/o/*Buckingham rises.

Ghost. yTo KingR. ] The first was I that help'd
thee to the crown ;

The last was I that felt thy tyranny :

O, in the battle think on Buckingham,
And die in terror of thy guiltiness !

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death

:

Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath I

—

\To Richmond,
j 1 died for hope, ere I could lend

thee aid :

But cheer thy heart, and be thou not disraay'd :

God and good angels fight on Richmond's side ;

And Richard falls in height of all his pride.

[ The Ghosts vanish. King Richard
starts out ofhis dream.

A", ^ich. Give me another horse,—bind up my
wounds,

—

Have mercy, Jesu 1—Soft I I did but dream.

—

coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me I

—

The lights burn blue.—It is now dead midnight.
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh.

What, do I fear 1 myself? there's none else by :

Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I.

Is there a murderer here ? No ;—yes, I am :

riien fly,—what? from myself? Great reason : 'Why ?—
Lest I revenge. What? Myself upon myself!
Alack, I love myself. Wherefore? for any good
That I myself have done unto myself?
O, no : alas, I rather hate myself
1-or hateful deeds committed by myself.
1 am a villain : yet I lie, I am not.

Fool, of thyself speak well :—fool, do not flatter.

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,
And every tongue brings in a several tale.

And every tale condemns me for a vilKain.

Perjurj', perjury, in the high'st degree :

Murder, stern murder, in tlie dir'st degree;
AH several sins, all us'd in each degree.
Throng to the bar. crying alt,—Guilty 1 guilty I

I sh.all despair.—There is no creature loves me ;

And if I (he, no soul will pity me :

—

Nay, wherefore should they? Since that I myself
Find in myself no pity to myself.
.Methought the souls of all that I had murder'd
Came to my tent ; and every one did threat
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard.

JSnter Ratclifl'.

Rat. My lord,—
A'. Rich. \Vhos there!
Rat. Ratclifl", my lord; 'tis I. The early village

H.ith twice done salutation to the morn ; [cock
Vour friends are up, and buckle on their armour.

A'. Ri-:h. O RatclifT, I have drcam'd a fearful
dream I

—

What thinkest thou,—will our friends prove all true?
Rat. No doubt, my lord.

A'. Rirh. O RatclilT, I fear, I fear,—
Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows,
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IC. Rich. By the ai.iostle Paul, shadows to-night
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richarcf,
Than can the substance often thousand soldiers,

Armi^d in proof, and led by shallow Richmond.
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ;

Under our tents I'll play the eaves-dropper,
To hear if any mean to shrink from me.

\_Exciint King Richard and RatclifF.

Richmond wa^cs. Ento- Oxford and others.

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond I

Richnt. Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentlemen,
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here.
Lords. How have you slept, my lord?
Richin. The sweetest sleep, the fairest-boding

That ever enter'd in a drowsy head, [dreams
Have I since your departure had, my lords.

Methought their souls, whose bodies Richard mur-
Came to my lent, and cried " On I victory !" [der'd,

\ promise you, my heart is very jocund
In the remembrance of so fair a dream.
Hov/ far into the morning is it, lords?
Lords. Upon the stroke of four.

Richm. Why, then 'tis time to arm, and give direc-

tion.— \He advances to the troops.

More than I have said, loving countrj'men.
The leibure and enforcement of the time
Forbids to dwell on : yet remember this,

—

God and our good cause fight upon our side ;

The prayers of holy saints and wronged souls,

Like high-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our faces ;

Richard except, those whom we fight against
Had rather have us win, than him they follow

;

For what is he they follow? truly, gentlemen,
A bloody tyrant and a homicide ;

One rais'd in blood, and one in blood establish d ;

One that made means to come by what he hath.
And slaughter'd those that were the means to help
A base foul stone, made precious by the foil [him ;

Of England's chair, where he is falsely set

;

One that hath ever been God's enemy.
Then, if you fight against God*s enemy,
God will, injustice, ^vard you as his soldiers

;

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down.
You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ;

If you do fight against your country's foes.

Your country's fat shall pay your pains the hire ;

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives.
Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ;

If you do free your children from the sword.
Your children's children quit it in your age.
Then, in the name of God and all these rights.
Advance your standards, draw your willing swords.
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt
Shall be this cold corse on the earth's cold face

;

But if I thrive, tlic gain of my attempt
The least of you shall share his part thereof.
Sound drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully ;

God and Saint George 1 Richmond and victory !

{Exeunt.
Re-enter King Richari^, Ratcliff, Attendants, and

K. Rich. AVhat said Northumberland as touching
Richmond?

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms.
K. Rich. He said the truth: and what said Surrey

then? [pose.

Rat. He smil'd, and said, the better for our pur-
K. Rich. He was i' the right; and so, indeed, it is.

{Clock strikes.

Tell the clock there.—Give me a calendar.

—

Who saw the sun to-day ?

Rat. Not I, my lord.

K, Rich. Theti he disdains to shme ; for by the
book.

He should have brav'd the east an hour ago

:

A black day will it be to somebody.

—

RatclifT,—
Rat. My lord?
A'. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day

;

The sky doth frown and lower upon our army.
I would fhese dewy tears were from the ground.
Not shine to-day I Why, what is tliat to me.
More than to Richmond? for the self-same heaven
That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him.

' Enter Norfolk.

xYpr. Arm, arm, my lord, the foe vaunts in the field

RING RICHARD ITT. Act

X. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle ;—caparison my

Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power :

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain,

And thus my battle shall be ordered :

—

My foreward shall be drawn out all in length,
Consisting equally of horse and foot

;

Our archers shall be placed in the midst
John duke of Norfolk, Thonicis earl of Surrey,
Shall have the leading of this foot and horse.
They thus directed, we will follow
In tlie main battle ; whose puissance on either side
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse.
This, and Saint George to boot !—Whatthink'st thou,

Norfolk V

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign.

—

This found I on my tent this morning.
\Giviyig a scrol

K. Rich. ^^ Jockey ofNorfolk, be not too bold.
For Dickon thy 7naster is bought and sold

"

A thing devised by the enemy.

—

Go, gentlemen, every man to his charge :

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls ;

Conscience is but a word that cowards use,
Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe :

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law.
March on, join bravely, let us to 't pell-mell

;

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell.—
What shall I say more than I have inferr'd?
Remember whom you are to cope withal ;

—

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and run-aways,
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants,
Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth
To desperate ventures and assur'd destruction.
You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest

;

You havinglands, and bless'd with beauteous wives,
They would restrain the one, distain tlie other.
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow,
Lon^ kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost?
A milk-sop, one that never in his life

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow?
Let's whip these stragglers o'er the sea again ;

Lash hence these over-weening rags of France,
These famish'd beggars, weary of tneir lives

;

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit.

For want of means, poor rats, hadhang'd themselves ;

If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us.

And not these bastard Bretagnes; whom our fathers
Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd.
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame.
Shall these enjoy our lands? Ue with ourwives?
Ravish our daughters?

—

{^Drufn afar o^.
Hark I I hear their drum.

Fight, gentlemen of England I fight, bold yeomen X

Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head !

Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood;
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves I

Enter a Messenger,

What says lord Stanley? will he bring his power?
Mess, My lord, he doth deny to come.
A'. Rich, Off with his son George's head I

uXor. My lord, the enemy is pass'd the marsh :

After the battle let George Stanley die.

A'. Rtch. A thousand^ hearts are great witliin my
bosom :

Advance our standards, set upon our foes ;

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George,
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons I

Upon them I Victory sits on our helms. [Exeunt,

SCENE W,—Anotherpart ofthe Field.

Alarmn: Excursions, Enter Norfolk andforces

.

to him Catesby.

Cate. Rescue my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue I

The king enacts more wonders than a man.
Daring an opposite to every danger :

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights.

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death.
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost

!

Alarmn. Enter King Richard.
A' Rich. A horse! a horse 1 my kingdom for a

horse I

Cite. Withdraw, my lord ; I'll help you to a horse
A". Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast,

And 1 will stand the hazard of the die.

I think there be si.x Richmond's in tlic field;
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Five have I slain to-day, instead of him.

—

A hoise ! a horse ! my kingdom for a horse

!

\Fx,-unt:
Alartims. Enter/root offiosite sides King Richard

aud Richmond, and exeunt Jightin^. Retreat
andflourish. Then re-enter Richmond, Stanley
bearing the croiun, a>id divers other Lords, and
forces,

Richni. God and your [arms be prais'd, victorious
friends

;

The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead.
Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou acquit

Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty, [thee !

From the dead temples of this' bloody wretch
Have I pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal

:

Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.

Riehm. Great God of heaven, say amen to all I

—

But. tell me. is young George Stanley living?
Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town ;

Whither, if you please, we may withdraw us.
Riehnt. What men of name are slain on cither side?
Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers,

Sir Robert Brakenbury. and Sir William Brandon.
Riehm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births

:

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled,

409

Tliat in submission will return to us

:

And then, as we have ta'en the sacrament.
\Vc will unite the wliite ro-^c and the red :—
Smile, hcavL-n. upon this fair conjunction,
That long liatli frown'd upon their enmity !

—

What traitor hears me. and says not amen?
Eni^Iand hath lonij been mad, and scarr'd herself;

The brother blindly shed the brother's blood,
The father rashly slauci^hter'd his own son,

The son, compell'd, been butcher to the sire :

All this divided York and Lancaster,
Divided in their dire division.

O, now, let Richmond and Elizabeth,
The true succeeders of each royal house,
By God's fair ordinance conjoin together •

And let their heirs (God, if thy ivill be so,)

Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac'd peace,
With smiling- plenty, and fair prosperous days I

Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord,
Tliat would reduce these bloody days again.
And make poor England weep in streams of blood I

Let them not live to taste this land's increase.

That would with treason wound this fair land's peace I

Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again :

That she may long Uve here, God say amen I

King Henry VIII.

DRAMATIS PERSONS.

Kin;' Henry the Eighth.
Cardinal Wolsey.
Cardinal Campeius.
Capucius, Ambassador/rom titeEmperor, Charles V.
Cranmer, Archbishop o/ Canterbury.
Duke of Norfolk. Duke of Suffolk.
Duke of Buckingham. Earl of Surrey.
Lord Chancellor. Lord Chamberlain.
Gardiner, Bishop of ll^inchester.
Bishop of Lincoln. Lord Abergavenny. Lord Sands.
Sir Thomas Lovell. Sir Henry Guildford.
Sir Andiony Denny. Sir Nicholas Vaux.
Secretaries to Wolsey.
Cromwell, Servant to Wolsey.
Griffith, Gentletnan-Us/ier to Queen Katharine.
Three otiur Gentlemen. Garter King at Arms.

Doctor Butts, Physician to the King.
Surveyor to t!ie Duke of Buckingham.
Brandon, and a Sergeant-at-Arms.
Door-keeper of tlie Council C/iamber. Porter, and

his Man.
Page to Gardiner. A Crier.

Queen Katharine, l^^i/e to King Henry ; afterwards
divorced.

Anne BuUen, lier Maid of Honour ; afterwards
Queen.

An Old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen.
Patience, IVonian to Queen Katharine.
Several Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shows :

Women attending upon tlie Queen, Siiirits,

which appear to her: Scribes, Officers, Guards,
and other Attendants.

SCENE.

—

Chiefly in London and Westminster ; once, at Kinibolton.

PROLOGUE.
\ come no more to make you laugh : things now,
That bear a weighty ,in(l a serious brow,"
Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe,
Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flo\v.

We now present. Those that can pity, here
May, if they think it well, let fall a tear
The subject will deserve it. Such as give
Their money ou of iiu[je they may befieve,
M.ay here find truth too. Those that come to SCO
Only a show or two, .and so agree
The play may pass, if they be still and willing,
I'll undertake may see away their shilling
Richly in two short hours. Only they
That come to hear a merry bawdy play,
A noise of targets, or to sue a fellow
In a long motley coat gu.irdcd with yellow,
Will be deceived ; for, guiitle hearers, know,
To rank our chosen Initli with such a show
As fool.ind fight is. bckidLs forfeiting
Our own brains, and the opmion that we bring,
(To m.ake that only true we now intend,)
Will 'caveus never anunderstanding friend.

Therefore, for goodness' sake, and as you are known
The first and happiest hearers of the town.
Be sad, as we would make yc : think ye sec
The very persons of our noble story.

As they were living ; think you see them great.
And follow'd with the general throng and sweat
Of thousand friends ; then, in a moment, see
How soon this mightiness meets misery i

.\nd if you can be merry then, I'll say
A man may weep upon his wedding day.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—London. An Ante-chamber in the

Palace.

Enter on one side, the Duke of Norfolk : on the other,
tlie Dake of Buckingham and Lord Abergavenny.

thick. Good morrow, and well met. How have
-Since last we saw in France t fyou done.
Xnr. I thank your grace,

Healthful ; and ever since a fresh admirer
Of what I saw there.
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liitck. An untimely aqfue
Stay'cl ine a prisoner in my chamber, when
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men,
Met in the vale of Ardren.
Nor, *Twixt Guynes and Arde :

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback
;

Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung
In their embracement, as tney grew together ;

Whicli had they, what four thron'd ones could have
Such a compounded one f [weigh'd
Buck. AH the whole time

I was my chamber's prisoner.
Nor. Then you lost

The view ofearthly glory ; men might' say.
Till this time, pomp was single ; but now married
To one above itself Each following day
Became the ne.xt day's master, till the last
Made former wonders its : to-day the French
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods.
Shone down the English ; and to-morrow they
Made Britain, India : every man that stood
Show'd like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were
As cherubins, all gilt : the madams, too.
Not us'd to toil, did almost sweat to bear
The pride upon them, that their very labour
Was to them as a painting : now this mask
Was cried incomparable ; and the ensuing night
Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings,
Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst.
As presence did present them ; him in eye.
Still him in praise ; and, being present both,
'Twas said they saw but one • and no discerner
Durst wag his tongue in censure. When these suns
(For so they phrase them) by their heralds challenged
The noble spirits to arms, they did perform
Beyond thought's compass ; that former fabulous
Bemg now seen possible enough, got credit, [story.
That Bevis was believ'd.
Buck. O. you go far.

Nor. As I belong to worship, and affect
In honour honesty, the tract of every thing
Would by a good discourser lose some life.

Which action's self was tongue to.
Buck. All was royal

;

To the disposing of it nought rebell'd ;

Order gave each thing view ; the office did
Distinctly his full function. Who did guide,
I mean, who set the body and the limlis
Of this great sport together t

Nor.
'

As you guess?
One, certes, that promises no element
In such a business.
Buck. I pray you, who, my lord?
Nor. All this was ordered by tlie good discretion

Of the right reverend cardinal of York.
Buck. Tlie devil speed him ! no man's pie is freed

From his ambitious nnger. What had he
To do in these fierce vanities ! I wonder
That such a keech can with his very bulk
Take up the rays o' the beneficial sun.
And keep it from the earth.
Nor. Surely, sir.

There's in him stuff that puts him to these ends ;

For. being not propp'd by ancestry, whose grace
Chalks successors their way ; nor call'd upon
For high feats done to the cro\vn ; neither allied

To eminent assistants ; but, spider-like.

Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note.

The force of his own merit makes his way

;

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys
A place next to the" king.
Abcr. '

I cannot tell

\\'liat lieaven hath given him. let some graver eye
Pierce into that ; but I can see his pride
Peep through each part of him : whence has he that 5

If not from hell, the devil is a niggard;
Or has given all before, and he begins
A new liell in himself.
Buck. Wliy the devil,

Upon this French going-out, took he upon him,
VV ithout the privity o' the king, to appoint
Who should attend on him ? He makes up the file

Of all the gentry ; for the most part such
To whom as great a cliargc as little honour
He meant to lay upon : and his own letter,

(The honourable board of council out,)

Must fetch hiin in the papers.
Aber, I do know
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Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have
By this so sicken'd their estates, that never
They shall abound as formerly.
Buck. O, many

Have broke their backs with laying manors on them
For this great journey. What did tliis vanity.
But minister communication of
.V most poor issue ?

Nor. Grievingly I think,
The peace between the French and us not values
The cost that did conclude it.

Buck. Every man
.\fter the hideous storm that foltow'd, was
A thing inspir'd ; and, not consulting, broke
Into a general prophecy,—That this tempest.
Dashing "the garment of this peace, aboded
The sudden breach on 't.

Nor. Which is budded out

;

l-'or France hath flawd the league, and hath attach'd
Our merchants' goods at Bourdeaux.
Aber. Is it therefore

Tlie ambassador is silenc'd?
Nor. Marry, is 't.

Aber. A proper title of a peace; and purchas'd
At a superfluous rate 1

Buck. \\'hy, all this business
Our reverend cardinal carried.
Nor. 'Like it your grace,

The state takes notice of the private difference
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you.
(.\nd take it from a heart that wishes towards you
Honour and plenteous safety.) that you read
The cardinal's malice and his potency
Together ; to consider further, that
Wh.it his high hatred would effect, wants not
A minister in his power. You know his nature,
That he's revengeful ; and I know his sword
Hath a sharp edge : it 's long, and 't may be said.

It reaches far ; and where 'twill not extend.
Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel.
You'll find it wholesome. Lo where comes that rock
That I advise your shunning.
Eitter Cardinal Wolsey, {tlie Purse borjie be/ore hi»i.\

certain 0/ the Guard, and t7vo Secretaries ivitlt

papers. The Q^r6\\\3X in his passable Jixeth his
eye on Buckingham, and Buckingham on him,
both/uU 0/disdain.

H^ol. The Duke of Buckingham's sun-eyor, ha ?

Where's his examination ?

I .Seer. Here, so please you.
IFol. Is he in person ready ?

I Seer. Ay. please your grace.
H'ol. Well, we shall then know more; ancl Buck-

Shall lessen this big look. [inghara
[Exeunt Wolsey. and train.

Buck. This butcher's cur is venom-mouth'd, and I

Have not the power to muzzle him : therefore best
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar's book
Out-worths a noble's blood.
Nor. What, are you chard!

Ask God for temperance ; that's the appliance only,
Which your disease requires.
Buck. I re.id in his looks

Matter against me : and his eye revil'd

Me, as his abject object : at this instant
He bores me with some trick : he's gone t'the king;
I'll follow, and out-stare him.
Nor. Stay, my lord.

And let your reason with your choler question
What 'tis you go about : to climb steep hills.

Requires slow pace at first : anger is like

A full-hot Horse, who being allow'd his way.
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in England
Can advise me like you : be to yourself.

As you would to I'our friend.

Buck. ni to the king;
And from .1 mouth of honour quite cry dovii
This Ipswich fellow's insolence; or proclaim
There's difference in no persons. '

Nor. Be advis'd

;

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot
That It do singe yourself: we may outrun.
By violent swiftness, that which we ran at,

And lose by over-running. Know you not.

The fire that mounts the" liquor till it run o'er.

In seeming to augment it wastes it'? Be advis'd:
I say again, there is no English soul
More stronger to direct you than yourself;
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If with the sap of reason you would quench,
Or but allay, the fire of passion.
BiicH. Sir,

I am thankful to you ; and I'll go along
By your prescription :—but this* top-proud fellow,
(whom from the flow of gall 1 name not, but
From sincere motions.) by intelligence.

And proofs as clear as founts in July, when
We see each grain of gravel, 1 do know
To be corrupt and treasonous.
Aor. Say not, treasonous.
Bud. To the king 111 say't; and make my vouch

as strong
As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox.
Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous
As he is subtle, and as prone to mischief
As able to perform 't ; his mind and jMace
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,)
Only to show his pomp as well in France
As here at home, suggests the king our master
To this last costly treaty, the interview.
That swallow'd so much treasure, and like a glass
Did break i' the rinsing.

.^'or. Faith, .ind so it did.
Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning car-

The articles o* the combination drew, [dinal
As himself pleas'd ; and they were ratified.

As he cried. " Thus let it be :" to as much end.
As give a cnitch to the dead : but our count-cardinal
Has done this, and 'tis well ; for worthy W'olsey,
Who cannot err. he did it. Now this follows,
(W'hich, as I take it, is a kind of puppy
To the old dam, treason)—Charles the emperor.
Under pretence to see the queen his aunt,
(For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitation:
His fears were, that the interview betwi.xt

England .and France might, through their amity.
Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league
Peep d harms that menacd him : he privily
Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow,

—

Which I do well ; for, I am sure, the emperor
Paid ere he promis'd ; whereby his suit was granted
Kre it was ask'd ;—but when the way was made.
And pav'd with gold, the emperor thus desir'd.
That he would please to alter the king's course.
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know
(As soon he shall by me) that thus the cardinal
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases.
And for his own advantage.
A'or. I am sorry

To hear this of him ; and could wish he were
Something mistaken in 't.

Buck. No, not a syllable

:

I do pronounce him in that very shape
He shall appe.ar in proof.
Enter Brandon ; a Sergeant at Arms before him.
Brail. Your office, sergeant ; execute it.

.'>erfr. Sir,

My lord the duke of Buckingham, and carl
Of Hereford, StaflTord. and Northampton, I

Arrest thee of high treason, in the name
Of our most sovereign king.
Buck. Lo, you, my lord.

The net has fall'n upon me ; I shall perish
Under device and practice.
Bran. I am sorry

To see you ta'en from liberty, to look on
The business present : 'tis his highness' pleasure.
You shall to the Tower.
Buck. It will help me nothing

To plead mine innocence ; for that dye is on me.
Which makes my whitest part black. The will of
Be done in this and all things !— I obey.— (heaven
O my lord Aberga'ny, fare you well I

Bran. Nay, he must Iwar you company.

—

[To Abcr.J
The king

Is ple.as'd you shall to the Tower, till you know
How he detennines further.
Aber. As the duke said.

The will of heaven be done, ai i the king's pleasure
By me obey'd 1

Bran Here is a warrant from
The king to .att.ach lord Montacutc; .and the bodies
Of the duke's confessor, John de U Car,
One Gilbert Peck, his clmncellur,—
Buck. So, so

;

These are the luiibs o' the plot :—No more, I hope.

4"
Bran. A monk o' the Chartreux.
B;(ik. O, Michael Hopkins?

^Bran.
_

He.
h'ltck. My surveyor is false : the o'er-great cardinal

Hath show d him gold : my life is spannd already:
I am the shadow of poor Buckingham,
Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on,
By darkening my clear sun.—My lord, farewell.

[Exeunt,

SCENE U.— The Ccuncit Chamber.

Cornels. Enter King Henry, Cardinal Wolsey, iltc

Lords of the Council, Sir Thomas Lovell, Omcers,
Attendants. The King enters leaning on the
Cardinal's shoulder.

A". Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of it.

Thanks you for this great care :. I stood i' the level
Of a full-charg'd confederacy, and give thanks
To you that cTiok'd it.—Let be call'd before us
That gentleman of Buckingham's ; in person
I'll hear him his confessions justify

;

And point by point the treasons of his master
He shall again relate.

{The King takes his state. The Lords ofthe
Council take their several places. The
Cardinal ^/<r^(fj" himselfuiider the King's
feet, OH his right side.

A noise ivithin, cryin.^, "Room for the Queen!"
E}iter tlie Queen, ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk
ajirf Suffolk: she kneels. The King riseth from
his state, takes ?ier «/>, kisses, and placeth her
by him.

Q. Kath. Nay, we must longer kneel : I am a suitor.

K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us ;—half your
Never name to us

;
you have half our power : [suit

The other moiety, ere you ask, is given ;

Repeat your will, and take it.

Q. Kath. "Thank your majesty.
That you would love yourself, and in that love
Not unconsider'd leave your honour, nor
The dignity of your office, is the point
Of my petition.

K. Hen. Lady mine, proceed.
Q. Kath. I am solicited, not by a few.

And those of true condition, that your subjects
Are in great grievance : there have been commissions
Sent down among them, which hath flaw'd the heart
Of all their loyahies:—wherein, although.
My good lord cardinal, they vent reproaches
Most bitterly on you, as putter-on
Of these exactions, yet the king our master,
(Whose honour heaven shield from soil I) even Vo.

escapes not
Language unmannerly

;
yea, such which breaks

The sides of loyalty, and almost appears
In loud rebellion.
Nor. Not almost appears,

It doth appear; for, upon these taxations.
The clothiers .all, not able to maintain
The many to them 'longing, have put off
rhe spinsters, carders, fullers, weavers, who.
Unfit for other life, compelld by hunger
And lack of other means, in desperate manner
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar.
And danger serves among thein.
K. Hen. Ta.xation I

Wherein ? and what.tax.ation?—My lord card'na!,
Vou tliat are blam'd'for i' alike with us,
Knf,w you of this taxation ?

ll'ol. Please you, sir,

I know but of a single part, in aught
Pertains to the st.ite : and front but in that file

^Vhere others tell steps with inc.

Q. Kath. No. my lord.
You know no more than others ; but you frame
Things that are known alike; which are nut whole-

some
fo those which would not know them, and yet must
Perforce be their acquaintance. These exactions,
\\"hereof my sov'reign would have note, they are
Most pestilent to the hearing ; .and, to be.ar them.
The back is sacrifice to the load. They say
rhey are dcvis d by you : or else you suffer
Too hard an exclamation.
K. Hen. Still exaction 1

riic nature of it ? In what kind, let 's know,
!s ;his cx.iction?

Q. Kath. I am much too venturous
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In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden'd
Under your promis'd pardon. The subjects' grief

Conies throu>^h commissions, which compels from each
The sixth part of his substance, to be levied

"Without delay ; and the pretence for this

Is nani'd, your wars in France ; this makes bold
mouths

:

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze
Allegiance in them ; their curses now
Live where their prayers did : and it's come to pass.
This tractable obedience is a slave
To each incensed will. I would your highness
Would give it cjuick consideration, for

There is no primer business.
A'. Hen. By my life,

This is against our pleasure.
// V?/. And for me,

I have no further gone in this, than by
A single voice ; and that not pass'd me but
By learned approbation of the judges. If I am
Traduc'd by ignorant tongues, which neither know
My faculties nor person, yet will be
The chronicles of my doing,—let me say,
'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake
That virtue must go through. We must not stint

Our necessary actions, in the fear
To cope malicious censurers ; which ever.
As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow
That is new-trimm'd, but benefit no further
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best,

By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is

Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worst, as oft,

Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up
For our best act. If we shall stand still.

In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp'd at,

We should take root here where we sit, or sit

State statues only.
A'. Hefi. Things done well.

And with a care, exempt themselves from fear

;

Things done without example, in their issue
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent
Of this commission? I believe, not any.
We must not rend our subjects from our laws,
And stick them in our will. Sixth part of each ?

A trembling contribution I Why, we take
From every tree, lop, bark, and part o' the timber

;

And, though we leave it with a root, thus hack'd,
The air will drink the sap. To every county
\A'here this is question'd, send our letters, with
Free pardon to each man that has denied
The force of this commission : pray, look to 't

;

I put it to your care.
IVol. [To the Secretary.l A word with you.

Let there be letters writ to every shire,
Of the king's grace and pardon. The griev'd commons
Hardly conceive of me ; let it be nois'd.

That through our intercession this revokement
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise you
Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary.

Enter Surveyor.
Q. Kath. I am sorry that the duke of Buckingham

Is iiin in your displeasure.
K. Hen. It grieves many :

The gentleman is learn'd, and a most rare speaker

;

To nature none more bound ; his training such,

That he may furnish and instruct great tenchers,
And never seek for aid out of himself. Yet see.

When these so noble benefits shall prove
Not well dispos'd. the mind growing once corrupt,

They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly
Than ever they were fair. This man so complete,
Wiio was enroll'd "mongst wonders, and when we,
Almost with ravish'd listening could not find

His hour of speech a minute: he. my lady,
Hath into monstrous habits put the graces
That once were his, and is become as black
As if besmear'd in hell. Sit by us ; you shall hear
(This man was his gentleman in trust) of him
Things to strike honour sad.—Bid him recount
The fore-recited practices ; whereof
We cannot feel too little, hear too much.

U'ol Stand forth, and with bold spirit relate what
Most like a careful subject, have collected lyou,
Out of the Duke of Buckingham.

A". Hen.
^

Speak freely.

Sterv. First, it was usual with him. every day
It worild infect his speech, that if the king
^';ould without issue die, he'd carry it so

To make the sceptre his : these very words
I've heard him utter to his son-in-law.
Lord Aberga'ny ; to whom by oatli lie menac'd
Revenge upon the cardinal.

// 'f/. Please your highness, note
This dangerous conception in this point
Not friended by his wish, to your high person
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches
Beyond you, to your friends.

O. Kath. My learn'd lord cardinal,
Deliver all with charity.

A'. He7t, Speak on :

How grounded he his title to the crown.
Upon our fail? to this point hast thou heard him
At any time speak aught?
Stirv, He was brought to this

By vain prophecy of Michael Hopkins.
A'. Hen. Wliat was that Hopkins?
Suf-zK Sir, a Chartreux friar,

His confessor; who fed him every minute
With words of sov'reignty.

A'. Hen. How know'st thou this?
SiirzK Not long before your highness sped to

France,
The duke being at the Rose, within the parish
Saint Lawrence Poultney. did of me demand
What was the speech among the Londoners
Concerning the French journey : 1 replied,
Men fear'd the French would prove perfidious
To the king's danger. Presently the duke
Said, 'twas the fear, indeed; and that he doubted
'Twould prove the verity of certain words
Spoke by a holy monk ;

" that o/t,'* says he,
'"^Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit
John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice hour
To hearfrom hiyn a ^natter ofsome ynoment:
Whom after, under the confessions seal.

He solemnly had siuorn, that, ivhen he spoke.
My chaplain to no creature living, but
To me, should utter, with demure confidence
This pausingly ensiid—Neither the king, nor hiii

heirs,
(Tellyou the duke,) shallprosper : bid hitn strive

gain the love o" the commonalty ; the duke
Shallgovern England."

Q. k'ath. If I know you well.

You were the duke's surveyor, and lost your office

On the complaint o' the tenants : take good heed
You cliarge not in your spleen a noble person,
And spoil your nobler soul : I say, take heed ;

Yes, heartUy beseech you.
K. Hen. Let him on.

Go forward.
Surv. On my soul, I'll speak but truth.

I told my lord the duke, by the devil's illusions

The monk might be deceiv'd ; and that 'twas danger-
To ruminate on this so far, until [ous for him
It forg'd him some design, which, being believ'd.

It was mucli like to dO : lie auswer'd. ** Tush /

// can do 7ne no damage ;
'* adding further.

That, had the king in his last sickness fail'd.

The cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell's heads
Sliould have gone off.

A'. Hen. Ha ! what, so rank? Ah, ha i

There's mischief in this man : canst thou say fur-

Surv. I can, my liege. [ther?

A'. Hen. Proceed.
S2trz: Being at Greenwich,

After your highness had reprov'd the duke
About Sir William Bloiner,—

A'. Hen. I remember
Of such a time :—being my sworn servant,
The duke retain'd him his.—But on ; what hence?
Sufzi. '*/f "quoth he, "/for this had bee?i com

mitted.
As, to the Toiver, /thought,—/ would have play'

d

The part myfather ineant to act upon
Th' usurper Richard : ivho, being at Salisbury,
Made suit to cofue in hispresence ; which ifgranted^
Is he made semblance ofhis duty, would
Have put his knife into hi7n."

A'. Hen. A giant traitor I

U'ol. Now, madam, may his highness live in free-

And this man out of prison ? [doin,

Q. K'ath. God mend all I

A'. Hen. There's something more would out of

thee ? what say'st ?

Surv. Aftef the duke his /ather," with "the knife,"
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He stretch'd him, and, with one hand on his dagger.
Another bpread on's breast, mounting his eyes.
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenor
^\'as,—were he evil us'd, he would out-go
1 lis leather, by as much as a performance
Does an irresolute purpose.

A'. Iltii. There's his period,
To sheathe his knife in us. He is attach'd

;

Call him to present trial : if he may
I'ind mercy in the law, 'tis his ; if none,
I et him not seek 't of us : by day and night,
1 ie's traitor to ihe height. \_BxeuHt.

SCENE ni.—A Room in tlu Palace.

Pinter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Sands.

Cluim. Is 't possible the spells of France should
Men into such strange mysteries? Lj"ggl^

Sands. New customs,
l^hough they be never so ridiculous.

Nay, let 'em be unmanly, yet are follow'd.

Chant. As far as I see, all the good our English
Have got by the late voyage is but merely
.\ fit or two o' the face ; but they are shrewd ones ;

lor when they hold 'em, you would swear directly
Their very noses had been counsellors
To Pepin or Clotharius, they keep state so.

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones : one
would take it,

That never saw them pace before, the spavin.
Or springhalt reign'd among them.

Cliani. Death 1 my lord.

Their clothes are after such a pagan cut too.

That, sure, they've worn out Christendom.

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell.
How now I

What news. Sir Thomas Lovell ?

Lov. 'Faith, my lord,

I hear of none, but the new proclamation
That's clapp'd upon the court-gate.
Cham. What is't for !

Lov. The reformation of our travell'd gallants.

That fill the courts with quarrels, talk, and tailors.

Cham. I am glad 'tis there : now 1 would pray our
monsieurs

To think an English courtier may be wise,
And never see the Louvre.
Lov. They must either

(For so run the conditions) leave those remnants
Of fool and feather, that they got in France,
With all their honourable pomts of ignorance
Pertaining thereunto, (as fights and fireworks

;

Abusing better men than they can be,
'tut of foreign wisdom ;) rencjuncing clean
Ihe faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings.
Short blister'd breeclies. and those types of travel,

And understand again like honest men
;

(Jr pack to Ihcir old playfellows : there, I take it.

They may. cum privilegio, wear away
"The lag end of their lewdness, and be laugh 'd at.

Sands. 'Tis time to give them physic, their diseases
Are grown so catching.
Cham. What a loss our ladies

Will have of these trim vanities I

Lov. Ay, marry.
There will be woe indeed, lords : the sly whoresons
Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies

;

A French song, anu a fiddle, has no fellow.

Sands. The devU fiddle them 1 I am glad they're
going

:

(For. sure, there's no converting of them) now.
An hcncjst country lord, as I anj, beaten
A lone time out of play, may bring his pUiin-song,
And have an hour of hearing ; and, by r lady,
l^eld current music too.

Cliam. Well said, lord Sands

;

Your colt's tooth is not cast yet.
Sands. No, my lord

;

Nor shall not, while I have a stump.
Cham. Sir Thomas,

Whither were you a-going?
l.orv. To the cardinal's

:

Your lordiihip is a guest too.
Cham.

, O, 'tis true

:

This night he makes a supper, and a great one.
To many lords and ladies ; there will be
The beauty of tbii kingdom, I'll assure you.
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Lov. That churchm.an hears a bounteous mind
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us; [indeed.
His dews fall everywhere.
Chain. No doubt he's noble

;

He had a black mouth that said other of him.
Sands. He may, my lord, he has wherewithal: in

him.
Sparinij would show a worse sin than ill doctrine :

Men of-his way should be most hberal

;

They are set here for examples.
Cham True, they are so ;

But few now give so great ones. My barge stays;
Your lordship shall along.—Come, good Sir "Thomas,
We shall be late else ; which I would not be.
For I was spoke to. with Sir Henry Guildford,
This night to be comptrollers.
Sands, I am your lordship's.

[Exeunt.

SCENE W.—The Presence-chamber !« York-Place.

Hautboys, A smalttabU under statejbr theCardina.\,
a longer table for the guests. Enter, on one side,

Anne Bullen, ajid divers Lords, Ladies, and
Gentlewomen, as guests; on tJie other, enter Sir

Henry Guildford.

Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his grace
Salutes ye all ; this night he dedicates
To fair content and you : none here, he hopes.
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her
One care abroad ; he would have all as merry.

first, good company, good wine, good welcome.
Can make good people. O, my lord, you're tardy :

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir
Thomas Lovell.

The very thought of this fair company
Clapp'd wings to me.
Chnni. You are young, Sir Harry Guildford
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal

But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of these
Should find a running banquet ere they rested,
1 think would better please them : by my life.

They are a sweet society of fair ones.
Lov. O that your lordship were but now confessor

To one or two of these I

Sands. I would I were;
They should find easy penance.

Loz'. Faith, how easy?
Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it.

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit? Sir
Harry,

Place you that side ; I'll take the charge of this

:

His grace is entering—Nay you must not freeze;
Two women plac'd together makes cold weather:

—

My lord Sands, you are one will keep them waking;
Pray, sit between these ladies.

Sands. By my faith.

And tliank your lordship.—By your leave, sweet
ladies :

[Scats himself between Aime Bullen and an-
other Lady.

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me ;

1 had it from my father.

An}ic. Was he mad, sir?
Saiids. O, very mad, exceeding mad. in love too :

But he would bite none ; just as I do now.
He would kiss you twenty with a breath.

[ICisses her.
Cham. Well said, my lord.—

So, now you are fairly seated.—Gentlemen,
The penance lies on you, if these fair ladies
Pass away frowning.
Sands. For my little cure.

Let me alone.

Hautboys. Enter Cardin:U Wolsey, attended, and
lakes his state,

lyot. You 're welcome, my fair guests : that noble
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, (lady,
Is not my friend. This, to confirm my welcome ;

And to you all, good health. [Drinks.
Sands. Your grace is noble :—

I .et me have such a bowl may hold my thanks.
And save me so nmch Ualking.
Wot. My lord Sands,

beholden to you : cheer your neighbours.

Whose fault is this?
Sands. The red wine first must rise
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Ill their fair cheeks, my lord ; then, we shall have them
Talk us to silence.

Anne. Vou are a merry gamester.
My lord Sands.
Sands. Yes, if I make my play.

Here s to your ladyship : and pledge it, madam.
For 'tis to such a thin<;,

—

Anne. You cannot show me.
Sands. I told your grace, they would talk anon.

[Drum and trumpets within ; chambers
discharged.

U'ol. What's that?
Cham, Look out there, some of you.

[B-xit a Servant.
ti'ol. What warlike voice.

And to what end, is this ?—Nay, ladies, fear not

;

By all the laws of war you 're privileg'd.

Re-enter Servant.
Cham. How now, what is 't t

Serv. A noble troop of strangers ;

For so they seem ; they've left their barge, and
And hither make, as great ambsissadors [landed ;

From foreign princes.
//*<?/. Good lord chamberlain.

Go, give them welcome; you can speak the French
tongue

:

And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty
Shall shine at full upon them.—Some attend hmi.—

I
i;A-!V Chamberlain, attended. AU arise

and tabUs rem<n'ed.
You have now a 'oroken banquet ; but we'll mend it.

A good digestion to you all : and, once more,
I shower a welcome on ye ;

—-welcome all.

Hautboys. Enter the King, and twelve others^ as
Maskers^ habited like shepherds^ -luith sixteen
torch bearers ; ieshered by the Lord Chamberlain.
Theypass directlybe/ore t/ie Cardinal, andgrace-
fully salute him.

A noble company I what are their pleasures ?

Cham. Because they speak no English, thus they
pray'd

To tell your grace,—That, having heard bj. fame
Of this so noble and so fair assembly
This night to meet here, they could do no less.

Out of the great respect they bear to beauty.
But leave their flocks; and. under your fair conduct.
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat
An hour of revels with them.

II 'd. Say, lord Chamberlain,
They have done my poor house grace ; for which 1

pay them [sures.

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their plea-

[ Ladies chosen /or tlie dance. The King
chooses Anne Bullen.

A'. Hen. The fairest hand I ever touch'd. O beauty.
Till now I never knew thee ! [Music. Dance.

VVol. My lord,—
Chatn. Your grace ?

IVol. Pray tell them thus much from me.
There should be one amongst them, by his person.
More worthy this place than myself; to whom,
n I but knew him, with my love and duty
I would surrender it.

Cham. I will, my lord.

[Goes to the Maskers, and returns.
Il'ol. What say they?
Cham. Such a one, they all confess,

There is, indeed; which they would have your grace
Find out, and he will take it.

li^ol. Let me see, then.

—

[Comesfrojn his state.

By all your good leaves, gentlemen ;—here I'll make
My royal cHoice. [dinal

JC. Hen. {Vnmaskirt^?^ You have found him, car-

You hold a fair assembly ; you do well, lord

:

You are a churchman, or. I'll tell you, cardinal,
I should judge you now unhappily.

U^ol. ' I am glad
Your grace is grown so pleasant.
K. Hen. My lord chamberlain,

Pr'ythee, come hither : what fair lady's that ?

Cham. An 't please your grace. Sir Thomas BuUcn's
daughter.

The viscount Rochford, one of her highness' women.
A', Hen. By heaven, she is a dainty one 1—Sweet

I were unmannerly to take you out, [heart,

And not to kiss you.—A health, gentlemen !

Let it go round.
U'ol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready

I' the privy chamber!
Lov. Yes, my lord.
U'ol. Your gr.ice,

I fear, with dancing is a httle heated.
A'. Hen. I fear, too much.
U'ol. There's fresher air, my lord.

In the next chamber. [partner,
A'. Hen. Lead in your ladies, e^ery one :—sweet

I must not yet forsake you :—let's be merry :

—

Good my lord cardinal. I have half a dozen healths
To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure
To lead them once again ; and then let's dream
Who's best in favour.—Let the music knock it.

[Exeunt -wih trumpets.

ACT II.

SCENE I.— London. A Street.

Enter two Gentlemen, tneeiing.

1 Gent. Whither away so fast J

2 Gent. G,—God save you I

E'en to the hall, to hear what shall become
Of the great duke of Buckingham.

1 Gent. I'll save you
That labour, sir. All 's now done, but tlie ceremony
Of bringing back the prisoner.
2 Gent. Were you there?
1 Cent. Yes, indeed, was I.

2 Gent, Pray, speak what has happen'd.
1 Gent. You may guess quickly what.
2 Gent. Is he found guilty !

1 Gent. Yes, truly is he, and condemn'd upon it.

2 Gent. I am sorry for 't.

1 Gent. So are a number more.
2 Gefit. But. pray, how pass'd it ?

1 Gent. I'll tell you in a little. Tlie great duke
Came to the bar ; where, to his accusations
He pleaded still not guilty, and alieg'd
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law.
The king's attorney, on the contrary,
Urg'd on the examinations, proofs, confessions
Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desir'd
To have brought. I'iva -voce, to his face

;

At which appear'd against him, his surveyor ;

Sir Gilbert Peck his chancellor ; and John Car,
Confessor to him ; with that devil-monk,
Hopkins, that made this mischief

2 Gent. That was he
That fed him with his prophecies ?

1 Gent. The same.
All these accus'd him strongly ; which he fain
Would have flung iron; him, but, indeed, he could not

;

And so his peers, upon tliis evidence,
Have found him guilty of high treason. Much
He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all

Was either pitied in him, or forgotten.
2 Gent. After all this, how did he bear himself!
1 Gent. When he was brought again to the bar, to

hear
His knell run out, his judgment, he was stirr'd

\Vith such an agony, he sweat extremely.
And something spoke in choler. ill, and hasty :

But he fell to himself again, and sweetly
In all the rest show'd a most noble patience.

2 Gent. I do not think he fears death.
1 Gent. Sure, he does not,

He never was so womanish ; the cause
He may a little grieve at.

2 Gent. Certainly
The cardinal is the end of this.

1 Geitt. 'Tis likely

By all conjectures : first, Kildare's attainder.
Then deputy of Ireland ; who, remov'd.
Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too.
Lest he should help his father.
2 Gent. That trick of state

Was a deep envious one.
1 Gent. At his return.

No doubt he will requite it. This is noted,
.'Vnd generally, whoever the king favours.
The cardinsd instantfy will find employment,
And far enough from court too.

2 Gent. All the commons

I
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Hate him perniciously, and o' my conscience.
\V'isli him ten fathoms deep : this duke as much
They love and dote on : call him bounteous Buckin
The mirror of all courtesy. I'hain,
^Gent. Stay there, sir.
And see the noble ruin'd man you speak of.
V"/cr Buckinghamyr«7« his arraisrttment ; iipsta-jt

be/ore him : the ctxc with the edge towards him ;
halberds on each side: with him Sir Thomas
Lovell, Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sir William Sands, and
common people.

2 Gent. Let 's stand close, and behold him.
Buck. All E^ood people,

You that thus far have come to pity me,
He.ar what I say, and then go home and lose me.
I h.we this day receiv'd a traitor's judgment,
And by that name must die : yet, hea /en bear witness
And if I have a conscience let it sink me.
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful

!

The law 1 bear no malice for my death.
It has done, upon the premises, but justice :

But those that sought it I could wish more Christians
Be what they will, I heartily forgive them :

Vet let them look they glory not in mischief.
Nor build their evils on the graves of great men ;

For then my guiltless blood must cry against them.
For further life in this world I ne'er hope.
Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies
More than I dare make faults. You few that lov'd me,
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham,
His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave
Is only bitter to him. only dying.
Go with me, like good angels, to my end

;

And. as the long divorce of steel falls on me.
Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice.
And lift ray soul to heaven.—Lead on, o' God's name.
Lov. I clo beseech your grace, for charity.

If ever any malice in your heart
Were hid against me. now to forgive me frankly.
Buck. Sir Thomas LovelU I as free forgive you,

As I would be forgiven : I forgive all

;

There cannot be those numberless offences
Gainst me. that 1 cannot take peace with :

No black envy shall mark my grave.
Commend me to his grace ;

And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him
You met him half in heaven : ray vows and prayers
Yet are the king's ; and. till my soul forsake.
Shall cry for blessings on him : m.ay he live
Longer than I have time to tell his years

!

liver belov'd and loving may his rule be !

And when old times shall lead him to his end
Goodness and he fill up one monument

!

Lov. To the water side I must conduct your grace
;Then give ray charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux,

Who undertakes you to your end.
I'anx. Prepare there I

The duke is coming : sec, the b.arge be ready

;

And fit it with such furniture as suits
The greatness of his person.
Bnck. Nay, Sir Nicholas,

I.et It alone ; my state now will but mock me.
When I came hither, I was lord high constable.
And duke of Buckingham ; now. poor Edward Bohun:
Yet 1 am richer than my base accusers.
That never knew what triith meant : I now se.al it

;

And with that blood will make them one day "roan
My noble father. Henry of Buckingham, [?or 'tWho first rais'd head against usurping Richard,
Flying for succour to his servant Banister,
Being distrcss'd, was by that wretch betray'd.
And without trial fell : God's peace be with him !

Henry the seventh succeeding, truly pitying
My father's loss, like .1 most royal prince,
Restor'd me to my honours, and, out of ruins.
Made my name once more noble. Now his son,
Henry '^i"- eighth, life, honour. n.ame and all
Thiit matie me happy, at one stroke has taken
For ever from the world. I ha<l my trial.
And. must needs say. a noble one : which makes meA little happier th.an my wretched father;
Yet thus 'a- we arc one in fortunes,—both
Fell by our servants, by those men we lov'd most

;

A most unmitural and faithless service

!

>icaven has an end in all : yet. you that hear me,
This from a dying man T-ciive as certain :

Where you .ire liberal i.f your loves and counsel
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And give your hearts to. when they once perceive
1 he least rub in your fortunes, fall away
Like water from ye, never found again
But where they mean to sink ye. All good people
Pray for me I I must now forsake ye : the last hour
Of my long weary life is come upon me.
Farewell

:

And when you would say something that is sad
Speak how I fell.— I have done : ami God forgive mel

^ r. .!. • ,
,1,''-"^''"."'' ^"=''='°gha"i "'"^ 'ra"'.

1 Gen. O, this is full of pity !—sir, it calls,
I fear, too many curses on their heads
That were the authors.

•T-?^^n' r ,
If the duke be guiltless.

Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling
Of an ensuing evil, if it fall.

Greater than this.

^ Gen. Good angels keep it from us '

\Vhat may it be? You do not doubt my faith, sir'
2 Gen. This secret is so weighty, 'twill requireA strong faith to conceal it.

, \
Gen. Let me have it

;

I do not talk much.
2 Gen. I am confident

;

You shall, sir : did you not of late days hearA buzzing of a separation
Between the king and Katharine ?

^ '
'^"'-

,_ , . ,
Yes, but it held not

:

hor when the king once heard it. out of anger
He sent command to the lord mayor straiifht
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues
That durst disperse it.

2 Gen. But that slander, sir.
Is found a truth now : for it grows again
Freshei- than e'er it was ; aiid held for certain
The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal,
Or some about him near, have, out of malice
To the good queen, possess'd him with a scruple
That will undo her : to confirm this, too.
Cardinal Campeius is arriv'd, and lately

;

.\<i all think, for this business.
.'^^"'-

,

'Tis the cardinal

;

And merely to revenge him on the emperor.
For not bestowing on him, at his asking,
The archbishopric of Toledo, this is purpos'd
2 Gent. I think you have hit themark : but is 't not cruel

1 hat she should feel the smart of this? The cardiml
Will have his will, and she must fall.

,,.'
'^"'-

^ 'Tis woful,
\v e are too open here to argue this

;

Let's think in private more. \_Exeunt.

S.CENE \\.—An Antechamber in the Palace.

Enter the Lord Chamberlain, reading lelter.

Cham "My lord,~The horses your lordship sent

.esureyoubenor.;;ise;r^;;h;sepou.iX'ivi;;nds,i{/^-^^:^^^'^Z,r^

^ -j7 ,, .,
' --.-..... ..to ^t.,,/ tvrtiifzip sent/or with all the care I had, Isaw wellchosen, riddenand furnished. They were young and liandsome'and of the best breed in the north, lichen they were

ready to .ret out for London, a man of my lord car-
dinals, by commission mid main poiuer. took themfrom me ; with this reason,—his master would be
served before a subject, if not before the king ; which
stopped our mouths, sir.

"

I fear he will indeed : well, let him have them
He will have all, I think.

Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk.
Nor. Well met. my lord chamberlain.
Cham. Good day to both your graces.
Suf. How is the king employ'd t

7 ?'"/"..
.. u ^ ,

Heft him priv.ite,
Full^ of sad thoughts and troubles.

^-'f- ,. , What's the cause?tham. It seems, the marnage with his brother's wifeHas crept too near his conscience.

m"^/'^.«». , .
No. his conscienceHas crept too near another lady.

This is the cardinal's doing, the king cardiii.tl

:

That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune.
Turns what he list The king will know him one d.iy.Suf Pr.iyGodhedol he'll ncverknowhimself else.
j\or. How holily he works in all his business 1And with what zeal ! for, now he h.is crack'd thcle.agucBetween us and the cmpcror.the queen's great nephew:

I He dives into the king's soul, and there scatters

T :'rK*'''-lj°."'''^' .*""«'"»,' .pf the conscience,
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And, out of all these, to restore the king.

He counsels a divorce : a loss of her,

That, Iil<e a jewel, has hung twenty years
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre

:

Of her. that loves him with that excellence
That angels love good men with ; even of her,

That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls.

Will bless the king : and is not this course pious!
Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel 1 'Tis

most true, [them.

These news are everywhere ; every tongue speaks
And every true heart weeps for 't : all that dare
Look into these affairs, see this main end,

—

The French king's sister. Heaven will one day open
The king's eyes, that so long have slept upon
This bold bad man.
Suf. And free us from his slavery.

Nor. We had need pray.
And heartily, for our deliverance

;

Or this imperious man will work us all

From princes into pages : all men's honours
Lie like one lump before him, to be fashion'd

Inio what pitch he please.
Sti/. For me, my lords,

I love him not, nor fear him ; there's my creed :

As I am made without him, so I'll stand.

If the king please ; his curses and his blessings

Touch me alike, they're breath I not believe m,
I knew him and I know him ; so I leave him
To him that made him proud, the pope.
Nor. Let's in

;

And with some other business put the king
From tljese sad thoughts, that work too niuch upon
My lord, you'll bear us company % [him :

Cham. Excuse me

;

The king hath sent me otherwhere : besides,

you'll find a most unfit time to disturb him :

Health to your lordships.

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain.
{Exit Lord Chamberlain.

Norfolk (i/cH.rafolding-door. The King is discovered

sittings, citid readingpensively.
Suf. How sad he looks 1 sure, he is much afflicted.

K. Hen. Who is there, ha ?

Nor. Pray God he be not angry.

K. Hen. Who's there, I say! How dare you thrust

Into my private meditations ? [yourselves

Who am I, ha?
Nor. A gracious king that pardons all offences

Malice ne'er meant? our breach of duty this way
Is business of estate ; in which we come
To know your royal pleasure.
K. Hen. Yn are too bold :

Go to ; I'll make ye know your times of business •

Is this an hour for temporal affairs, ha?^
Enter Wolsey a7id Campeius.

Who's there ? my good lord cardinal ?—O, my Wolsey,
The quiet of my wounded conscience;
Thou art a cure fit for a king.

—

\,To Campeius.] You're
welcome.

Most learnid reverend sir, into our kingdom :

Use us, and it.—[ To Wolsey. J My good lord, have
I be not found a talker. [great care

]Vol. Sir. you cannot.

I would your grace would give us but an hour
Of private conference.
K. Hen. \ To Norfolk rtwrf Suffolk.l We are busy ; go.

Nor. {Aside to Suf.] This priest has no pride in him.

Suf. {Aside to Nor.] Not to speak of;

I would not be so sick though for his place

:

But this cannot continue.
Nor. {Aside to ?,Mi.\ If it do,

I'll venture one have-at-him.

Snf. {Aside to '^ox.\ I another.
{Exeunt Norfollc and Suffolk,

IVol. Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom,
Above all princes, in committing freely

Your scruple to the voice of Christendom :

Who can be angry now? what envy reach you!
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her.

Must now confess, if they have any goodness.
The trial just and noble. All the clerks.

I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms
Have their free voices : Rome, the nurse ofjudgment,
Invited by your noble self, hath sent

One general tongue unto us, this good man,
This'just and le.arned priest, eardmal Campeius ;

Whom once more I present unto your highness.
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K. Hen. And once more in mine arms I bid him wel.
And thank the holy conclave for their loves : [come-
Xhey have sent me such a man I would have wish'd for.

Cam. Your grace nmst needs deserve all strangers'
You are so noble. To your highness' hand [loves,

I tender my commission ; by whose virtue,

(The court of Rome commanding,) you, my lord
Cardinal of York, are join'd with me. their servant,
In the impartial judging of this business. [quainted

A". Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall be ac-
Forthvvith for what you come.—Where's Gardiner ?

Wol. I know your majesty has always lov'd her
So dear in heart, not to deny her that
.\ woman of less place might ask by law.
Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her. [favour

A'. Hen. Ay, and the best, she shall have ; and my
To him that does best : God forbid else. Cardinal,
Pr'ythee. call Gardiner to me, my new secretary

:

I find him a fit fellow. {Exit Wolsey.

Re-enter Wolsey, luith Gardiner.

IVol. {Aside.^ Give me your hand : nmch joy and
favour to you

;

You are the king's now.
Card, {.^side.^ But to be commanded

For ever by your grace, whose hand has rais'd me.
K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner.

[ They converse apart.
Cam. My lord of York, was not one doctor Pace

In this man's place before him )t

IVol. Yes, he was.
Cam. Was he not held a learned man?
IVol. Yes, surely.

Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion spread, then.

Even of yourself, lord cardinal.
IVol. How ! of me ?

Cam. They will not stick to say, you envied him
;

And fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous.

Kept him a foreign man still ; which so griev'd him.
That he ran mad and died.

IVol. Heaven's peace be with him 1

That's Christian care enough : for living murnmrers
There's pl.ices of rebuke. He was a fool.

For he would needs be virtuous : that good fellow.

If I command him, follows my appointment

:

I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother
We live not to be grip'd by meaner persons.

K. Hen. Deliver this with modesty to the queen.
{Exit Gardiner,

The most convenient place that I can think of.

For such receipt of learning, is Black-Fri,ars

;

There ye shall meet about this weighty business

:

My Wolsey, see it furnish'd. O my lord.

Would it not grieve an able man to leave
So sweet a bedfellow ? But, conscience, conscience,

—

O, 'tis a tender place 1 and I must leave her.
{Exeunt.

SCENE III.—^« Antechamber in the Queen'
Apartme7its.

Enter Anne BuUen and an Old Lady.

Anne. Not for that neither : here's the pang that

pinches

:

His highness having liv'd so long with her, and she

So good a lady, that no tongue "could ever
Pronounce dishonour of her,—by my life.

She never knew harm-doing ;—O, now. after

So many courses of the sun enthron'd.

Still growing in a majesty and pomp,—the which
To leave, a"thousand-fold more bitter than

'Tis sweet at first to acquire.—after this process.

To give her the avaunt I it is a pity

Would move a monster.
Old L. Hearts of most hard temper

Melt and lament for her.

An tie. O, God's will 1 much better

She ne'er had known pomp : though it be temporal,

Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce

It from the bearer, 'tis a sufTrance panging
As soul and body's severing.
Old L. Alas, poor lady I

She's a stranger now again.
Anne. So much the more

Must pity drop upon her. 'Verily,

I swear, 'tis better to be lowly born.

And range with humble livers in content.

Than to be perk'd up m a glisfring grief,

And wear a golden sorrow.



Scene 3.

Old L. Our content

Uourbest havinw.
Antic. By my troth and maidenliead,

I would not be a queen.
Old I.. Beshrew me. I would.

And venture maidenhead for t ; and so would you,

1 or all this spice of your hypocrisy :

^'...u, that have so fair parts of woman oa you,

I lave too a woman's heart ; which ever yet

Alfcctcd eminence, wealth, sov'reignty j

Which, to say sooth, are blessings ; and which gifts

(Saving your mmcmg) the capacity
if your soft cheverii conscience would receive.

If you might please to stretch it.

Antie. Nay, good troth,—

Old L. Yes, trotli, and troth ;—you would not be a

queen ?

Aniif. No. not for all the riches under heaven.

Old L. 'Tis strange : a three-pence bow'd would
hire me,

nid as I am. to queen it : but. I pray you,
What think you of a duchess! have you limbs
To bear that load of title!

A tine. No, in truth.

Old L. Then you are weakly made: pluck offalittle
;

I would not be a young count in your way.
l"or more than blushing comes to : if your back
I annot vouchsafe this burden, 'tis too weak
liver to get a boy.
Anne. How you do talk

!

1 swear again, T would not be a queen
l-'or all the world.
Old L. In faith, for little England

Vou'il venture an eniballing : I myself
Would for Carnarvonshire', although there long'd
-No more to the crown but that.—Lo, who comes here?

Enler the Lord Chamberlain.
Chatn. Good morrow, ladies. What wtre 't worth

The secret of your conference ? [to know
Aittie. My good lord,

Not your demand ; it values not your asking

;

uiir mistress' sorrows we were pitying.

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becoming
The action of good women : there is hope
All wiU be well.

Anne. Now, I pray God, amen I [ings

Chatn. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly bless-

Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady.

Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note 's

Taen of your many virtues, the king's majesty
Commends his good opinion of you to you. and
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing

Than marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title

A thousand pound a-year, annual support.

Out of his grace he adds.
Anne. I do not know

What kind ofmy obedience I should tender;
More than my all is nothing : nor my prayers

Are not worcis duly hallow'd, nor my wishes

More worth than empty vanities: yet prayers and
wishes

Are .all I can return. Beseech your lordship,

\'ouchsafe to speak my thanks and my obedience
As from a blushing handmaid, to his highness

;

Whose health and royalty I pray for.

Chatn. Lady,
I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit

The king hath oi •iO\x.—{Aside.\ I have perus'd her
Beauty .and honour in her are so mingled, [well

That they have caught the king: and who knows ytt,

But from this lady may proceed a gem
To lighten all this isle !—

{

To her.\ I'll to the king.

And say, I spoke with you.
Antie. My honour'd lord.

\hxit Lord Chamberlain
Old L. Why. this it is : see, see

!

I have been begging sixteen years in court,

(Am yet a courtier beggarly.) nor could
Come pat betwixt too early and too late,

Hor any suit of pounds ; and you. O fate I

A very fresh-fish here, (fie, fie, fie upon
This compell'il fortune '.) ha\T: your mouth fill'd up.

Before you open it.

Anne. This is str.inge to me.
Old I.. How tastes it? is it bitter! forty pence, no.

There w.asa lady onco, ('tis an old story,)

That would not be a queen, that woulil she not.

For all the mud in Egypt :—have you heard it

!
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/I tine. Come, you are pleas.int.

Old L. With your theme. I could
O'ermount the lark. The marchioness of Pembroke I

A thousand pounds a year, for pure respect

!

No other obligation I By my life.

1 hat promises more thousands ! honour's train

Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time,

I know, your back will bear a duchess :—say.

Are you not stronger than you were !

Anne. Good lady.
Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy.
And leave me out on 't. Would I had no being.
If this salute my blood a jot : it faints me.
To think what follows.

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful

In our long absence : pray, do not deliver
What here you've heard, to her.

Old L. What do you think me?
[E.xennt.

SCENE IV.—A Hall in Black-Friars.

Trutnpcts, sennet, and cornets. Ettter nvo Vergers,
with short silver tuatids : next thetti, two Scribes,

iti the habit of doctors ; after them, the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury, alone: after him. the

Bishops of Lincoln, Ely, Rochester, and Saiiit

Asaph; ^lext them, at some stjiall distance, fol-

lows a Gentleman bearing the Purse, -with the

Great Seal, and a Cardinal's hat; then two
Priests, bearing each a silver cross ; tlun a Gen-
tleman-Usher bare-headed, accompanied with a
Sergeant at Arms, bearing a silver mace: then
two Gentlemen, bearing t7uo great silverpillars ;

after tliem, side by side, t/ie two Cardinals Wolsey
and Campeius ; two Noblemen with the s-,ford

and mace. Then enter the King and Queen, and
their trains. The King takesplace under the cloth

of state : the two Cardinals sit under him as
judges. The Queen takesplace at some distance

froyn the King. The Bishops place themselves on

each side the court, in matmer of a consistory ,•

beloiv them, the Scribes. The Lords sit next the

Bishops. The Crierand the rest oftJie Attendants
stand in convenient order about the.Stage.

U'ol. Whilst our commission from Rome is read.

Let silence be commanded.
A". Hen. What's the need ?

It hath already publicly been read.

And on all sides th authority allow'd

;

Yon may, then, spare that time.
;;-,)/. Be 't so.—Proceed.
Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into

the court.

Crier. Henry king of England, &c.
A'. Hen. Here.
Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, come

into the court.
Crier. Katharine queen of England, &c.

( The Queen makes no ansiuer, rises out of her
chair, goes about the court, comes to the

King, and kneels at hisfeet : tlun speaks.

Q. Kath. Sir, I desire you do me right and justice ;

And to bestow your pity on me : for

I am a most poor woman, and a stranger.

Born out of your dominions ; having here
No judge indifferent, nor no more assurance
Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir.

In what have I ofl^ndedyou? what cause
Hath my behaviour given to your displeasure.

That thus you should proceed to put me off'.

And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witness,

I liave been to you a true and humble wife.

At .all times to your will conformable ;

Even in fear to kindle your dislike.

Yea subject to your counten.ance, glad or sorry

As I saw it inclin'd. When was the hour
I ever contradicted your desire.

Or made it not mine too ! Or which of your fricnuS

(lave I not strove to love, although I knew
lie were mine enemy? wh.at friend of mine
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I

C^mtinue in my liking? n.ay. gave notice

I le was from thence discharg'<l. Sir, call to minu
Th.at I '.i.ave been your wife, ni this obedience,
I';.ward of twenty years, and li.ive been blest

\\'iili iii.iny children by you; if. in the course
And process of this time, you can report,

And prove it too, against niine honour aught.
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My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty.

Against your sacred person, in God's name.
Turn nie away ; and let the foul'st contempt
Shut door upon nie, and so give me ui>

To the sliarpst kind of justice. Please you, sir,

The king, your father, was reputed for

A prince most prudent, of an excellent

And unmatch'd wit and judgment : Ferdinand,
My father, king of Spain, was reckon'd one
Tlie wisest prince that there had reignd by many
A year before : it is not to be question'd
That they had gather'da wise council to them
Of every realm', that did debate this business,

^Vho deem'd our marriage lawful : wherefore I humbly
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, till I may
Be by my friends in Spain advis'd ; whose counsel
1 will implore : if not, i' the name of God,
Your pleasure be fulfill'd '.

IVoi. You have here, lady,
(And of your choice.) these reverend fathers; men
Of singular integrity and learning.
Yea, the elect o^ the land, who are assembled
To plead your cause : it shall be therefore bootless
That longer you desire the court; as well

For yo:"- own quiet, as to rectify

What is unsettled in the king.
Cum. His grace

Hath spoken well and justly : therefore, madam.
It 's fit this royal session do proceed

;

And that, mthout delay, their arguments
lie now produc'd and heard.

Q. Kath. Lord cardinal.

To you I speak.
IVol. Your pleasure, madam ?

Q. Kath. Sir,

I am about to weep ; but, thinking that
We are a queen, (or long have dream'd so.) certain
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears
Til turn to sparks of fire.

IVol. Be patient yet.

O. Kath. I will, when you are humble ; nay, before.
OfGod will punish me. I do believe.

Induc'd by potent circumstances, that
You are mine enemy ; and make my challenge
You shall not be my judge : for it is you
H.ave blown this coal betwixt my lord and me,

—

Which God's dew quench !—Therefore I say again,

I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul

Refuse you for my judge , whom, yet once more,
I hold my most malicious foe. and think not
At all a friend to truth.

ll'ol. I do profess
You speak not like yourself: who ever yet
Have stood to charity, and display'd the effects

Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom
O'ertoppmg woman's power. Madam, you do rae

wrong

:

I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice

For you, or any ; how far I have proceeded.
Or how far farther shall, is warranted
]iy a commission from the consistory,

—

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge me
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it

:

The king is present : if it be known to him
That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound.
And worthily, my falsehood ? yea. as nuich
As you have done my truth. If he know
That I am free of your report, he knows
I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him
It lies to cure me : and the cure is, to

Remove these thouglits from you : the which before
His highness shall speak in. I do beseech
Y*ou. gracious madam, to unthink your speaking.
And to say so no more.

Q. Kath. My lord, my lord.

I am a simple woman, much too weak
To oppose your cunning. You 're meek and humble-

mouth'd :

You sign your place and calling, in full seeming,
AV'ith meekness and humility ; but your heart
Is cramui'd with .-irrogancy, spleen, and pride.

You liave. by fortune and his highness' favours.
Gone slightly o'er low steps, and now are mounted
Where powers are your retainers ; and your wonls.
Domestics to you, serve your will as't please
Yourself pronounce their otfice. I nmst tell you.
You tender more your person's honour than
Your high profession spiritual : that again
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I do refuse you for my judge ; and nere.
Before you all, appeal unto the pope.
To bring my whole cause 'fore his holiness.

And to De judg'd by him.
{She courtesies to the King, and offi'rs to

depart.
Cam. The queen is c>bstindte,

Stubborn to justice, apt to accuse it, and
D isdainful to be tried by 't ; 'tis not well.

She 's going away.
A'. Hen. Call her again.
Crier. Katharine queen of England, come into the
Ori/. Madam, you are called back. [court.

Q. Kath. What need you note it! pray you, keep
your way :

When yoaare call'd. return.—Now. the Lord help !

They vex me past my patience !—Pray you, pass on

:

1 will not tarry : no, nor ever more
Upon this business my appearance make
In any of their courts.

{ExeiiiU Queen, Griffith, and her other
Attendants.

K. Hen. Go thy ways, Kate :

That man i' the world who shall report he has
A better wife, let him in naught be trusted.

For speaking false in that : thou art, alone,
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness.
Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government,

—

Obeying in commanding,—and thy parts
Sov'reign and pious else, could speak thee out,)

The queen ol earthly queens :—she 's noble born
And. like her true nobility, she has
Carried herself towards me.

//-I)/. Most gracious sir.

In humblest manner I require your highness.
That it shall please you to declare, in hearing
Of all these ears, (for where 1 am robb'd and bound.
There must I be unloos'd ; although not there
At once, and fully satisfied,) whether ever I

Did broach this business to your highness ; or
Laid any scruple in your way, which might
Induce you to the question on 't ? or ever
Have to you,—but with thanks to God for such
A royal lady.—spake one the least word that might
Be to the prejudice of her present state,

Or touch of her good person ?

K. Hen. My lord cardinal,

I do excuse you ; yea. upon mine honour.
I free you from 't. You are not to be taught
That you have many enemies, that know not
Why they are so, but, like to village curs.

Bark when their fellows do : by some of these
The queen is put in anger. You re excus'd :

But will you be more justified ? you ever
H.ive wish'd the sleeping of this business ; never
Desir'd it to be stirr'd ; but oft have hinder'd, oft.

The passages made toward it :—on my honour,
[ speak my good lord cardinal to this point.

And thus far clear lum. Now. what mov'd me to 'f,

1 will be bold with time, and your attention :—
Then mark th' inducement. Thus it came ;—give

heed to 't :

—

My conscience first receiv'd a tenderness.
Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter'd

By the bishop of Bayonne. then French ambassador ;

Who had been hither sent on the debating
A marriage 'twixt the duke of Orleans and
Our daughter Mary : i' the progress of this business.

Ere a determinate resolution, he
(I mean, the bishop) did require a respite;

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise
Whether our daughter were legitimate.

Respecting this our marriage with the dowager.
Sometime our brother's wife. This respite shook
The bosom of my conscience, enter'd me.
Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble
The region of my breast ; which forc'd such way.
That many maz'd considerings did throng.

And press'd in with this caution. First, methought
I stood not in the smile of Heaven ; who had
Commanded nature, that my lady's womb.
If it cimccivd a male child by me, should
Do no more oflices of life to 't. than
The grave does to the dead ; for her male issue

Or died where they were made, or shortly .ifter

This world had air'd them : hence I took .i Ihcnight,

This w.is a judgment oi5 me ; that my kingiloin.

Well worthy the best heir o' the world, .sh.iuld not
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He gladded in 't by me : then follou-s, that
I weigh'il the danger which my reahns stood ill

IJy this n»y issue's fail ; and that gave to me
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling iji

The wild sea of iny conscience. I did steer
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are
Xrjw present here together ; that 's to say,
I nie.uit to rectify ray conscience,—which
I then did feel full sick, and yet not well,

—

lly all the rev'rend fathers of the land,
And doctors leam'd :—first I began in private
"^^'ith you, mj' lord of Lincoln ; you remember
How under my oppression I did reek,
H hen I first movd you.
Lin. Very well, my lie^e.

A". Hen. I have spoke long: be pleas d yourself
to say

How far you satisfied me.
Lin. So please your highness.

The question did at first so staigger me,

—

Bearing a state of mighty moment in t.

And consequence of dread.—that I committed
The daring'st counsel that I had to doubt

;

And did entreat your highness to this course
Whjch you are running here.
A' H€H. Then I mov'd you,

My lord of Canterbury, and got your leave
To make this present summons :—unsolicited
I left no reverend person in this court

;

Hut by particular consent proceeded
Under your hands and seals : therefore, go on

;

For no dislike i' the world against the person
Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points
ijf my alleged reasons, drive this for^vard:
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life
.\nd kingly dignity, we are contented
To wear our mortal state to come with her,
Katharine our queen, before the primest creature
That's paragon'd o' the world.
Cam. So please your highness,

The queen being absent, 'tis a needful fitness
That we adjourn this court till further day :

Meanwhile must be an earnest motion
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal
She_ intends imto his hohness. [ They rise to depart.

A'. Hen. [Aside.] 1 may perceive
These cardinals trifle with me : I abhor
This dilatory sloth and tricks of Rome.
My learn d and well-beloved servant Cranmer,
i'rythee. return ! with thy approach, I know.
My comfort comes along.—Break up the court

;

I say, set on. {Exeunt, in manner as they entered.

ACT III.

I do not like their coming, now I think on 't.

They should lie goo<l men; ihcir afiTairs as righteous;
But all hoods make not monks.

Enter Wolsey and Campeius.
/' 'ol. Peace to your highness

'

Q. Kath. Your graces find me here part of a house-
wife ;

I would be all, against the worst may happen.
\\'hat are your pleasures with me, reverend lords?

Il'ol. May it please you, noble madam, to withdraw
Into your private chamber, we shall give you
The full cause of our commg.

Q. K'ath. Speak it here ;

There's nothing I have done yet. o' my conscience.
Deserves a corner : would all other women
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do !

My lords, I care not. (so much I am happy
.\bove a number,) if my actions
Were tried by every tongue, every eye saw them,
Envy and base opinion set against them,
I know my life so even. If your business
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in.

Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing.
IFol. Tanta est erga te mentis inte^ritas, retina,

serenissima,—
O. Kath. O, good my lord, no Latin

;

1 am not such a truant since my coming.
As not to know the language 1 have liv'd in :

A strange tongue makes my cause more strange,
suspicious

;

Pray, speak in English : here are some will thank you.
If you speak truth, for their poor mistress' sake

;

Believe me, she has had much wrong : lord cardinal.
The willing'st sin I ever yet committed
May be absolv'd in English.

^Fol. Noble lady,
I am sorry my integrity should breed
(And service to his majesty and you)
So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant.
\Ve come not by the way of accusation,
To taint that honour every good tongue blesses.
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow

;

Vou have too much, good lady; but to know
you stand minded in the weighty difference

Between the king and you ; and to deliver.
Like free and honest men, our just opinions.
And comforts to your cause.
Cayn. Most honour'd madam,

My lord of York,—out of his noble nature.
Zeal and obedience he still bore your grace,

—

Forgetting, like a good man, your late censure
Both of his truth and him, (which was too far)
Offers, as I do, in sign of peace,
" is service and his counsel.

Q. Kath. \Aside.
] To betray me.

ood wills

;

SCENE I.-London. Palace at Bridewell. A Room \ \^^ ^"""^ti,
"'?"'' y°" *'°"' ^°'' >'""'' ?«'

in the Queen's Apartment. J
c speak like honest men : pray Gocl, ye prove so 1)

.

^ But how to make ve sudden van answp
T/te Queen, and soyne oy/ier -women at -work.

Q. Kath. Take thy lute, wench : my soul grows sad
with troubles

;

Sing, and disperse them, if thou canst: leave working.

SONG.
Orpheus tvith his lute made trees.
And tlie tnountain tops thatfreeze,
Bcw tlu»iselves, ivlien he did sin^:

To his music, plants andjfioJuers
Ever spruiij; : as sun and showers

Tlure lutd made a lasting spring.
Every thing that lieard him play.
Even t>u /iiUtnus o/tlie sea.
Hung their /leads, and then lay by.

In rweet music is sueh art.
Killing ca re andgrief,t/hea rt
Fait asleep, or hearing, die.

Enter a Gentleman.
Q. Kath. How now I

6f«/. Ant please your grace, the two great car-H ait in the presence. (dinals
? ^

"<i';
'Would they speak with ine 't

<jeui. rhcy will'd me say so, madam.
C Kath. Pray their gr.iccs

Fo come near. [/Jy// Gent.] What can be their
business

With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from favour !

uthow to make ye suddenly aii answer,
In such a point of weight, so near mine honour,
(More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit,
.\nd to such men of gravity and learning.
In truth, I know not. I was set at work
Among my maids ; full little. God knows, looking
Either for such men, or such business.
For her sake that I have been, (for I feel
The last fit of my greatness,) good yotr graces
Let me have time and counsel for my cause

:

Alas, I am a woman, friendless, hopeless

!

H'ol. Madam, you wrong the king's love with these
Your hopes and friends are infinite, I fears •

Q- Kath In England
But little for my profit : can you think, lords.
That any Englishman dare give me counsel?
Or be a known friend, 'gainst his highness' pleasure,
(Though he be grown so desperate to be honest,)
And live a subject ? Nay, forsooth, my friends,
1 hey that must weigh out my artlictions,
rhey that my trust must go to, live not here

:

They are, as all my other comforts, far hence.
In mine own country, lords.

,,!'"',",;
.

I would your grace
» ould leave your griefs, and take my counsel.

(J. Kath How, sir!
cam. Put your main cause into the king's pro-

tection

;

I le's loving, and most gracious : 'twill be much
Uoth for your honour better, and your cause

;
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1-or if the trial of the law o'ertake you,
You'll part away disgrac'd.
/AW.

"

He tells you ricjhtly.

Q, Kat/i. Ye tell me what ye wish for both,—my
ruin

:

Is this your Cliristian counsel ? out upon ye 1

Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a Judge
That no king can corrupt.

Cavt. Your rage mistakes us.

Q. Kath. The more shame for ye ! holy men I

thoug^ht ye, .

Upon my soul, two reverend cardinal virtues ;

But cardinal sms, and hollow hearts, I fear ye :

Mend them, for shame, my lords. Is this your
comfort?

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ?

A woman lost among ye, laugh'd at, scorn'd ?

I will not wish ye half my miseries ;

I have more charity : but say, I warn'd yc ;

Take heed, for heaven's sake, take heed, lest at once
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye.

}l'ol. Madam, this is a mere distraction;
You turn the good we offer into envy.

Q. Kaih. Ye turn me into nothing : woe upon ye,
And all such false professors I Would ye have me
(It ye have any justice, any pity ; .

If ye be aiiythmg but churchmen's habits)
Put ni)' sicli cause into his hands that hates me ?

Alas, lie has banished me his bed already

;

His love, too long ago ! I am old, my lords,
And all the fellowship I hold now with him
Is only my obedience. What can happen
To me above this wretchedness? all your studies
Make me a curse Uke this.

Cam. Your fears are worse.
Q. KaUi. Have I liv'd thus long—(let me speak

mj'self.

Since virtue finds no friends,)—a wife, a true one?
A woman (I dare say without vain-glory)
Never yet branded with suspicion J

Have 1 with all my full affections
StiU met the king? lov'd him next heaven? obey'd

him?
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him?
Almost forgot my prayers to content him?
And am I thus rewarded? 'tis not well, lords.
Bring me a constant woman to her husband.
One that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleasure ;

And to that woman, when she has done most.
Yet will I add an honour,— a great patience.

V/ol. Madam, you wander from the good we aim
at.

Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so guilty.
To give up willingly that noble title

Your master wed me to : nothing but death
Shall e'er divorce my dignities.

U'ol. Pray, hear me.
Q. Kath. Would I had never trod this English earth,

Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it

!

Ye have angels' faces, but heaven knows your hearts.
What will become of me now, wretched lady?
I am the most unhappy woman living.

\To her wotnc^i.] Alas, poor wenches, where are now
your fortunes I

Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity.

No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me
;

Almost no grave allow'd me :—like the lily.

That once was mistress of the field and flourish'd,

I'll hang my head and perish.
Il^ot. If your grace

Could but be brought to know our ends are honest.
You'd feel more comfort : why should we, good lady,
I'pon what cause, wrong you? alas, our places,
The way of our profession is against it

:

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow them.
For goodness' sake, consider what you do ,

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly
Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this carriage.
The hearts of prin'ces kiss obedience,
So much they love it ; but to stubborn spirits
They swell, and grow as terrible as storms.
I know you have a gentle, noble temper,
A soul as even as a calm : pray, think us [vants,
Tliose we profess, peace-makers, friends, and ser
Cam. M.idam, you'll find it so. You wrong youi

virtues
With these weak women's fears : a noble spirit.
As yours was put into you, ever casts

Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king loves

Beware you lose it not : for us, if you please [you ;

To trust us in your business, we are ready
To use our utmost studies in your service.

Q. Kath. Do what ye will, my lords : and, pray, for-

If I have us'd myself unmannerly

:

[give me.
You know I am a woman, lacking wit
To make a seemly answer to sucli persons.
Pray, do my service to his majesty :

He has my heart yet ; and shall have my prayers
While I shall have my life. Come, reverend fathers,
Bestow your counsels on me : she now begs,
Tliat little thought, when she set footing here,
She should have bought her dignities so dear.

{^Exeiiit:.

SCENE U.—Antechamber to the King's Apartment.

Enter the Duke of Norfolk, tlie Duke of Suffolk, the
Earl of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain.

Nor. If you will now unite in your complaints.
And force them with a constancy, the cardinal
Cannot stand under them : if you omit
The offer of this time, I cannot promise
But that you shall sustain more new disgraces
A\ith these you bear already.
Sur. I am joyful

To meet the least occasion that may give me
Remembrance ofmy father-in-law, the duke.
To be reveng d on him.
Su/. Which of the peers

Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at least
Strangely neglected? when did lie regard
The stamp ot nobleness in any person.
Out of himself?
Cham, My lords, you speak your pleasures :

What he deserves of you and me, I know ;

What we can do to him, (though now the time
Gives way to us,) I much fear. If you cannot
Bar his access to the king, never attempt
Any thing on hun ; for he hath a witchcraft
Over the king in his tongue.
Aor.

'

O fear him not

;

His spell in that is out : the king hath found
Matter against him. that for ever mars
The honey of his language. No, he 's settled,
Not to come off, in his displeasure.
Sur. Sir,

I should be glad to hear such news as this
Once every hour.

j\'or. Believe it, this is true :

In the divorce his contrary proceedings
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears.
As 1 would wish mule enemy.
Sur. How came

His practices to light ?

Suy. Most strangely.
Sur. O, how. how ?

Suy. The cardinal's letter to the pope miscarried.
And came to the eye o' the king : wherein was read,
That the cardinal did entreat liis holiness
To stay the judgment o' the divorce ; for if

It did take place, "/rfu," quoth he, "perceive
My A'l'nj^ is tangled in affection to

.I creature of the queen's, lady Anne Biillen."
Sur. Has the king this?
Su^: Believe it.

Sur. Will this work?
Cham. The king in this perceives him, how he

coasts
And hedges his owh way. But in this point
All his tricks founder, and he brings his physic
After his patient's death : the king already
Hath married the fair lady.
Sur. Would he had 1

Su/l May you be happy in your wish, my lord !

For I profess you have it.

Su>: Now, all my joy
Trace the conjunction!
Su/: My ainen to 't I

A'or. All men's
Su/l There 's order given for her coronation :

Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left

'Fo sonic ears unrecounted.—But, my lords.
She is a gallant creature, and complete
In mind and feature: I per.suade me, from her
A\'ill fall some blessing to this land, which shall
In it be mcmoriz'd.
Sur. But, will the king
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Digest this letter of the cardinal's f

Tlie Lord forbid I

Nor. Marry, amen I

Sii/'. No, no

:

There be more wasps that buzz about his nose,
"Will make this stinjj the sooner. Cardinal Canipeius
Is stolen away to Rome ; hath ta'en no leave

;

Has left the cause o' the king unhandled; and
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal,
To second all his plot. I do assure you
The king cried, ha 1 at this.

Chain. Now, God incense him,
.\nd let him cry ha ! louder 1

Nor, But, my lord,
AVhen returns Cranmer?
Suf. He is return'd, in his opinions ; which

Have satisfied the king for his divorce,
Together with all famous colleges
Almost in Christendom : shortly. I believe.
His second marriage shall be publish'd, and
Her coronation. Katharine no more
Shall be c.all'd queen, but princess dowager.
And widow to prince Arthur.
Nor. This same Cranmer's

A worthy fellow, and hath ta'en much pain
In the king's business.

"i'l/- He has ; and we shall see him
For it an archbishop.
Nor. So I hear.
Siif. 'Tis so.

The cardinal.
Enter Wolsey and Cromwell.

Nor. Observe, obsen-e, he 's moody.
JP'ol. The packet, Cromwell, gave it you the king?
Crotn. To his own hand in his bedchamber.
If'oi. Look d he o' the inside of the paper ?

Croin. Presently
He did unseal them : and the first he view'd,
He did it with a serious mind ; a heed
Was in his countenance. You he bade
Attend him here this morning.

iyol. Is he ready
To come abroad I

Crotn. I think, by this he is.

li'ol Leave me awhile,

—

(if;cf^ Cromwell.
It shall be to the duchess of Alencon,
The French Kings sister ; he sh.ill marry her—
Anne BuUen 1 No ; I'll no Anne Bullens for him :

There s more in 't than fair visage.—Bullen I

No, we'll no Bullens.—Speedily! wish
To hear front Rome.—The Marchioness of Pembroke !

Nor. He's discontented.
-'>"/. May be, he hears the king

Does whet his anger to him.
Su/. Sharp enough,

Lord, for thy justice I

ll''ol. The late queen's gentlewoman, a knight's
daughter.

To be her mistress' mistress I the queen's queen 1—
This candle burns not clear : 'tis I must snuff it

;

Then, out it goes.—What though I know her vutuous
And well deserving? yet I know her for
A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to
Our cause, that she should lie i' the bosom of
Our hardrul'd king. Again, there is sprung up
A heretic, an arch one, Cranmer, one
Hath crawld into the favour of the king,
And is his oracle.

jV"""- He is vex'd at something.
Sii/ I would 'twere something that would fret

The master-cord on s heart 1

•^"/- The king, the king I

hnter the King, readins: a schedule : a«rfLovell.
A'. Hen. What piles of wealth hath he acciunulated

To his own portion ! and what expense by the hour
Seems to flow from him 1 How, 'i the name of thrift.
Docs he rake this together J—Now, my lords,
Saw you the cardimaf?
Nor. \Advanci>ii;.\ My lord, we have

Stood here observing him : some strange commotion
Is ni his brain : he biles his Up, and starts

;

Stops on a sudden. lonks upon the ground.
Then Lays his finger on his temple ; straight
Springs out into fast g.iit ; then stops again,
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon nc casts
Ills eye against the nibon : in most strange postures
» e have seen huu set himself.
^- ^l'"- It may well be •

There is a mutiny in 's mind. This morning
Papers of state he sent me to peruse.
As I requir d : and wot you what I found
There, on my conscience, put unwittingly?
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing',

—

The several parcels of his plate, his treasure,
Rich stutfs, and ornaments of household ; which
1 find at such a proud rate, that it out-speaks
Possession of a subject.
Nor. It's heaven's will

:

Some spirit put this paper in the packet.
To bless your eye withal.

A'. Hen. If we did think
His contemplation were above the eartli.
And fix'd on spiritual object, he should still

Dwell in his musings : but I am afraid
His thinkings are below the moon, not worth
His serious considering,

{He take's his seat, and whispers Loveil,
who goes to Wolsey.

JVol. Heaven forgive me I

Ever God bless your highness.
A". Heft. Good my lord.

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which
You were now rtinning o'er : you have scarce time
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span,
To keep your earthly audit ; sure, in that
1 deem you an ill husband, and am glad
To have you therein my companion.

f!'ol. Sir,
For holy offices I have a time ; a time
To think upon the part of business which
I bear 'i the state ; and nature does require
Her times of preservation, which perforce
I, her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal.
Must give my tendance to.

A'.^ Heit. 'Vou have said well,
JFol. And ever may your highness yoke togethefi

As I will lend you cause, my doing well
With my well saying

!

A'. Hen. 'Tis well said again

;

And 'tis a kind of good deed to say well

:

And yet words are" no deeds. My father lov'd you ;

He said he did; and with his deed did crown
His word upon you. Since I had my ofiice,

1 have kept you next my hear: ; have not alone
Einjjloy'd you where high profits might come home.
But par'd my present havings, to bestow
My bounties upon you.
Wol. What should this mean ?

Sur. [Aside to the others.] The Lord increase this
business 1

A". Hen. Have I not made you
The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell mc,
If what I now pronounce you have found true :

.4nd, if you may confess it, say withal.
If you are bound to us, or no. What say you 1

Il'ol. My sov'reign, I confess, your royal graces,
Shower'd on me daily, have been more than could
My studied purposes requite ; which went
Beyond all man's endeavours :—my endeavours
H.v.-e ever come too short of my desires,
Yet nll'd with my abilities: mine own ends
1 Lave been mine so, that evennore they pointed
To the good of your most sacred person, and
The profit of the state. For your great graces
Heap'd upon me, poor undeserver, I

Can nothing render but allegiant thanks

;

My prayers to heaven for you ; my loyalty.
Which ever has and ever shall be growing,
Till death, that winter, kill it.

A'. Hen. Fairly answer'd ;A loyal and obedient subject is

Therein illustrated: the honour of it

Does pay the act of it : as, i' the contrary.
The foulness is the punishment. I presume,
That as my hand has open'd bounty to you.
My heart dropp'd love, my power rain'd honour, more
On you than any ; so your hand and heart.
Your brain, antf every function of your power.
Should, notwithstantfing that your bond of duty.
As "tw.re in love's particul.ir, be more
To me, your friend, th.iii any.

,
.,""'• I do profess,

1 hat for your highness' good I ever labour'd
More than mine own ; that am, have, and will be.
'1 hough all the world should track their duty to yoU,

£E
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And throw it from theif soul ; though perils did
Abound, as thick as thought could'make tlieni, and
Appear in forms more horrid, yet my duty,
As doth a rock against the chiding flood,

Should the approach of this wild river break,
And stand unshaken yours.

A'. /Yen. 'Tis nobly spoken :

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast,
For you have seen him open 't.—Read o'er tliis ;

[Giving him papers.
And after, this : and then to breakfast, with
What appetite you have.

\Exit.frowning upon Cardinal Wolsey :

the Nobles throng after hini^^ srnili7ig,

and whispering.
tl'oL What should this mean ?

What sudden anger's this ? how have I reap'd it 1

He parted frownmg from me. as if ruin
Leap'd from his eyes : so looks the chafed lion

Upon the daring huntsman that has gall'd him ;

Then makes him nothing. I must read this paper

;

I fear, the story of his anger.
—

"Tis so ;

This paper has undone me :
—

'Tis th' account
Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom,
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence,
Fit for a fool to fall by I What cross devil
Made me put this main secret in the packet
I sent the king?— Is there no way to cure this?
No new device to beat this from his brains 2

I know 'twill stir him strongly ; yet I know
A way, ifit take right, in spite of fortune
Will bring me off again.—What's this?—'* To the
The letter, as I live, with all the business [Pope ?"

I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell!
I have touch'd the highest point of all my greatness ;

And from that full meridian of my glory,
I haste now to my setting : I shall fall

Like a bright exhalation in the evening,
And no man see me more.
Re-enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the Earl

of Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain.
Nor. Hear the king's pleasure, cardinal : who com

mauds you
To render up the great seal presently
Into our hands ; and to confine yourself
To Asher-house, my lord of Winchester's,
Till you hear further from his highness,
WoL

'

Stay,
Where's your commission, lords? words cannot carry
Authority so weighty.
Siif Who dare cross them,

Bearing the king's will from his mouth expressly?
U'ol. Till I fnid more than will or words to do it,

(I mean your malice.) know, officious lords,
I dare and must deny it. Now I feel

Of what coarse metal ye are moulded,—envy:
How eagerly ye follow my disgraces.
As if it fed ye 1 and how sleek and wanton
Ye appear m every thing may bring my ruin 1

Follow your envious courses, men of malice ;

You have Christian warrant for them, and, no doubt,
In time will find their fit rewards. That seal
You ask with such a violence, the king
(Mine and j'our master) with his own hand gave me

;

Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours,
During my hfe; and to confirm his goodness,
Tied it by letters-patents :—now, who'll take it ?

Sur. The king, that gave it.

WoL It must be himself, then.
Siir, Thou art a proud traitor, priest.

U'ol. Proud lord, thou liest

:

Within these forty hours Surrey durst better
Have burnt that tongue than said so,

Snr. Thy ambition,
Thou scarlet sin, robb'd this bewailing land
Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law:
The heads of all thy brother cardinals
(With thee and all tliy best parts bound together)
Weigh'd not a hair of his Plague of your policy I

You sent mo deimty for Ireland;^
Far from his succour, from the king, from all

That might have mercy on the fault thou .£jav'st him;
Whilst your great goodness, out of holy pity,

Absolved hiin with an axe.
IVoL This, and all else

This talking lord can lay upon my credit.

I answer is most false. The duke by law

F"ound his deserts: how innocent I was
From any private malice in his end.
His noble jury and.foul cause can witness.
If I lov'd many words, lord, I .should tell you.
You have as little honesty as honour;
That, in the way of loyalty and truth
Toward the king, my ever royal master.
Dare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be,

And all that love his follies.

_ '.r By my soul,

Your long coat, priest, protects you; thou shouldst
feel

My sword i" the life-blood of thee else.—My lords,

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ?

And from this fellow? If we live thus tamely,
To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet.

Farewell nobility ; let his grace go forward,

And dare us with his cap, like larks.

IVoL All goodness
Is poison to thy stomach.
Sur. Yes, that goodness

Of gleaning all the land's weakh into one,

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion;

The goodness of your intercepted packets,

You "writ to the pope, against the king : your good-
ness,

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious.

My lord of Norfolk,—as you are truly noble.

As you respect the common good, the state

Of our despis'd nobility, our issues.

Who, if he live, will scarce be gendemen
Produce the grand sum of his sins, the articles

Collected from his life :—I'll startle you
Worse than the sacring bell, when the brown wench
Lay kissing in your arms, lord cardinal

Jl'ol. Howmuch. methinks, I could despise this man,
But that I am bound in charity against it.

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the king's

But, thus much, they are foul ones. [hand :

ll'oc. So much fairer

And spotless shall mine innocence arise.

When the king knows my truth.

Snr. This cannot save you.

I thank my memory. I yet remember
Some of these articles ; and out they shall.

Now. if you can blush, and cry guilty, cardinal.
You'll show a little honesty.

U'ol. Speak on, sir;

I dare your worst objections : if I blush,

It is to see a nobleman want manners.
Siir. I had rather want those than my head.—

Have at you 1

First, that, without the king's assent or knowledge,
You wrought to be a legate ; by which power
You maim'd the jurisdiction of all bishops,
Nor. Then, that in all you writ to Rome, or else

To foreign princes. Ego et Rex mens
Was still inscrib'd ; in which you brought the king
To be your servant.

Snf Then, that, without the knowledge
Hither of king or council, when you went
Ambassador to the emperor, you made bold
To carry into Flanders the great seal.

Suy. item, you sent a large commission.
To Gregory de Cassalls, to conclude,
Without the king's will or the state's allowance,
A league between his highness and Ferrara.
Si<f That, out of mere ambition, you have caus'd

Your holy hat to be stamp'd on the king's coin.

Snr. Then, that you nave sent innumerable sub-
stance,

(By what means got, I leave to your own conscience,)
To furnish Rome, and to prepare the ways
You liave for dignities ; to the mere undoing
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are";

Which, since they are of you. and odious,
I will not taint my mouth with.

Ck<i>n. O my lord.

Press nul a falling man too far ; 'tis virtue :

His faults Ue open to the laws ; let them.
Not you, correct liim. My heart weeps to see him
So litlle of his great selfl

Sur. I forgive him.
Sff Lord cardinal, the king's further pleasure ia;<

Because all those things you have done of late,

By your power legatiiie, within this kingdom,
Fall into the compass of a. pmmmiirt;—
That therefore such a writ be sued against you;
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To forfeit all your ^oods. lands, tenements.
Chattels, and whatsoever, and to be
Uut of the king's protection :—this is my chajge.
Xor. Antl so we'll leave you to yciir meditations

How to live better. For your stubborn answer
About the giving back the ijreat seal to us.

The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thank you
So fare-you-well, my little good lord cardinal.

[I:xeii>ilaU except Wolsey
U'ol. So, farewell to the little good you bear nie.

F.arewell, a long farewell, to all my gi*catness I

This is the state of man : to-day he puts forth

The tender leaves of hope ; to-morrow blossoms.
And bears his blushing honours thick upon him :

The third day comes a frost, a killing frost

;

.•\nd,—when he thinks, good easy man, full surely
His greatness is a ripening,—nips his root.

.\nd'then he falls, as 1 do. I have vcntur'd.
Like little wanton boys that swim on blidders.
This many summers \n a sea of glory

;

But far beyond my depth ; myhigli blo\vn pride
At length broke under me ; and now has left me,
"Weary and old with service, to tha mercy
r>f a rude stream, that must for ever hide me.
\'ain pomp and glory of this world, X hate ye :

1 feel my heart new open'd. O, how wretched
Is that poor man that hangs on princes' favours :

There is, betwixt tliat smile we would aspire to,

That sweet aspect of princes, and their ruin.

More pangs and fears than wars or women have:
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer,
Never to hope again.

—

Enter Cromwell, aniazedly.
Why, how now, Cromwell I

Croin. I have no power to speak, sir.

U'ol. ^\'hat, amaz'd
At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder
A great man should decline ? Nay, an you weep,
I am f:!llen indeed.
Croni. How does your grace ?

U'ol. Why, weU
;

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell.
1 know myself now ; and I feel within me
,\ peace above all earthly dignities,

A still and quiet conscience. The king has cur'd me,
1 humbly thank his giace ; and from these shoulders,
These ruin'd pillars, out of pity, taken
\ load would sink a navy, too much honour:
' >, 'tis .a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden
loo heavy for a man that hopes for heaven I

Crotn. I am glad your grace has made that right
use of it.

Ji'oi. I hope 1 have : I am able now, methinks,
f'')ut of a fortitude of soul 1 feel)

To endure more miseries, .and greater far.

Than my weak-he.arted enemies dare olTer.

"What news abroad?
Crow. The heaviest and the worst,

Is your displeasure with the king.
U'ol. God bless him I

Crotn. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chosen
Lord cliancellor in your place.

U'ol. Tlwt's somewhat sudden :

liut he's a learned man. May he continue
I .ong in his highness' favour, and do justice
) or truth's sake, and his conscience ; that his bones,
^\'hcn he has run his course and sleeps in blessings.
May have a tomb of orphans' tears wept on them.
\\'hat more?
Crom. That Cranmer is rctum'd with welcome,

Inst.dl'd lord archbishop of Canterbury.
U'ol. That's news indeed

!

Crom. Last, that the lady Anne,
Whom the kingh.ith in secrecy long married.
This day wasview'd in open, as his queen,

< ,oing to chapel : and the voice is now
Only .about her coronation.

U'ol. There was the weight that pull'd me down.
O Cromwell.

The king has gone beyond me : all my glories
In that one woman I have Inst for ever:
No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours.
Or gild again the noble troops that waited
Upon my smiles. Go, get thee from mc, Cromwell;
I .'im ,a poor fatten man. \mworthy now
To t>cthy lord and m.i«.ter : seek the king ;

Crtiai sun. 1 pray, may never set !) I have told him
What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee

;

Some little memory of me will stir him,
(1 know his noble nature.) not to let

Thy hopeful service perish too: good Cromw<^"l.
Neglect him not ; make iise now, and provide
For thine own future srjety.
Crom. O my lord,

Must I, then, leave you? must I needs forego
So good, so noble, and so true a master?
Hear witness, ?J1 tliat have not hearts of iron.

Witli what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord.

—

The king shall have my service ; but my prayers.
For ever and for ever, shall be yours.

U'ol. Cromwell, I did not tliink to shed a tear
In all my miseries : but thou hast forc'd me,
<!)ut of thy honest trutli, to play the woman.
Let's dry our eyes : and thus lar he.ir me, Cromw,;',?

;

And,—when I am forgotten, as I sliall be.
And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention
Of me more must be heard of,—say, I taught tliee.

Say. Wolsey.—that once trod the ways of glory.
And sounded all the depths and shoals of lionour,

—

Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in ;

.A sure and safe one, though tliy master miss'd it.

.Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me.
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling .away ambition :

By that sin fell the angels ; how can man, then,
The image of his Maker, hope to win by 't?

Love thyself last : cherish those hearts that hate thee;
Corruption wins not more than honesty.
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace.
To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not.
Let all the ends thou aim'st at be tliy country's.
Thy God's, and truth's ; then if thou fall'st. O Cromwell,
Thou fall'st a blessed martyr. Serve the king ;

And,—pr'ythee, lead me in :

There take an inventory of all I have.
To the last penny ; 'tis the king's : my robe.
And my integrity to heaven, is all

I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Cromwell 1

Had I but serv'd my God with half the zeal
I serv'd my king, he would not in mine age
Have left me natied to mine enemies.
Crom. Good sir, have patience.
U^ol. So I have. Farewell

The hopes of court I my hopes in heaven do well.

VExeuHt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.

—

A Street in U'estmtttster

Enter two Gentlemen, jutrti?/^.

1 Cell. You arc well met once again.
2 6V«. So are you. [behold
1 Cen. You come to take your stand here, and

The lady Anne pass from her coronation ?

2 Gefi, 'Tis all my business. At our last encounter.
The duke of Buckingham came from his trial.

1 Gen. 'Tis very true : but that lime alfer'd sorrow,
This, general joy.

2 (ien. 'Tis well : the citizens,

I am sure, have shown at full tlietr royal minds ;

As, let tliem liave their rights, they are ever forward
In celebration of this d.iy witli shows.
Pageants, and sights of lionour.

1 Gen. Never greater

;

Nor, I'll assure you, better taken, sir.

2 Gen. May I be bold to ask what that contains.
That paper in your hand

!

1 Gen. Yes ; 'tis the list

Of those that claim their offices this d.iy,

By custom of the coron.ation.
riie ttiike of Sulfulk is the lirst, and claims
To t,e higli stew.int ; ne.vt, the duke of Norfolk,
He to be ead m.irshal : you may re.ul the rest.

2 Gen. 1 thank you, sir : had I not known those
customs,

I shoiiUi liave been beholden to your p.aper.
liut, I beseech you, what's become of katharine,
Itie princess dowager? how goes her business ?

I (jin. That I can tell you too. The archbishop
of Canterbury, accompanied with other
Learned and reverend f.athers of his order.
Held a late court .it Dunslatite, six miles off
From Amplliiti, wliere the princess lay ; to which
Slie was ofleu cite<I by thcni, but ap|>car'd not

:

And, to be short* for not appearance, and
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1 he king's late scruple, by the main assent
Of all these learned men she was tlivorc'd,

And the late marriage made of none effect

:

Since which she was removed to Kimbolton,
Where she remains now, sick.

3 Gen. Alas, good lady 1—
[ Trumpets.

The trumpets sound ; stand close, the queen is coming.

The Order of the Procession.

A livelyJloiirish oy iritntpets ; theji^ enter

1, Tzm Judges.
2. Lord Chancellor, -with the purse and mace before

him.
3 Choristers, singing: [.Music.

4. Mayor of London, bearing the mace. Then Garter,
in his coat of arms, and on his head a gilt
copper crown.

5. Marquess Dorset, bearing a sceptre ofgold, on his
head a denii-coronal of gold. With him, the
Earl of Surrey, bearing the rod of silver -with the
dove, crowned with an earl's coronet. Collars
efSS.

6. Duke of Suffolk, 2« his robe of estate, his coronet
on his head, bearitig a long white wand, as high-
steward. With him, the Duke of Norfolk, luith
tile rod of marshalship, a coronet on his Itead.

Collars of SS.

J. A canopy borjie byfour ofthe Cinque-ports ; under
it, the Queen in Iier robe ; in her hair, richly
adorned luith pearl, croiuned. On each side of
lier, the Bishops of London and Winchester.

8. The old Duchess of Norfolk, in a coronal of gold,
luroughtwithjiowers, bearing the Queen's train.

9. Cer-tain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets

ofgold ivithoutflowers.
2 Gen. A royal train, believe me.—These I know :

—

Who's that that bears the sceptre?
1 Gent. Marquess Dorset

:

And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod.
2 Goit. A bold brave gentleman. That should be

The duke of Suffolk?
1 Gen. Tis the same ; high-steward.
2 Gen. And that my lord of Norfolk?
1 Gen. Yes.
2 Gen. [L ooking on the Queen.] Heaven bless thee

Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look'd on.

—

Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel

:

Our king has all the Indies in his arms.
And more and richer, when he strains that lady :

I cannot blame his conscience.
1 Ge}it. Thej' that bear

The cloth of honour over her, are four barons
Of the cinque-ports.
2 Gen. Those men are happy ; and so are all, are

near her.

I take it, she that carries up the train
Is that old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk.

1 Gen. It is ; and all the rest are countesses.
2 Gen. Their coronets say so. These are stars

And sometimes falling ones. [indeed

;

1 Gen. No more of that.

[Exit Procession, ivith a greatflourish of
Trumpets.

Enter a third Gentleman.
God save you, sir 1 AVhere have you been broiling ?

3 Gen. Among the crowd i' the abbey ; where
finger

Could not be wedg'd in more : I am stifled

With the mere rankness of their joy.
2 Gen. You saw the ceremony 2

3 Gen. That I did.

1 Ge7i. How was it?

3 Ge7i. Well worth the seeing.
2 Gen. Good sir, speak it to "us.

3 Gen. As well as I am able. The rich stream
Of lords and ladies, having brought the queen
To a prepar'd place in the choii, fell off

A distance from her : while her grace sat down
To rest a while, some half an hour or so.

In a rich chair of state, opposing freely
The beauty of her person to the people :

Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman
That ever lay by man : which when the people
'lad the full view of, such a noise arose
As the shrouds m.ike at se.i in a stiff tempest.
As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks,
(Doublets, I think) flew up ; and had their faces

Act \_

Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy
I ne\er saw before. Great-bellied women.
That had not half a week to go, like rams
In the old time of war, would shake the press.
And make them reel before them. No man living
Could say, " This is my wife," there; all were woven
So strangely in one piece.
2 Gen. But, what followed!

3 Ge>i. At length her grace rose, and with modes!
paces

Came to the altar ; where she kneel'd, and, saint-like, •

Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray'd devoutly.
Then rose again, and bow'd her to the people ;

When by the archbishop of Canterbury
She had all the royal makings of a queen ;

As holy oil, Edward Confessor's crown,
The rod, and bird of peace, and all such emblems
Laid nobly on her : which perform'd, the choir.
With all the choicest music of the kingdom.
Together sung TV Deittn. So she parted.
And with the same full state pac'd back again
To York-place, where the feast is held.

1 Gen. Sir,

You must no more call it York-place, that's past;
For .since the cardinal fell, that title's lost

:

'Tis now the king's, and call'd Whitehall.
3 Gen. I know it

But 'tis so lately alter'd, that the old name
Is fresh about me.

2 Gen. What two reverend bishops
Were those that went on each side of the queen ?

3 Goi. Stokesly and Gardiner; the one of Win-
chester.

(Newly preferr'd from the king's secretary;)
The other, London.
2 Gen. He of Winchester

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's.
The virtuous Cranmer.
3 Gen, All the land knows that

:

However, yet there's no great breach ; when it comes,
Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him.

2 Gen. Who may that be, I pray you ?

3 Gen. Thomas Cromwell;
."V man in much esteem with the king, and truly
A worthy friend. The king
Has made him master o' the jewel-house,
And one, already, of the privy-counciU
2 Gen. He will deserve more.
3 Gen. Yes, without all doubt.

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my way, which
Is to the court, and there ye shall be my guests :

Something I can command. As I walk thither,
I'll tell ye more.
Both. You may command us, sir.

[Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Kimbolton.
Enter Katharine, Dowager, sick : led behueen

Griffith and Patience.

Grif. How does your grace ?

K:alh. O Griffith, sick to death ;

1^'ly legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth.
Willing to leave their burden. Reach a chair :

—

So—, now, methinks, I feel a little ease.
Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou ledd'st me.
That the great child of honour, cardinal Wolsey,
Was de.ad ?

G>''f. Yes, madam ; but I think your grace.

Out of the pain you suffer'd, gave no ear to 't.

fjath. Pr'ythee, good Griffith, tell me how he died

:

If well, he stepp'd before me, happily.
For niy e.\ample.
Grif. Well, the voice goes, madam :

For after the stout earl Northumberland
.Arrested him at York, and brought him forward
(As a man sorely tainted) to his answer.
He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill.

He could not sit his mule.
A'at/i. .^las, poor man !

Gnf. At last, with easy roads, he came to Leicester;
Lodg'd in the ab'oey ; where the reverend abbot.
With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him ;

To whom he gave these words,—" Ofather abbot.

An old man,"broken with the storms ofstate.
Is come to lay his weary bones amongye:
Give him a little earthfor charity .'"

So went to bed ; where eagerly his sickness
Pursu'd him still : and, three nirhts after this.
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About the hour of eight, (which he himself

Foretold should be his last,) full of repentance,

Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows,

He gave his honours to the world again,

His'blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace.

Kath. So may he rest ; his faults Ue gently on him 1

Yet thus far. Griffith, give me leave to speak liiin.

And yet with charity :—He was a man
Of uu unbounded stomach, ever ranking
Himself with princes ; one, th.it, by suggestion.

Tied all the kingdom : simony was fair play ;

His own opinion w.-is his law : i' the presence
lie would say untruths ; and be ever double.

Both in his words and meaning. He was never,

But where he meant to ruin, pitiful

:

His promises were, as he then was, mighty ;

But his performance, as he is now, nothing.
Of his own body he was ill, and gave
The clergy ill example.
Grif. Noble madam,

Men's evil manners Uve in brass ; their virtues

\Ve write in water. May it please your higlmess
To hear me speak his good now J

Kath. Yes, good Griffith,

I were malicious else.

Gri/. This cardinal.

Though from a humble stock, undoubtedly
Was (ashion'd to nuich honour from his cradle.

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one ;

E,\ceedin^ wise, fair-spoken, and persuading

:

Lofty ana sour to them that lov'd him not

;

But. to those men that sought him, sweet as summer.
And though he were unsatisfied in getting,

(Which was a sin.) yet in bestowing, madam.
He was most princely : ever witness for him
Those tivins of learning, that he rais'd in you,
Ipswich, and Oxford I one of which fell with him,
Unwilling to outlive the good that did it

;

The other, though unfinish'd. yet so famous.
So excellent in art, and still so rising.

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue.

His overthrow heap'd happiness upon him.
For then, and not till then, he felt himself.

And found the blessedness of being little 1

And, to add greater honours to his age
Than man could give him, he died fearing God.
Kath. After my death 1 wish no other herald.

No other speaker of my living actions.

To keep mine honour from corruption.
But such an honest chronicler as Gritfith.

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me,
"With thy religious truth and modesty.
Now in liis ashes honour : peace be with him I

Patience, be near me still : and set me lower :

I ha%'e not long to trouble thee.—Good Griffith,

Cause the nmsicians play me that sad note
1 namd my knell, whilst I sit meditating
On that celestial harmony I go to.

[.y.zrt? and solefnn music.
Grif. She Is asleep : good wench, let "s sit down

quiet.
For fear we wake her : softly, gentle Patience.

Th^ yision, F.nUr^ soUinitly trippint^ one after att-

otttfr, six Personaj^es, clad in white robes^ -wear-
iug on their he-ads garlands of bays, and golden
vizards on their faces ; branches of bays, or
palm, in tluir hands. TIteyfirst congee unto her,
then dance ; and, at certain changes, thefirst t-.uo

hold a spare garland over Iter head: at which,
the other four make reverend cotirt'sies : then,
the two that held the garland deliver the same to

(he other next two. ivho observe tlie same order
in their chanties, and holding the i^arland o-.er

iter head : which done, they deliver the same
garland to the last two, who likrruise observe the
same order; at which, (as it were by inspira-
tion,) s/te makes in her sleep si^ns of rejoicing,

and holdeth itp Iter hands to heaven : and so in
their da7icing they vanish, carrying the garland
with theJH, The mi<sic continues.

Kath. Spirits of peace, where arc ye I Are ye a\\

gone.
And leave me here in wretchedness behind yet

lirif Madam, we are here.
Kath. It is not you I ciU for
aw ye none enter, since I slept J

Grif, None, madam.

Kath. No? Saw you not. even now, a blessfed

Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces [troop

Cist thousand beams upon me. Hke the sun?
They promis'd me eternal happiness :

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel

I am not worthy yet to wear : I shall

Assuredly.
Grif. I am most joyful, madam, such good dreams

Possess your fancy.
Kath. Bid the music leave.

They are harsh and heavy to me. \.Uitsic ceases.

Pat. Do you note
1 low nuich her grace is alter'd on the sudden ?

How long lier face is drawn ? How pale she looks.
And of an earthy cold? Mark her eyes !

Gri/. She is going, wench : praj', pray.
Pat. Heaven comfort her I

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. An 't like your grace.—
Kath. You are a saucy fellow:

Deserve we no more reverence ?

Grif Y'ou are to blame.
Knowing she will not lose her wonted greatness.
To use so rude behaviour : go to, kneel.

.Mess. I humbly do entreat your highness' pardon

;

My haste made me mmiannerly. There is staying
.\. gentleman, sent from the king, to see you.
Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith : but this fellow

Let me ne'er see again.
[It.xeujtt Griffith and Messenger.

Re-enter Griffith, ivith Capucius.
If my sight fail not,

You should be lord ambassador from the emperor,
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius.
Cap. Madam, the same, your servant.
Kath. O my lord,

The times and title now are alter'd strangely
With me. since first you knew me. But, 1 pray you.
What is your pleasure with me ?

Cap. Noble lady.
First, mine own service to your grace ; the next.
The king's request that I would visit you ;

Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me
Sends you his princely commendations.
And heartily entreats you take good comfort.
Kath. O, my good lord, that comfort comes toa

'Tis like a pardon after execution : [late;

That gentle physic, given in time, had cur'd me ;

But now I am past aU comforts here, but prayers,
jHow does his highness J

Cap. Madam, in good health
Kath. So may he ever do ! and ever flourish,

\\'hen I sliall dwell with worms, and my poor name
lianish'd the kingdom !—Patience, is that letter,

I c.aus'tl you write, yet sent away ?

Pat. No, madam.
[Giving it to Katharine.

Kath. Sir. I most humbly pray you to deUvcr
This to my lord the king.
Cap. Most willingly, madam.
Kath. In which I have commended to his goodness

The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter

:

fhe dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her I

—

Beseeching him to give her virtuous breeding
;

(She is young, and of a noble modest nature :

I hope, she will deserve well,) and a little

To love her for her mother's sake, that lov'd him,
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity
Upon my wretched women, that so long
Have follow (1 both my fortunes faithfully :

Of which there is not one, I dare avow,
(.\nd now I should not lie,) but will deserve,
For virtue and true beauty of the soul,
I'or honesty and decent carri.ige,
A right gooti husband, let him be a noble ;

And, sure, those men are happy that shall have them
The last is, for my men :—they are the poorest.
But poverty could never draw them from me ;

—

That they may h.aye their wages duly paid them.
And something oCer to remember me by :

If heaven had plcas'd to li.ive given me longer life.

And able means, we had not |).-irled thus.
These are the whole contents :—and, good my lord,
By th.it you love the dearest in this world,
As you wish Christian oeace to souls departdl.
Stand these poor people- 's friend, and urge tlie king
To do me this last right.
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Cap. By heaven, I will,

Or let me lose the fashion of a man !

Kath. I thank you. honest lord. Remember me
In all humility unto liis hig^hness :

Say, his Ioul; trouble now is passing
Out of this world ; tell him, in death I bless'd him,
For so I will.—Mine eyes grow dim.—Farewell
My lord.—Griffith. fareweU.—Nay, Patience,
You must not leave me yet : I must to bed ;»

Call in more women.r-When I am dead, good wench,
Let me be usd with honour ; strew me over
Willi maiden flowers, that all the world may know
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me,
Then lay me forth : although unqueen'd, yet hke
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me.
I can no more. \_Exeuht^ leading Katharine.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—London. A GalU-ry in the Palace.

Enter Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester, a Pag^e luith
a torch be/ore hitn ; hiet by Sir Thomas Lovell.

Gar. It's one o'clock, boy, is "t not?
Eoy. It hath struck.
Gar. These should he hours for necessities.

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature
With comforting repose, and not for us
To waste these times.—Good hour of night. Sir

Thomas I

Whither so late?
J-oro. Came you from the king, my lord ?

Gar. I did. Sir Thomas ; and left them at primero
With the duke of Suffolk.
Lov. I must to him too.

Before he go to bed. I'll take my leave.
Gar. Not yet. Sir Thomas Lovell. ^^'hat's the

It seems you are in haste : an if there be [matter V

No great offence belongs to 't, give your friend
Some touch of your late business : affairs, that walk
(As they say spirits do) at midnight, have
In them a wilder nature, than the business
That seeks despatch by day.

/.(??'. My lord, I love you
;

And durst commend .1 secret to our ear
Much weightier than this work. The queen's ii

T'hey say, in great extremity; and fear'd, [labour
She'll with the labour end.
Gar. The fruit she goes with

I pray for heartily, that it may find
Ciood time, and live : but for the stock, Sir Thomas,
1 wish it grubb'd up now.

/.iw. Methinks I could
Cry the amen ; and yet my conscience says
She's a gootl creature, and, sweet lady, does
Deserve our better wishes.
Gar. But, Sir, Sir,—

Hear me. Sir Thomas : you 're a gentleman
Of mine own way ; I know you wise, religious

;

And, let me tell you, it will ne'er be well^

—

'Twill not, Sir Thomas Lovell. t,ike "t of me.

—

Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she.
Sleep in their graves.
Lov. Now, Sir, you speak of two

The most remark'd i' the kingdom. As for Crom-
well,—

Beside that of the jewel-house, is made master
O' the rolls, and the king's secretary; further, .Sir,

Stands in tlie gap and trade of more preferments,
"With which the time will load him. Th' archbishop
Is the king's hand and tongue ; and who dare speak
One syllable against him?

Gar. "i'es. yes. Sir Thomas,
There are that dare; and I myself have ventur'd
To speak my mind of him : arid indeed this day,
Sir, {i may tell it you,) I think I have
Incens'd the lords u' the council, that he is

{For so I know he is, they know he is.)

A most arch heretic, .a pestilence
That docs infect the
Have broken witi

(»iven ear to our <

And princely c;ir

Dur reasons laitl 1

To-morrow mor

land: ith which they mov'd,
"li'i hath so far
'his great grace

,
'iiuse fell riiischiefs

It.uli conuuanded
>uncil-board

lie be convented. He 's a rank weed. Sir Thomas,

And we must root him out. From your affairs
I hinder you too long : good night Sir Thomas.
Lov. Many good nights, my lord : I rest your ser-

vant.
I
Exeunt Gardiner and I'.ige.

As Lovell IS going out, enter the King and the Duke
of Suffolk.

A". Hen. Charles, I will play no more to-night

;

My minds not on 't ; you are too hard for me.
Siif. Sir, I did never win of you before.
A'. Hen. But little, Charles ;

Nor shall not, when my fancy's on my play.

—

Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news ?

Lo^i. I could not personally deliver to her
What you commanded me, but by her woman
I sent your message : who return d her tlianks
In the greatest humbleness, and desir'd your highnesb
.Most heartily to pray for her.

A'. Hen. What say'st thou, ha ?

To pray for her ? what, is she crying out ?

Lov. So s.iid her woman ; and that her sufferance
Almost each pang a death. [made

A'. Hen. Alas, good lady 1

Siif. God safely quit her of her burden, and
AVith gentle travail, to the gladding of
Your highness with an heir 1

K. Hen. "Tis midnight, Charles

;

Pr'ythee, to bed ; and in thy prayers reniember
The estate ofmy poor queen. Leave me alone ;

For I must think of that, which company
Would not be friendly to.

Sn/. I wish your highness
A quiet night ; and my good mistress will

Remember in my prayers.
Hen. Charles, good night.

{Exit Suffolk.
Enter Sir Anthony Denny.

Well, Sir, what follows?
Den. Sir, I have brouglit my lord the ai'chbishop.

As you conunanded me'.

K. Hen. Ha 1 Canterbury ?

Den. Ay, my good lord.
K. Hen. 'Tis true : where is he, Denny ?

Den. He attends your highness' pleasure.
A'. Hen. Bring him to us.

\lixit Denny.
Lot/. \AsideP\ This is about that which the bishop

spake

:

I am happily come hither.

lie-enter Denny, with Cranmer.
A". Hen. Avoid the gallery.

[ Lovell seems to stay.
Ha !— I have said.—Begone.
What !

—

[Exeunt Lovell and Denny.
Cran. [Aside.'\ I am fearful:—wherefore frowns he

thus 1

'Tis his aspect of terror All's not well.

A' Hen. How now, my lordl 'i'ou do desire to

Wherefore I sent for you. [know
Cran. [K}ice/ing.

|
It is my duty

To attend your highness' pleasure.
A'. Hen. Pray you, arise.

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury.
Come, you and I must walk a turn together

;

I have news to tell you : come, con\e, give me your
hand.

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak.
And am right sorry to repeat what follows :

I have, and most unwillinglj'. of late

Heard many grievous, I clo say, my lord.

Grievous complaints of you ; which, being consider'd.
Have mov'd us and our council, that you shall

This morning come before us ; where. I know,
V'ou cannot with such freedom purge yourself,

But that, till further trial in those charges
Which will require your answer, you must take
V'our patience to you, and be well contented
To make your house our Tower : you a brother of us.

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness

Would come against you.
Cran. 1 humbly thank your highness ;

And am right glad to catch this good occasion

Most thoroughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff

.\nd corn shall rty asunder : for, I know,
There's none st,ands imder more calumnious tongues
Th.Hu 1 myself, poor niJVi.

A'. lfe>i. Stand up, good Canterburjj
Thy truth, and thv integrity, is roote<l

In us, thy friend. Give me thy hand, stand up:
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Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy-dame,
Wliat m.inner of m.in are you f My lord, I look'd

Vou Hould have given me your petition, that

I should have ta'en some pains to bring together
Yourself and your accusers ; and to have heard you,

Without indurance, further.

Crnii. Most dread lieg-e,

The good I stand on is my truth and honesty

:

If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies,
WiU triumph o'er my person ; which I weigh not,

Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing
What can be said against me.
K. Hot. Know you not

How your state stands i' the world, with the whole
world?

Your enemies are many, and not small ; their practices
Must bear tlie same proportion ; and not ever
The justice and the truth o" the question carries

The due o' the verdict with it : at what ease
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt
To" swear against you ? such things have been done,
You are potently oppos'd ; and with a malice
Of as great size, w een you of better luck,

I mean in perjured witness, than your master,
Whose minister you are. whiles here he liv'd

Upon this naughty earth ? Go to. go to ;

Y'ou take a precipice for no leap of danger.
And woo your own destruction.

Craii. God and your majesty
Protect mine innocence, or I fall into
Tlie trap is laid for me I

A'. Hen. Be of good cheer ;

They shall no more prevail, than we give way to.

Keep comfort to you ; and this mornmg. see
You do appear before them : if they shall chance,
In charging you with matters, to commit you.
The best persuasions to the contrary
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties
Will render you no remedy, this ring
Deliver them, and your appeal to us
There make before them.—Look, the good man

weeps

!

He's honest, on mine honour. God's blest mother

!

I swear, he is true-hearted ; and a soul
None better in my kingdom.—Get you gone,
And do .'IS I have bid you.

—

\Exit Cranmer.] He has
strangled

His language in hLs tears.
Fitter Old Lady.

Gen, \}Vithin.\ Comeback: what mean you?
Old L. Ill not come back : the tidings that I bring

Will make my boldness manners.—Now, good angels
Fly o'er thy royal he.id, and shade thy person
Under their blessed wings I

A'. Hen. Now, by thy looks
I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver'd?
Say. ay ; and of a boy.
Old I.. Ay, ay, my liege ;

And of a lovely boy : the God of heaven
Both now and ever bless her !

—
'tis .a girl.

Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen
Desires your visitation, and to be
Acquainted with this straiiger: 'tis as like you
As cherry is to cherry.

A". Hen. Lovell,

—

Re-enter Lovcll.
Lov. Sir ?

A". Hen. Give her a hundred marks. I'll to the
queen. \P.xit.

Old L. A hundred marks I By this light, 111 ha'
An ordinary groom is for such payment. (more.
1 will have more, or scold it out of him.
Said I for this, the girl was like to him?
I will have more, or else unsay 't ; and now.
While it is hot. III put it to the issue. \F.xeiinl.

SCENIi \\.—Tlu Lobby he/ore the Council Chamber.

/:'«/«- Cranmer; Servants, Door-Kccper, fi"c.,

attending.

Cran. I hope I am not too late ; and yet the gen-
tleman,

Th.it was sent to me from the council, pray'd mc
To m.ike great h.i-.te.— All fasti wh.it means thi^?
Who >v.-uts there ?—Sure, you know me t (— 1 1 o I

D. Keet. -yes, my lord ;

But yet I cannot help you.

Cran. Why?
D. Keep. Your grace must wait till you be call'd for.

Enter Doctor Butts.

Cran. So.
Kntls. \Aside.\ This is a piece of malice, I am gl.id

I came this way so happily ; tlie king
Sh.all understand it presently. \E.sit.

Cran. YAside.] 'Tis Butts,

The king's physician : as he past along.
How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me !

Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace I For certain.

This is of purpose laid by some that hate nie,

(God turn their hearts ! I never sought their malice,)
To quench mine honour : they would shame to make
Wait else at door, a fellow counsellor, [me
'Mong boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their pleasures
Must be fullilld, and I attend with patience.

Enter, at a luindow ab&z'e, the King and Butts.
Butts. I'll show your grace the strangest sight,

—

A'. Hen. What's tliat. Butts:

Butts. I think your highness saw tliis many a day.
A'. Hen. Body o' me, where is it t

Butts. There, my lord.

The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury

;

Who holds his state at doors, 'mongst pursuivants.
Pages, and footboys.

A'. Hen. Ha I 'Tis he, indeed :

Is this the honour they do one another?
'Tis well there's one above them yet. I had thought.
They had parted so much honesty among them,
{At least, good manners,) as not thus to suffer

A man of nis place, and so near our favour.
To dance attendance on their lordships' pleasures,
And at the door too, like a post with packets.
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery :

Let them alone, and draw the curtain close :

We shall hear more anon. [Exeunt abo'oc.

Tlie Council Chamber.
Enter the Lord Chancellor, the Duke of Suffolk, tlte

Duke of Norfolk, Earl of Surrey, Lord Chamber-
lain, Gardiner, and Cromwell. The Chancellor
places himselfat the upper end. ofthe table on the

left hand ; a seat bein^ left void above him, as
for the Archbishop of Canterbury. The rest seal
themselves in order on each side. Cromwell at
the loiuer end as secretary.

Chan. Speak to the business, master secretary ;

Why are we met in council ?

Crom. Please your honours.
The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury.
- Gar. Has he had knowledge of it V

Crom.
'

Yes.
JVor. Who waits there
/>. A'eefi, Without, my noble lords ?

Gar. Yes.
D. Keep. My lord archbishop

:

And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures.
Chan. Let him come in.

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now.
fCranmer approaches the Comicit table.

Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry
To sit here at this present, and behold
That chair stand empty : but we all are men.
In our own natures frail, and capable
Of our flesh : few are angels : out of which frailty

And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach us.

Have inisdemeau'd 3'oursclf, and not a little.

Toward the king first, then his laws, in tilling

The whole realm, by your teaching and your chap-
(For so we arc informed.) with new opinions, (lains.

Divers and dangerous ; which are heresies.
And, not reform'd. may prove pernicious.
Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too.

My noble lords ; fur those that tame wild horses
Pace them not in their liaiids to make them gentle.
But stop their mnuths with stubborn bits, and sput
Till they obey the manage If we suffer ithem,
(Out of our easiness and childish pity
To one man's honour) this cont.igious sickness,
F.irewell .all physic : and wli.it follows then?
Commotions, uproars, with a general taint
of the whole st.ate : as, of l.ilc d.ivs. cjiir neighbours.
The upper Germany, cm de.irly witness.
Vet freshly pitied in our memories.
Cran. My good lorils. hitherto in all the progress

Both of my life and office, 1 have labour'd,
Ancl with no little .study, that my teaching,
And the strong course of my authority,
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Mig^ht g-Q one way, and safely ; and the end
Was ever, to do well : nor is there living
(I speak it with a sing^le heart, my lords,)
A man that more detests, more stirs ajjainst,

Both in his private conscience and his place,
Defacers of a public peace, than I do.
Pray heaven, the king' may never find a heart
"With less alleg^iance in it 1 Men, that make
Envy and crooked malice nourishment,
Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships,
That, in this case ofjustice, my accusers,
Be what they will, may stand forth face to face,
And freely urge against me.
^
Siif. Nay, my lord,

That cannot be : you are a counsellor,
And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you.
Ga?: My lord, because we have business of more

moment.
We will be short with you. 'Tis his highness' pleasure,
And our consent, for better trial of you,
I'rom hence you be committed to the Tower

;

^yIlere, being but a private man again,
Wm shall know many dare accuse you boldly,
More than, I fear, you are provided for.

^
Cran. Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I thank you

;

You are always my good friend ; if your will pass,
1 shall both find your lordship judge and juror.
You are so merciful: I see your end,
'Tis my undoing: love and meekness, lord,
Become a churchman better than ambition :

Win straying souls with modesty again.
Cast none away. That I shall clear myself,
Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience,
I make as little doubt, as you do conscience.
In doing daily wrongs. I could say more.
But reverence to your calling makes me modest.
Car. My lord, my lord, you are a sectary;

That's the plain truth : your painted gloss discovers
To men that understand you, words and weakness.

Croni. My lord of Winchester, you are a little

By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble,
However faulty, yet should find respect
For what they have been : "tis a cruelty
To load a falling man.
Gar. Good master secretary,

I cry your honour mercy
;
you may, worst

Of all this table, say so.

Crom. Why, my lord ?

Gar, Do not I know you for a favourer
Of this new sect? ye are not sound.
Crom. Not sound ?

Gar. Not sound, I say.
Crotn. Would you were half so honest

!

Men's prayers then would seek you, not their fears.
Gar. I shall remember this bold language.
Crom. Do.

Remember your bold life too.
Chan. This is too much

;

Forbear, for shame, my lords.
Gar. I have done.
Crom. And I.

Chan. Then thus for you, my lord :—it stands
T take it, by all voices, that forthwith [agreed.
You be convey'd to the Tower a prisoner ;

There to remain, till the king's further pleasure
Be known unto us: are you all agreed, lords?
A/L We are.
Cran. Is there no other way of mercy.

But I must needs to the Tower, my lords?
Gar. What other

Would you expect? You are strangely troublesome.
Let some o' the guard be ready there.

Enter Guard.

Cran. For me?
Must I go like a traitor thither ?

Gar. Receive hira,

And see hira safe i' the Tower.
Cran. Stay, good my lords,

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords ;

By virtue of that ririg, 1 take my cause
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it

To a most noble judge, the king my master.
Chan. This is the king's ring.
Sitr. 'Tis no counterfeit.
Sitf. 'Tis the right ring, by heaven : I told ye all,

When we first put this dangerous stone a rolling,

Twould fall upon ourselves.

KING HENRY VIII. Ads.
Nor. Do you thiuK, my lords,

The king will sufl!"er but the little finger
Of this man to be vex'd ?

Chain. 'Tis now too certain :

How much more is his life in value with him ?

Would I were fairly out on 't.

Crojn. My mind gave niev

In seeking tales and informations
Against this man (whose honesty the devil
And his disciples only envy at.)

Ye blew the fire that burns ye. Now have at ye.

Enter the King, /ro-wni?ig on than: he takes his sear.

Gar. Dread sovereign, how much are we bound to
heaven

In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ;

Not only good and wise, but most religious :

One that, in all obedience, makes the church
The chief aim of his honour; and, to strengthen
That holy duty, out of dear respect.
His royal self in judgment comes to hear
The cause betwixt her and this great offender,

A". Hen. You were ever good at sudden commenda-
Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not [tions.

To hear such flattery now, and in my presence

;

They are too thin and base to hide offences.
you cannot reach : you play the spaniel.

And think with wagging of your tongue to win me :

But, whatsoe'er thou tak'st me for, I^m sure
Thou hast a cruel nature and a bloody.
'To Cranmer.] Good man, sit down. Now let me see

the proudest.
He, that dares most, but wag his finger at thee ;

By all that's holy, he had better starve.
Than but once think this place becomes thee not.

r. May it please your grace,

—

Hen. No, sir, it does not please lue.
I had thought, 1 had had men of some understanding
And wisdom of my council ; but I find none.
Was it discretion, lords, to let this man,
This good man, (few of you deserve that title,)

This honest man, wait like a lousy footboy
At chamber door ? and one as great as you are?
Why, what a shame was this? Did my commission
Bid ye so far forget yourselves? I gave ye
Power, as he was a counsellor to try him,
Not as a groom : there's some of ye, I see,
More out of malice than integrity.
Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean

;

Which ye shall never have while I live.

Chan. Thus far.

My most dread sov'reign, may it like your grace
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purpos'd
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather
(If there be faith in men) meant for his trial,

And fair purgation to the world, than malice,
I'm sure, m me.

A'. Hen. Well, well, my lords, respect him;
Take him, and use him well, he's worthy of it.

I will say thus much for him, if a prince
May be beholden to a subject, I

Am, for his love and service, so to him.
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him :

Be friends, for shame, my lords I—My lord of Canter-
I have a suit which you must not deny me : [bury,
That is, a fair young maid that yet wants baptism.
You nmst be godfather, and answer for her.
Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may glory

In such an honour : how may I deserve it.

That am a poor and humble subject to you?
A'. Heji. Come, come, my lord, you'd spare your

You shall have two noble partners with you; [spoons :

The old duchess of Norfolk, and lady marquess Dorset:
Will these please you?

—

Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you,
Embrace and love this man.
Gar. With a true heart

And brother-love I do it.

Cran. And let heaven
Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation,

A". Hen. Good man, those joyful tears show thy true
The common voice, I see, is verified [heart

:

Of thee, which says thus, "Do my lofd ofCanterbury
A shreivd turn, and he isyourfriendfor ever,'*

Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long
To have this young one'made a Christian.

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ;

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. [Exeunt,
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SCENE II l.—T/u Palace- Yard.

Noise andlumiiUwithui. Enter Porter and /lis Man
Port. You'll leave your noise, anon, ye rascals ; do

you take the court for Paris-garden ? ye rude slaves,

leave your gaping. 'larder,

y,f'ithin.\ Good master porter, I belong to the
Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, you

rogue ! Is this a place to roar in ?—Fetch me a dozen
crab-tree staves, and strong ones : these are but
switches to em.—I'll scratch your heads: you must
be seeing christenings? Do you look for ale and
cakes here, you rude rascals ?

.1At«. Pray, sir. be patient : 'tis as much impossible
fl'uless we sweep *em from the door with cannons)
Po scatter 'em, as 'tis to make 'eiu sleep
On May-day morning ; which will never be

:

"We may as well push against P.aul's, as stir 'era.

Port. How got they in, and be hang'd?
Man. Alas, I know not : how gets the tide in?

As much as one sound cudgel of four foot

(\o\\ see the poor remainder) could distribute,

I made no spare, sir.

Port. You did nothing, sir.

Afan. I am not Samson, nor Sir Guy, nor Colbrand,
To mow them down before me : but if I spar'd any
That had a head to hit, either young or old.
He or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker.
Let me ne'er liope to see a chine again

:

And that I would not for a cow, God save herl
[il'ithin.] Do you hear, master porter?
Port. I shall be with you presently, good master

puppy.—Keep the door close, sirrah.
Man. What would you have me do?
Port. What should you do, but knock them do\vn by

the dozens? Is this Moorfields to muster in ? or have
we some strange Indian with the great tool come to
court, the women so besiege us? Bless me, what a
fr>' of fornication is at door! On my Christian con-
science, this one christening will beget a thousand

;

here will be father, godfather, and all together.
Matt. The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There is

a fellow somewhat near the door, he should be a
brazier by his face ; for, o' mj' conscience, twenty of
the dog days now reign in "s nose : all that stand about

j

When she has so much English,
him are under the line, they need no other penance. Cran. Let me speak, ;

That fire-drake did I hit three times on the head. For heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter
and three times was his nose discharged against me : Let none think flattery, for they'll find them truth,

he stands there, like a mortar-piece, to blow us. This royal infant {heaven still move about her !)

There was a haberdasher's wife of small wit near 1 Though in her cradle, yet now promises
him. that railed upon me till her pinked porringer fell l^pon this land a thousand thousand blessings,
ofl^ her head, for kindling such a combustion in the |

Which time shall bring to ripeness : she shall be
state. I miss'd the meteor once, and hit that woman,

j

(But few now living can behold that goodness)
who cried out, " Club: /" when I might see from far| A pattern to all prmces living with her,
some forty truncheoners draw to her succour, which 1 .^nd all that shall succeed : Saba was never
were the hope of the Strand, where she was quartered. More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue.
They fell on ; I made good my place : at length they Than this pure soul shall be : all princely graces,
came to the broom-staff with me ; I defied em still : That mould up such a mighty piece as this is,

when suddenly a file of boys hchind 'em, loose shot, With all the virtues that attend the good.

^'e should do service. Hark \ the trumpets sound ;

They 're come already from the christening :

Go, Ijreak among the press, and find a way out
To let the troop pass fairly ; or I'll find

.\ Marshalsea shall hold ye play these.two months.
Port. Make way there for the princess.
Man. You great fellow.

Stand ciose up, or I'll make your Iiead ache.
Fort. You i' the camblet, get up o" the rail

:

I'll pick you o'er the pales else. \E.tcunt.

SCENE \V.— The Palace.

Enter trumpets^ sounding ; then tivo Aldermen,
Lord Mayor, Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk,
7L>ith his marshal's sta//\ Duke of Suffolk, tiuo

Noblemen bearitig gre<xt standini; bowls /or the
christeninggifts ; then, ./bur ^oh\Qn\en bearing
a canopy, under it'hich V/^e* Duchess of Norfolk,
godmother, bearing the child, richly habited in a
mantle, &-c. Train borne by a Lady; tJun _/bl-

loTvs the Marchioness of Dorset, the other god-
7nother, and Ladies. The troop pass once cibout
thesta.i^e, and Garter speaks.

Gart. Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send
prosperous life, long, and ever happy, to the high and
mighty princess of England, Elizabeth !

Flourish. Enter King and train.
Cran. [Kneeling.\ And to your royal grace, and

the good queen.
My noble partners, and myself, thus pray ;

—

All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady,

Heaven ever laid up to m.ake parents happy.
May hourly fall upon ye I

A". Hen Thank you, good lord archbishop 1

What is her name ?

Cran. Elizabeth.
A'. Hen. Stand up, lord.

—

r The King hisses the child,
VV'ith this kiss fake my blessing : God protect thee 1

Into whose hand I give thy life.

Cran. Amen.
A". Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been too

I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady, [prodigal;

_

delivered such a shower of pebbles, that I was fain to
draw mine honour in, and let 'em win the work. The
devil w.as amongst 'em, I think, surely.

Port. These .arc the youths that thunder at a play-
house, and fight for bitten apples ; that no audience
but the Tribulation of Tower-hill, or the Limbs o
Limehousc, their dear brothers, are able to endure
I have some of them in I.imbo Patrum, and there
they are like to dance these three days; besides the
running bantiuet of two beadles, that is to come.

I. titer the Lord Chamberlain.
Cham. Mercy o' nie. what a mullitude are here!

They grow still too ; from all parts they are coming.
As ifwe kept a fair here I Where are these porters.
These lazy knaves?—Ve have made a fine hand,

fellows

:

There's a trim rabble let in : arc all these
Your faithful friends o' the suburbs? We sh.all have
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies.
When they pass back from the christening.

Port. An 't please your honour,Wc are but men ; and what so many may do,
Not being torn a pieces, we have done :

An army cannot rule cm.
Cham. As I live.

If the king bl.ame me for "t, I'll Lay ye all
By the heels, and suddenly; and on your heads
Clap round fines for neglect : yon 're lazy knaves

;

And here yc lie baiting of bombards, when i

Shall still be doubled on her : truth shall nurse her.
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her:
She shall be lov'd and fear'd : her own shall bless her

;

Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn,
And hang their heads with sorrow ; good grows with
In her days every man shall eat in safety, [her

:

Under his own vine, what he plants ; and sing
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours

:

God shall be truly known ; and those about her
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour.
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood.
.Nor shall this peace sleep with her; but as when
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix.
Her aslies new create another heir
As great in admiration as herself;
So shall she leave her blessedness to one,
(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of dark-
\V'ho, from the sacred ashes of her honour. fness.)
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was.
And so stand fix'd : peace, plenty, love, tnith, terror,
That were the servants to this chosen infant,
Sh.ill then be his. and like a vine grow to him

:

^V'herever the bright sun of heaven shall shine,
His honour .and the greatness of his name
Shall be, and make new n.itions: he shall flourish,
\nd, like a mountain cedar, reach his br.tnches
To all the plains about him :—our children's children
Shall sec this, and bless heaven.

A'. Hen. Thou spcakest wonders.
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Cniii. She shall be, to the happiness of England,
An aged princess ; many days shall see her.

And yet no day without a deed to crown it.

Would I had known no more ! but she must die.

She nuist, the saints must have her, yet a virgin
;

A most unspotted lily shall she pass
To the ground, and all the world shall mourn her.

A'. liejt. O lord archbishop,
Thou hast made nie now a man I never, before
This ha|3py child, did I get any thing:
This oracle of comfort has so pleased me.
That wlien I am in heaven I shall desire
To see what this child does, and praise my Maker.
1 thank ye all.—To you. my good lord mayor.
And your good brethren. I am nmch beholden

;

I have receiv'd much honour by your presence.
And ye shall find me thankful. Lead the way. lords

;

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank ye
;

She will be sick else. This day, no man think

He has business at his house ; for all shall stay ;

This little one shall make it holiday. \JSxeiiu.',

EPILOGUE.
'Tis te>i to one, thisplay can neverflease
All tliat are here : some conic to take their ease,
An,i sleep an act or two ; but those, we/ear.
We'vefrighted ivith our trumpets : so, 'tis clear.
They'll say 'tis nought : others, to hear the city
Abits'd extremely, and to cry,—" That's witty !"

IVhich we have not done neither: that, I/ear^
All the expected good we're like to hear
For this play at this time, is only in
The vierci/ul construction ofgood women :
For such a one we show'd tlietn ; ifthey smile.
And say 'twill do, IknoTU, within a while
A II the best men are ours ; for 'tis ill hap.
Ifthey hold, when their Ladies hid them clap.

Troilus and Cressida.

DRAMATIS PERSONyE.

Priam, King of Troy.
Hector, \

TroiHis,
Paris, i- his Sons.
Deiphobus,
Helenus, J

> Trojan Conunandcrs.

Trojan Priest, takingpart with the Greeks.
Uncle to Cressida.

Margarelon, a Bastard Son (jAPriam
Agamemnon, the Grecia?i General,
Menelaus, his Brother.

yEneas,
Antenor,
Calchas,
Pand;

Grecian Commanders.

Achilles,
Ajax,
Ulysses,
Nestor,
Diomedes,
Patroclus,
Thersites, a deformed and scurrilous Grecian.
Alexander, Sei-Z'ant to Cressida. Servant ^t? Troilus

;

Servant to Paris : Servant to Diomedes.
Helen, Wife to Menelaus.
Andromache, iri/i to Hector.
Cassandra, f>aughter to Priam; a prophetess.
Cressida, Daughter to Calchas.
Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendants.

SCENE,—Troy, and the Grecian Camp before it.

PROLOGUE.
In Troy, there lies the scene. From isles of Greece
The princes orgulous, their high blood chafd.
Have to the port of Athens sent their shij>s,

Fraught with the ministers and instriunents

Of cruel war ; sixty and nine, that wore
'i'lieir crownets regal, from the Athenian bay
Put fortli toward Phrygia : and their vow is made
To ransack Troy ; within whose strong immures
The ravish'd Helen, Menelaus' queen.
With wanton Paris sleeps : and that's the quarrel,

i o Tenedos they come ;

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge
Their warlike fraughtage : now on Dardah plains
Tlie fresh and yet unbruis^d Greeks do pitch
Their bnive pavilions : Priam's six-gated city,

Dardan, and Tymbria, Ilias, Chetas. Trojan,
And Antenorides, with massy staples.

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts,

Sperr up the sons of Trov.
Now expectation, tickling .skittish spirits

On one and other side, Troj.an and Greek,
Sets all on hazard : and hither am I come
A i)rologue arm'd, but not in confidence
( If author's pen or actor's voice ; but suited
In like conditions as our argument.
To tell you, fair beholders, that our play
Leaps o'er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils,

liegmning in the middle ; starting thence ;iway
To what may be digested in a play.
Like, or fiml f.uilt : do as your pleasures are ;

Now good, or bad, 'tis b>it the ch;ince of war.

ACT L
SCENE I —Trov Before Priam's Palace.

Enter Troilus armed, and Pandarus.

Tro. Call here my varlet ; I'll unarm again

:

^\'hy shouicl I war without the walls of Troy,
That find such cruel battle here within?
Each Trojan that is master of his heart.
Let him to field ; Troilus, alas, halh none I

Pan. AV'ill ihis gear ne'er be mended?
Tro. Tlie Greeks are strong, and skilful to their

strength.
Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant

;

Dut I am weaker than a woman's tear.

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance,
Less v.aliant than the virgin in the night,
.\nd skillcss as unpractisM infancy.

y'rtji. Well, 1 iiave told you enough of this : for my
part, I'll not meddle nor make no further. He that
will have a cake out of the wheat, must tarry the
grinding.

Tro. Have I not tarried?
Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry the
Tro. Have I not tarried? [bolting.
Pan. Ay, the bolting ; but you must tarry the

leavening,
Tro. Still have I tarried.
Pan. Ay, ti> the leavening; but here's yet in the

word " hereafter. ' the kneading, the making of the
cake, the he.ating of the'oven, and the b.iking; n.ay,

you nuist stay the cooling too, or you may chance to
burn your lips
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I'yo. I'aticncc herself, wliat goddess e"er slie be.
Doth lesser blench at sulTeraiice tlian I do.
At Priam's royal table do 1 sit

;

And when fair Cressid comes into my tliou'.;hts.

—

So. traitor !—when she comes !—Sv'hen is she thence V

Pail. Well, she looked yesternight fairer than ever
I saw her look, or any woman else.

7'ro. I was about to tell thee,—when my heart,
As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twam,
Lest Hector or my father should perceive me,
I have (as when the sun doth light a storm)
Bnrieti this sigh in wrinkle of a smile

:

Hut sorrow, that is couch d in seemirig gladness.
Is like that mirth fate turns to sudden sadne.ss.

Piin. An her hair were not somewhat darker than
Helen's, (well, go to,) there were no more comparison
between the women. But. for my part, she is my
kinswoman ; I would not. as they term it. praise her.—
but I would somebody had heard her talk yesterday,
as I did : I will not dispraise your sister Cassandra's
wit. but—

Tra. O Pandarus I I tell thee, Pandarus,

—

When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drown'd,
Reply not in how many fathoms deep
They lie indrench'd. 1 tell thee, I am mad
In Cressid's love : thou answer'st, she is fair ;

Pour'st in the open ulcer of my heart
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice

;

Handiest in thy discourse. O. that her hand,
In whose comparison all whites are ink.
Writing their own reproach ; to whose soft seizure
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sen.se
Hard as the palm of ploughman ;—This thou tell'st

me.
As true thou tell'st me, when I say— I love her

;

But, saj'ing thus, instead of oil and balm.
Thou lay'St in every gash that love hath given me
The knife that made it.

Pail. I speak no more than truth.
Tro Thou dost not spe.ak so much.
Pnii. 'Fcaith. I'll not meddle in't. Let her be .as she

is : if she be fair, 'tis the better for her ; an she be not,
she has the mends in her own hands.

Tro. Good Pandarus ! how now. Pandarus I

PxZH. I have had my labour for my travail ; ill-

thought on of her. and ill-thought on of you : gone be-
tween and between, but small thanks for iny labour.

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus ? wliat, with
me?

Pan. Because she's kin to me. therefore she's not so
fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me, she would
be .as fair on Friday as Helen is on Sunday. But
what care I ? I care not an she were a black-a-inoor
'tis all one to me.

Tro. Say I she is not fair?
Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's a

fool to stay behind her father; let her to the Greeks,
and so I'll tell her the next time I see her: for my
part. I'll meddle nor make no more i' the matter.

Tro. Pandarus,

—

Pail. Not I

Tro. Sweet Pandanis,

—

Pail. Pray you, speak no more to me: I will leave
all .as I found it, and there an end.

[Kxit Pandarus. W« Alarum.
Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours I jieace, rude

sounds

!

Fools on both sides I Helen must needs be fair.

When with your blood you daily paint her thus.
I cannot fight upon this argument

;

It is too starv'd .a subject for my sword.
But Pandarus,—O gods, how do you plague mc I

I cannot come to Cressid but by Pandar

;

And he's as tetchy to be wood to woo.
As she is stubborn-th.iste .-ig.iinst all suit.

Tell mc. Apollo, for thy IMphne's love.
What Cressid is. wh.at "l^anclar. .and what wc?
Her bed is IndLa ; there she lies, a pearl

:

Between our Ilium, and where she resides.
Let it be c.all'd the wild and wandering flood ;

'•ursclf the merchant ; and this sailing Pandar,
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, ;md our bark.

yuaritiii. /inter ^neas.
yUiu. How now, prince Troilusl wherefore not

afield?
Tro. Because not there : this woman's answer sorts,

For womvinish it is to be from thence.
What news, /Enc:is, from the field to-dayt

.line. Th.it Paris is returned home, and hurt.

Tro. By whom, ..•Lneiis?

.Hue. Troilus, by Menclaus.
Tro. Let Paris bleed : 'tis but a scar to scoru ;

Paris is gored with Mcnelaus' horn. \^.4larum.
^Hiie. Hark, what good sport is out of town to-tlay J

Tro, Better at home, if ^^loould I ini^kt" were
"may."—

Bui to the sport abroad ;—are you bound tliither?

.'f'.iie. In all swift haste.
Tro. Come, go we. then, together.

I bxeiint.

SCENE II.—Troy. A Street.

Enter Cressida and Alexander.

Cres. Who were those went by 1

Alex. Queen Hecuba, and Helen.
Cycs. And whither go they?
.ile.v. Up to the eastern tower,

Whose height commands as subject all the vale,
To see the battle. Hector, whose patience
Is as a virtue fix'd, to-daj' was mov'd :

He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer

;

And. like as there were husbandry in war.
Before the sun rose, he was harness'd light.
And to the field goes he ; where every flower
Did. as a prophet, weep what it foresaw
In Hector's wrath.
Cres. What was his cause of anger?
Alex. The noise goes, this : there is among the

Greeks
A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector

;

They call him Ajax.
Cres. Good, and what of him!
Alex. They say he is a very man. per se,

And stands alone.
Cres. So do all men,—unless they are drunk, sick,

or have no legs.
Alex. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts of

their particular additions ; he is .as valiant as the lion,

churlish as the bear, slow as tlie elephant : a man
into whom nature hath so crowded humours, that his
alour is crushed into folly, his folly sauced with dis-

cretion: there is no man hath a virtue that he hath
not a glimpse of; nor any man an attaint, but he
carries some stain of it: he is melancholy wit'iiout
cause, .and merry against the hair; he hath the joints
of every thing; hut every thing so out of joint, that
he is a gouty Briareus. many hands and no use, or
purblind Argus, all eyes and no sight.

Cres. But how should this man, that makes me
smile, make Hector angry?
Alex. They say, he yesterday coped Hector in the

battle, and struck him down ; the disdain and shame
whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting and
Cres. Who comes here ? [waking.

Enter Pandarus.
Alex. Madam, your uncle. Pandarus.
Cres. Hector 's .a gallant man.
Alex. As may be in the world. I.idy.

Pan. What 's that ? what 's that ?

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus.
Pan Good morrow, cousin Cressid : \\Tiat do 'you

talk of?—Good morrow, Alexander.—How do you,
cousin? When were you <at Ilium?

Cres. This morning, uncle.
Pan. What were you talking of when when I came i

Was Hector armed and gone, ere ye came to Ihumi
Helen was not up, was she!
Cres. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up.
Pan. E'en so : Hector was stirring early.
Cres. That were we talking of, and of liis .ingor.
Pan. Was he angry?
Cres. So he says, here.
Pan. True, he was so ; I know the cause too ; he'll

layabout him to-day, I can tell them that : and there's
Troilus will not come far behind him ; let them take
heed of Troilus. I can tell them that too.
Crf f. What, is he angry too? (the two.
Pan. Who. 'Troilus? Troilus is the better man of
Cres. O lupiterl there's no comparison.
Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector? Do

you Know a man if you see him ?

Cres. Ay. if I ever saw liim before, and knew him.
Pan. Well, I say Troilus is Troilus. [not Hector.

Pai,
Then you say as I say ; for, I iuii sure, he is
No, nor Hector is net 'rroilus, in some 'legrees.

Crts, 'Tis just to each of them ; he Is himself.
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poor Troilus

Act I.

Pan, Himself,' Ala5, poor Troilus! I would he
Cres. So he is. [were,

Pan. Condition, I had gone ^jare-foot to India.
Cres. lie is not Hector.
Pan. Himself! no, he's not.himsc^;—would 'a were

himself 1 Well, the fjods are above ; time must friend,

or end : well, Troilus, well,—I woula my heart were
in her body !—No, Hector is not a beccvT man than

Cres. Excuse me. [Troilus,

Pan. He is elder.

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me.
Pan. Th" other's not come to 't ; you shan tefl m(

another tale, when the other's come to 't. Hector shall

not have his wit this year.
Cres. He shall not need it, if he have his own.
Pan. Nor his qualities ;

—

Cres. No matter
Pan. Nor his beauty.
Cres. *Twould not become him. his own's better.

Pan. You have no judg'ment, niece : Helen herself
swore th' other day, that Troilus, for a brown favour,
(for so 'tis, 1 must confess)—not brown neither,

—

Cres. No, but brown.
Pan. "Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown,
Cres. To say the truth, true and not true.

Pa}t. She praisd his complexion above Paris.

Cres. Why. Paris hath colour enough.
Pan. So he has.
Cres. Then, Troilus should have too much : if she

praised him above, his complexion is higher than his

;

he having colour enough, and the other higher, is too
flaming a praise for a good complexion, I had as lief

Helen s golden tongue had commended Troilus for a
copper riose. (than Pari'

Pan. I swear to you, I think Helen loves him better
Cres. Then she s a merry Greek indeed.
Pa?t. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to him

th' other day into the compassed window,—and, you
know, he has not past three or four hairs on his chin,

Cres. Indeed, a tapster's arithmetic may soon bring
his particulars therein to a total.

Pan. Why, he is verj'youn^ : and yet will he, within
three pound, lift as much as his brother Hector.

Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter?

Pa7i. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him,
she came, and puts me her white hand to his cloven
chin,

—

Cres. Juno have mercy I how came it cloven ?

Pa}i. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled : I think his smil-

ing becomes him better than any man in all Phrygia.
Cres. O, he smiles valiantly
Pan. Does he not ?

Cres. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autunm.
Pan. Why, go to, then :—but to prove to you that

Helen loves Troilus.

—

[it so.

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you'll prove
Pan. Troilus I why, he esteems her no more than I

esteem an addle egg.
Cres. If you love an addle esfg as well as you love

an idle head, you would cat chickens i' the shell.

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how she
tickled his chin :—indeed, she has a marvellous white
hand, 1 must needs confess,

—

Cres. Without the rack.
Pa}i. And she takes upon her to spy a white hair

on his chin.

Cres. Alas, poor chin I many a wart is richer.

Pan. But there was such laughing 1—queen Hecuba
laughed, that her eyes ran o'er,

—

Cres. With mill-stones,

Pan. And Cassandra laughed,

—

Cres. But there was more temperate fire under the
pot of her eyes : did her eyes run o'er tooV
Pan. And Hector laughed.
Cres. At what was all this laughiiig?

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied on
Troilus' chin. [laughed too.

Cres. An 't had been a green hair, I should have
pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as at

Cres. What was his answer? [his pretty answer.
Pan. Quoth she, ** Here's but one and Ji/ty hairs

en your chin, and one of them is white."
Cres. This is her question.
Pan. Tliat's true ; make no question of that. " One

and fifty hairs" quoth he, "and one ivhite : that
ithite hair is my father, and all the rest are his
sons." Jupiter 1" quoth she, "7vhichofthese hairs is

Paris, my husband r *' Theforkedone" quoth lie

;

** pluck't 02it, andgive it hiiH.^' But there was such
laughing ! and Helen so blushed, and Paris .so cliafed,

and all the rest so laughed, that it passed.
Cres. So let it now; for it has been a great while

going by.
Pan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yesterday;
Cres. So I do.

^

[think on't.

Pan. I'll be sworn, 'tis true; he will weep you, an
'twere a man born in April.

Cres. And I'll spring up in his tears, an 'twere a
nettle against May, {A 7'etreat sounded.
Pan. 'Hark I they are coming from the field : shall

we stand up here, and see them, as they pass toward
Ilium? good niece, do; sweet niece Cressida,

Cres.' hx. your pleasure.
Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place ; here

we may see most bravely: I'll tell you them all by
their names, as they pass by \ but mark Troilus
above the rest.

Cres. Speak not so loud.
JEri^^^s passes

.

Paji. That's .^^neas: is not that a brave man? he's
one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you; but mark
Troilus; you shall see anon.

Antenor passes.
Cres. AVho's that ?

Pa>i. Tliat's Antenor ; he has a shrewd wit, I can
tell you ; and he's a man good enough : he's one o'

the soundest judgments in Troy, whosoe\er, and a
proper man of person.—When conies Troilus?— I'll

show you Troilus anon : if he see me, you shall see
him nod at me.

Cres. Will he give you the nod ?

Pan. You shall see.

Cres. If he do, the rich shall have more.
HecX-OT passes.

Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you, that

;

there's a fellow !—Go thy way. Hector!—There's a
brave man, niece 1—O brave Hector 1—Look how he
looks! there's a countenance! Is t not a brave man?

Cres. O, a brave man 1

Pa7i. Is 'a not ? It does a man's Iieart good :—look
you what hacks are on his helmet I look you ponder,
do you see? look you there: there's no jesting;
there's laying on, take't off who will, as they say

;

there be hacks 1

Cres. Be those with swords?
Paris passes.

Pan. Swords? any thing, he cares not; an the
devil come to him, it's all one : by god's lid, it ducb
one's heart good.—Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes
Paris : look ye yonder, niece: is't not a gallant man
too, is't not ?—Why, this is brave now.—Who said ht!

came hurt home to-day? he's not hurt : why, this will

do Helen's heart good now, ha 1 Would I could see
Troilus now I—You shall see Troilus anon.

Cres. Who's that?
Helenus/aj.r.fj'.

Pan. That's Helenus :— I marvel where Troilus is :

—that's Helenus:—I think iie went not forth to-day:
—that's Helenus.

Cres, Can Helenus fight, uncle?
Pati. Helenus? no ;—yes, he'll fight indifferent

well.—I marvel where Troilus is.—Hark 1 do you not
hear the people cry, Troilus?—Helenus is a priest,

Cres. What sneaking fellow comes yonder?
Troilus passes.

Pan. Where? yonder? that's Deiphobus :—
'tis

Troilus I there's a man, niece 1—Hem i—Brave
Troilus! the prince of chivalry

!

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace I

Pan. Mark him; note him :—O brave Troilus I

—

look well upon him, niece ; look you how his sword is

bloodied, and his helmet more hacked than Hector's;
and how he looks, and how he goes I—O admirable
youtli ! lie ne'er saw three and twenty. Go thy way,
Troilus. go thy way ; had I a sister were a grace, or
a daugliter a goddess, he should I.ike his choice. O
admirable man I Paris?—Paris is dirt to him ; and, I

warrant, Helen, to change, would give an eye to boot,

Cres. Here come more.
Forces pass.

Pan. Asses, fools, dolts I chaff and bran, chaff and
bran ! porridge after meat I I could live and die i'

the eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look: the

eagles are gone : crows and daws, crows and daws!
I had rather be such amanas Troilus, than Agamem-
non and all Greece.



Scene 3

.

Cres. There is among the Greeks Achilles; a
better man than Troilus.

Pan, Achilles? a drayman, a porter, a very camel.
Crts. Well, well.

Pa>t. Well, well!—Why, have you any discretion?
have you any eyes? Do you know what a man is!'

Is not birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, manhood
learning, gentleness, virtue, youth, liberality, and
such like, 3>e spice and salt that season a man?

Crcs. Ay, a minced man : and then to be baked
wth no date in tlie pie,—for then thi-- man's date's out

Pa?t. You are such a woman 1 one knows not at
what ward you lie.

Cres, Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon my
wit, to detend my wiles ; upon my secrecy, to defend
mine honesty ; my mask, to defend my beauty ; and
5'ou, to defend all these : and at all these wards I he,

at a thousand watches.
Pan. Say one of your watches.
Crcs. Nay, I'll watch you for that ; and that's one

of the chiefest of them too: if I cannot ward what 1

would not have hit, I can watch you for telling liow I

took the blow ; unless it swell past hiding, and ther
it's past watching.
Pail. You are such another !

Ejiter Troilus' Boy.
Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with you.
Pan. Where?
Boy. At your own house ; there he unarms him
Pait. Good boy. tell him I come. \Exit Boy.

1 doubt he be hurt.—Fare ye well, good niece.
Crcs. Adieu, uncle.
Pan. I'll be with you, niece, by and by.
Cres. To bring, uncle.
Pan. Ay, a token from Troilu
Cres. By the same token,—you are a bawd.

{Exit Pandarus,
Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full sacrifice,
He offers in another's enterprise

:

But more in Troilus thousandfold I see,
Than in the glass of Pandar's praise may be

;

Yet hold 1 on. Women are angels, woomg :

Things won or done ; joy's soul lies in the doing :

That she belov'd knows naught, that knows not
this,—

Men prize the thing ungain'd more than it is

:

That she was never yet. that ever knew
Love got so sweet as when desire did sue

:

Therefore this ma.xim out of love I teach,

—

Achievement is command ; ungain'd, beseech :

Then, though ray heart's content firm love doth bear.
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear.

{Exit.

SCENE III.

—

The Grecian Camp. Before Agamem-
non's Tent.

Sennet. Enter Agamemnon. Nestor, Ulysses,
Menelaus, and otiters.

Agayn. Princes,
What grief hath set the jaundice on your checks!
The ample proposition, that hope makes
In all designs begun on earth below,
J-ails in the promls'd largeness : checks and disasters
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear'd ;

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap.
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain
Tortile and errant frnm his course of growth.
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us.
That we come short of our suppose so far.
That, after seven years' siege, yet Troy walls stand ;

Silh every action that hath gone before.
Whereof we have record, tri.il did draw
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim.
And that unlxidied figure of the thought
That gave "t sunnised shape. Why then, vou princes.
Do vou with cheeks abash'd behold our works.
And call them shames, which are, indeed, naught
But the protracted trials of great Jove, [else
To find persistivc constancy in men?
The fineness of which met.d is not found
In fortune's love ; for then, the bold and coward.
The wise .ind fool, the artist and unrc.id.
The hard and soft, seem all alTirm'd and kin

:

But, in the wind and tempest of her frown,
Distinction with a br'.ad and powerful fan,
Vufiing at all, winnows the light away

;And what liath in;iss. c)r matter, by itself
Lies rich in virtue, and unmingled.
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Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat.

Great Agamenmon. Nestor shall apply
Tliy latest words. In the reproof or chance
Lies the true proof of men : the sea being smooth,
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail

Upon her patient breast, making their way
With those of nobler bulk I

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold
Tlie strong-ribb'd bark through liquid mountains cut,
Bounding between the two moist elements.
Like Perseus' horse : where's then the saucy boat.
Whose weak untimber'd sides but even now
Co-rivalld greatness? either to harbour lied.

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so
Doth valour's show, ana valour's worth, divide
In storms of fortune : for, in her ray and brightness.
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize
Than by the tiger ; but when the splitting wind
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks.
And flies fled under shade, why. then, tile thing of

courage.
As rous'd with rage, with rage doth sympathise,
And with an accent tun'd in self-same key.
Returns to chiding fortune.

Vlyss. Agamemnon,—

•

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece.
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit,

In whom the tempers and the minds of all

Should be shut up.—hear what Ulysses speaks.
Besides the applause and approbation
The which,

—

{To Agam.J mo.st mighty for thy place
and sway,—

•

[out life,—
{To Nest. I And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-
I give to both your speeches.—which were such
As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece
Shoufd hold up high in brass : and such again
As venerable Nestor, hatch'd in silver,

Should with a bond of air strong as the axletree
On which heaven rides, knit all the Greekish ears
To his experienc'd tongue,—yet let it please both,-...

Thou great,—and wise^—to hear Ulysses speak.
Agdtn. Speak, prince of Ithaca ; and be 't of less

expect
That matter needless, of importless burden.
Divide thy lips, than we are confident.
When rank Thersites opes his mastick jaws,
\\'e shall hear music, wit, and oracle.

U/yss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down.
And the great Hector's sword had lackd a master.
But for these instances.
The specialty of rule hath been neglected :

And look, how many Grecian tents do stand
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions.
When that the general is not like the hive.
To whom the foragers shall all repair.
What honey is expected 1 Degree being vizarded,
Th' unworthiest snows as fairly in the mask.
The heavens themselves, the planets, and this centre.
Observe, degree, priority, and place,
Insiture, course, proportion, season, form.
Office, and custom, in all line of order

:

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol,

In noble eminence enthron'd and spher'd
Amidst the other ; whose meel'cinable eye
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil.

And posts, like the commanilment of a king.
Sans check, to good and bad : but when tlie planets.
In evil mixture, to disorder w.ander,
What plagues, and what portents ! what mutiny 1

What ragmg of the sea 1 shaking of earth t

Commotion in the winds I frights, changes, horror,,
Divert and crack, rend and der.acinate
The unity and married calm of states
Ouite from their fixture I O, when degree is shak'd,
which is the ladder to all high designs.
The enterprise is sick. How could communities.
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities,

Peaceful commerce from dividable shores.
The primogenitive and due of birth.
Prerogative of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels.
Hut by degree, stand in authentic place?
T.ikc but degree ,iway. untune th.it string.
And, hark, wli.it discord follows I e.icli thing meets
In mere oppugnancy : the hounded waters
Should lift their bosoms higher th in the shores.
And make a .sop of all this solid globe :

Strength Ihoula be lord of imbecility.
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And Ihe rude son should strike his father dead :

l'"orce sliould be ri.c^ht ; or rather, rij^ht and wrong
(Bctwct^n whose endless jar justice resides)

Should lose their names, and' so should justice too.

Then every thinji includes itself in power,
Power into will, will mto appetite

;

And appetite, a universal wolf.

So tloubly seconded with will and power.
Must make perforce a universal prey,
And last eat up himself. Great Ai^jaraemnon,
Tliis chaos, when deg'ree is sutfocate,
Follows the choking.
And this nei^lection of degree it is.

That by a pace goes backward, with a purpose
It hath to clhnb. The general's disdain'd
By him one step below ; he, by the next

;

That next, by him beneath : so every step,
Exami-^led by the first pace that is sick
Of his superior, grows to an envious fever
Of pale and bloodless emulation:
And 'tis this fever that keeps Troy ©n foot,

Not her own sinews. To end a talc of length,
Troy in our weakness stands, not in her strength.

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses liere discover'd
The fever whereof all our power is sick.

A^ani. The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses,
What is the remedy?

Uiyss. The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns
The sinew and the forehand of our host,

Having his ear full of his airy fame.
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent
Lies mocking our designs : with him, Patroclus,
Upon a lazy bed, the livelong day
Breaks sc^irril jests

;

And with ridiculous and awkward action,
(Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,)

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon,
Thy topless deputation he puts on

;

And, like a strutting player.—whose conceit
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound
'Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scaffoldage,

—

Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrested seeming
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks,
'Tis like a chime a mending; with terms unsquar'd.
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropp d,

Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff.

The larjj^e Achilles, on his press'd bed loUing,

From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause

;

Cries, ''^ Excellent ! 'tis Agantetnnonjiist.
Now play me Nestor ; hefKy and stvokc thy beards
As he, beinff drest to some oration."
That's done ;—as near as the extremest ends
Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife

:

Yet good Achilles still cries, *' Excellent !
* Tis Nestor right. Now play hi>n tne^ Pairoclus,
Arming to answer in a night alann "

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough and spit,

And, with a palsy-fumbhng on his gorget.
Shake in and out the rivet :—and at this sport,

Sir Valour dies; cries, " O, enough. Fatrocliis

;

Orgi-oe me ribs of steel ! I shall split all

Jn pleasure ofmy spleen.'* And in this fashion,
All our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes,
Severals and generals of grace exact,
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions,
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce,

Success or loss, what is or is not, serves
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes.
Nest. And in the imitation of these twain

(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns
With an imperial voice,) many are infect.

Ajax is grown self-will'd ; and bears his head
In such a rein, in full as proud a place
As broad Achilles ; keeps his tent like him ;

Makes factious feasts ; rails on our state of war,
Iloki as an oracle ; and sets Thersites
(A slave whose gall coins slanders like a mint)
To match us in comparison with dirt.

To weaken and discredit our exposure.
How rank soever rounded in with danger.
Uiyss They tax our policy, and call it cowardice :

Count wisdom as no member of the war

;

Forestall prescience, and esteem no act
But that of hand : the still and mental parts.—
That do contrive how many hands sliall strike.

When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure

Of their observant toil, the enemies weight,—
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity:
They call this bed-work, mappery, closet-war ;

So that the ram that batters down the wall.

For the great swing and rudeness of his poise.
They place before his hand that made the engine,
Or those tliat with the fineness of their souls
By reason guides his execution.
Nest. Let this be granted, and Achilles" horse

Makes many Thetis' sons. \A tnckct sounds
Agam. "What trumpet 'i look, Menelaus.
Aien. From Troy.

Enter .^neas.
Aga^n. AVhat would you 'fore our tent ?

yHnc: Is this

Great Agamemnon's tent, I pray you?
Again. Even this,

yEtie. May one, that is a herald and a prince,
Do a fair message to his kingly ears?
Agam. With surety stronger than Achilles' arm

'Fore all the Greekish heads, which with one voice
Call Agamemnon head and general.
^Ene. Fair leave, and large security. How may

A strani^er to those imperial looks
Know tiiem from eyes of other mortals ?

Agam. How?
^Ene. Ay

;

I ask, that I might waken reverence,
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush,
Modest as morning when she coldly eyes
The youthful Phcebus:
Which is that god in office, guiding men ?

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon?
Agam. This Trojan scorns us, or the men of Troy

Are ceremonious courtiers,

.Ene. Courtiers are free, as debonair, unarm'd.
As bending angels ; that's their fame in peace

:

But when they would seem soldiers, they have galls.

Good arms, strong joints, true swords; and, Joves
accord,

Nothing so full of heart. But peace, ^neas ;

Peace, Trojan ; lay thy finger on th^' lips I

The worthiness of praise distains his worth.
If that the praised himself bring the praise forth

:

But what the repining enemy commends.
That breath fame blows ; that praise, sole pure,

transcends.
Agam. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself .^neas?
^Ene. Ay, Greek, that is my name.
Agam. What's your affair, I pray you ?

Aine. Sir. pardon ; 'tis for Agamemnon's ears.

Agam. He hears naught privately that comes from
Troy,

^Ene. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him :

I bring a trumpet to awake his ear
;

To set his sense on the attentive bent,
And then to speak.
Agam. Speak frankly as the wind ;

It is not Agamemnon's sleeping hour :

That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake.
He tells thee so himself.
Aine. Trumpet, blow aloud,

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents
;

And every Greek of mettle, let him know.
What Troy means fairly shall be spoke aloud.

[ Trumpet jounds.
We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy,
A prince call'd Hector,—Priam is his father,

—

Who in this dull and long-continued truce
Is rusty grown : he bade me take a trumpet,
And to this purpose speak.—Kings, princes, lords I

If there be one among the fair'st of Greece,
That holds his honour higher than his case ;

That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril

;

That knows his valour, and knows not his fear ;

That loves his mistress more than in confession
^\'ith truant vows to her own iips he loves,

And ilarc avow her beauty and her wortli

III other arms than hers,—to him this challenge.
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks,
Shall make it good,—or do his best to do it-
He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer.

Than ever Greek did compass in his arms

;

And will to-morrow with his trimipct call.

Mid-way between ytuir iciits and walh of Troy,
To rouse a Grecian tliat is true in love :

If any come. Hector shall honour him ;

If none, he'll say in Troy, when he retires,
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The Grecian dames are sun-burn d, and not worth
The sphnter of a lance, liven so much.

^-/a*"'""- This sh.iU be told our lovers, lord ^neas

;

If none of them have soul in such a kind.
We left them all at home : but we are soldiers ;

And m.iy that soldier a mere recreant prove,
That means not, hath not. or is not in love 1

If then one is. or hath, or nic.ins to be.

That one meets Hector , if none else, I am he.

\est. Tell him of Neslor. one that was a man
"When Hectors grandsire suckd : he is old now

;

:But if there be not in our Grecian host
One noble man that hath one spark of fire.

To answer for his love, tell him from me.

—

I'll hide my silver beard in a tfold beaver,
And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn J

And, meeting him, will tell him that my lady
Was fairer th.m his grandani, and as chaste
As maj' be in the world : his youtl\ in flood, .

I'll prove this truth with my three drops of blood.
yiiiie. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth !

• Uiyss. Amen.
AjS^attK Fair lord ^neas. let me touch your hand

;

To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir.

Achilles shall have word of this intent

;

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent

:

Yourself shall feast with us before you go,
And find the welcome of a noble foe.

[Exeunt allexceft Ulysses and Nestor.
Ulyss. Xestor !

J^'est. What says Ulysses!
Utyss. I have a youngf conception in my brain

;

Be you my time to bring it to some shape.
Aifi-/. Wliat is t \

Ulyss. This 'tis

:

Blunt wedges rive hard knots : the seeded pride,
That hath to this maturity blown up
In rank Achilles, must or now be cropp'd.
Or. bheddinjj, breed a nursery of like evil,

To overbulk us all.

Ntsl. Well, and how?
Ulyss. This ch.allenge that the gallant Hector sends,

However it is spread m general name.
Relates in purpose only to Achilles.
Kest. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub-

Whose grossness little characters sum up : [stance
And, in the publication, make no strain.
But that Achilles, were his brain as barren
As banks of Libya, (though, Apollo knov;s,
'Tis dry enough,) will with great speed ofjudgment.
Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpose
Pointing on him.

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think yon!
Nnst. Yes, 'tis most meet: whom may you else

oppose.
That can from Hector bring those honours ofl^.

If not Achilles? Though 't be a sportful combat,
Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ;

I'or here the Trojans taste our dear'st repute
With their finst palate : and trust to me, Ulysses,
Our imputation shall be oddly pois'd
In this wild action ; for the success.
Although particular, shall give a scantling
Of good or bad unto the general

;

And in such indexes, although small pricks
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen
The b.aby figure (jf the giant mass
<.)f things to come .at large. It is suppos'd.
'lie, tliat meets Hector, issues from our choice :

And choice, being mutual act of all our souls,
IMakes merit her election ; and doth boil.

As 'twere from forth us all, a man distill'd

*."*ut of our virtues ; who miscarrying.
What lieart receives from hence the conquering part,
To steel .a strong opinion to themselves I

(Which cnterlain'd. limbs are his instruments,
In no less working, than are swords and bows
Uircctivc b^ the hiiibs.

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech ;

—

Therefore 'lis meet Achillus meet not Hector.
(Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares,
lAnd think, perchance, they'll sell; if not,
riic lustre of the better shall exceed,
By showing the worse first. Do not consent
I'hat ever Hector an^l Achilles meet;
I'or both our honour and our shame, in this,
Are dogg'd witli two .stranj,'e followers. [they ?
*Xesl. 1 see thein ntit with my oltl eyes; what ;ue
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Ulyss. M'hat glory our Achilles "shares from
Hector

Were he not proud, we all should share •A'ith him :

Hut he .already is too insolent

:

And we were better parch in Afric sun.
Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes.
Should he 'scape Hector fair : if he were foil'd,

Why, then we did our main, opinion crush
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery;
And. by device, let blockish Aja.\ draw
The sort to fight with Hector: among ourselves,
Give him allowance for the better man

;

I'"or that will physic the great Myrmidon
Who broils in loud applause, and make him fall

His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends.
If the dull brainless Ajax come safe otf.

We'll dress him up in voices: if he fail.

Vet go we under our opinion still

That we have better men. But, hit or miss.
Our project's life this sliape of sense assumes.

—

Ajax employ'd plucks down Achilles' plumes.
Nest. Now, Ulysses, I begin to relish thy advice ;

And I will give a taste of it forthwith
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight.
Two curs shall tame each other: pride alone
.Must tarre the mastiffs on, as 'twere their bone.

[ Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE \.—Another part ofthe Grecian Camp.

Enter Ajax and Thersites.

.Ajax. Thersites,—
Ther. Agamemnon,—how if he had boils ? full, all

over, generally?
Ajax. Thersites.

—

Ther, And those boils did run?—Say so,—did not
the general run then? were not that a botchy core?
Ajax. Dog,

—

Ther. Then would come some matter from him

;

I see none now.
Ajax. Thou bitch-wolf's son, canst thou not hear ?

Feel, then. {Strikes him.
Ther. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou

mongrel beef-witted lord I

Ijax. Speak, then, thou vinewd'st leaven, speak

:

I will beat thee into h.andsomeness.
Ther. I shall sooner rail thee into wit and holiness :

but, I think thy horse will sooner con an oration, than
thou learn a prayer without book . Thou canst strike,
canst thou? a red murrain o' thy jade's tricks!
Ajax. Toadstool. learn me the proclamation.
Ther. Do.st thou think I have no sense, thou

strikest me thus?
Ajax. The proclamation.

—

Ther. Thou art proclaimed a fool, I think.
A/a.v. Do not, porcupine, do not : my fingers itch.
Ther. I would thou didst itch from head to foot,

and I had the scratching of thee ; I would make
thee the loathsomest seal) of Greece. When thou
art forth in the incursions, thou strikest as slow as
another.
Ajax. I say, the proclamation,

—

Ther. Thou grumblest and railest every hour on
Achilles; and thou art as full of en\-y at his great-
ness, .as Cerberus is at I'roscrpina's beauty, ay, that
Ihon barkest at him.
Ajax. Mistress Thersites I

Ther, Thou shouldst strike him.
Ajax. Cobloaf!
Ther. He would pun thee into shivers with his fist,

as a sailor breaks a biscuit
Ajax. You whoreson cur I \Beatinn him.
1 her. Do. do.
Ajax. Thou stool for a witch 1

I her. Ay. do, do; thou soildcn-witted lord I thou
hast no more brain than I have in mine elbows ; .111

nico may tutor thee : thou scur\'y v.aliant ass I

thou art here but to thrash Trojans: and thou art
bought and sold among those of any wit, like a Bar-
barian slave. If thou use to beat me, I will begin at
thy heel, .and tell what thou art by inches, thou thing
of no bowels, thou I

Ajax. You dog.
Ther. You scurvy lord I

Ajax You curl \Bealini: him
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deness ; do, camel

Art 2.

Ther. Mars his idiot! do,

do, do.
Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achil. Why, how now, AJax I wherefore do you
this J

How now. Thersites ! what's the matter, man ?

Ther. You see hun there, do you ?

Achil. Ay; what's the matter!
Ther. Nay. look upon him.
Aehil. So I do! what's the matter!
Ther. Nay. but regard him well.

Achil. Well ! why! 1 do so.

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him ; for,

whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax.
Achil. I know that. fool.

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himself.

Ajax. Therefore 1 beat thee.

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he
utters! his evasions have ears thus long. I have
bobbed his brain more than he has beat my bones :

I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pia
mater is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow. This
lord, Achilles, Ajax. who wears his wit in his belly,

and his guts in his head, I'll tell you what I say of

him.
Achil. What!
Ther. I say, this Ajax,

—

[Ajax offers to strike him; Achilles
ititerposes.

Achil. Nay, good Ajax.
Ther. Has not so much wit,

—

Achil. Nay, I must hold you.
Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen's needle, for

whom he comes to fight.

Achil Peace, fool

!

Ther. I would have peace and quietness, but the
fool will not : he there ; that he ; look you, there.

Ajax. O thou damned cur 1 I shall.

—

Achil. Will you set your wit to a fool's!

Ther. No, I warrant you ; for a fool's will shame it.

Pair. Good words. Thersites.

Achil. What's the quarrel?
Ajax. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenor of

the proclamation, and he rails upon me.
Ther. I serve thee not,

Ajax. Well, go to, go to.

Ther. I serve here voluntary.
Achil. Your last service was sufferance, 'twas not

voluntary, no man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was
here tlie voluntary, and you as under an impress.

Ther. Even so ;—a great deal of your wit, too. lies

in your sinews, or else there be liars. Hector shall

have a great catch, if he knock out either of your
brains : a were as good crack a fusty nut with no ker-

Achil. What, witn me too. Thersites! [nel.

Ther. There's Ulysses and old Nestor,—whose wit

was mouldy ere your grandsires had nails on their

toes.—yoke you like draught oxen, and make you
Achil. What, what? " [plough up the war.

Ther. Yes, good sooth : to, Achilles ! to. Ajax I to

!

Ajax. I shall cut out your tongue.

Ther. Tis no matter ; I shall speak as much as

thou, afterwards.
Pafr. No more words, Thersites ; peace I

Ther. I will hold my peace when Achilles' brach
bids me, shall I !

Achil. There's for you. Patroclus.

Ther. I will see you hanged, like clotpolls, ere I

come any more to your tents : I will keep where there

is wit stirring, and leave the faction of fools. [lixi/.

Pair. A good riddance. [our host :—
Achil. Marry, this, sir. is proclaim'd through all

That Hector, by the fifth hour of the sun.

Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our tents anil Troy,
To-morrow morning call some knight to arms.

That hath a stomach ; and such a one, that dare
Maintain.— I know not what ; 'tis trash. Farewell.

Ajax. Farewell. Who shall answer him ?

Aehil. I know not, it is put to lottery ; otherwise,

He knew his man.
Ajax. 0, meaning you.—I will go learn more of it.

\n.xeiint.

SCENE II.—Troy. A Room in Priam's Palace.

Enter 'Pxvaxa, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and Helenas.

Pri. After so many hours, lives, speeches spent.

Thus once .ag.iiu says Nestor from the Greeks :

" Deliver Helen, and all datnagc else,—
As honour, loss of time, travail, expense,

IVounds,friends, andvihatelse dear that is c

[n hot digestion ofthis cormorant -war,—
Shall be struck <J#"."—Hector, what say you to t

!

Hect. Though no man lesser fears the Greeks than I

,

As far as toucheth my particular, yet. dread Priam
There is no lady of more softer bowels,
More spongy to suck in the sense of fear.

More ready to cry out—" // ho knoios luhatfollows T

'

Than Hector is: the wound of peace is surety.

Surety secure ; but modest doubt is calld
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches
To the bottom of the worst. Let Helen go

:

Since tlie first sword was drawn about this question,

Every tithe soul, 'mongstmany thousand dismes,
Hath been as dear as 'Helen ; I mean, of ours

:

1 f we have lost so many tenths of ours.
To guard a thiiig not ours, nor worth to us.

Had it our name, the value of one ten ;

^Vhat merit's in that reason which denies
The yielding of her up !

Tro. Fie. fie, my brother!
Weigh you the worth and honour of a king.
So great as our dread father, in a scale
Of counnon ounce? will you with counters sum
The past-proportion of his infinite!

And buckle in a waist most fathomless.
With spans and inches so diminutive
As fears and reasons? fie, for godly shame I

//(•/. No marvel, though you bite so sharp at reasons.
You are so empty of them. Should not our father

Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons.
Because your speech hath none that tells him so I

Tro. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother
priest

;

You fur your gloves with reason. Here are your rea-

You know an'enemy intends you harm

;

[sons

:

You know a sword employ'd is perilous.
And reason flies the object of all harm :

Who marvels, then, when Helenus beholds
A Grecian and his sword, if he do set
The very wings of reason to his heels.

And fly like cliidden Mercury from Jove.
Or like a star dis-orb'd? Nay. if we talk of reason.
Let's shut our gates, and sleep : manhood and honoul
Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their

thoughts
With this crannn'd reason : reason and respect
Make livers pale, and lustihood deject.
Hect. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost

The holding.
Tro. What is aught, but as 'tis valued?
Hect. But value dwells not in particular will

;

It holds his estimate and dignity.

As well wherein 'tis precious of itself.

As in the prizer: tis mad idolatry
To make the service greater than the god ;

And the will dotes, that his attributive
To what infectiously itself af!ects.

Without some image of th' affected merit.
Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election

Is led on in the conduct of my will

;

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears.

Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous shores
Of will and judgment : how may I avoid.
Although my will distaste what it elected.

The wife I chose! there can be no invasion
To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour

:

We turn not back the silks upon the merchant.
When we have soil'd them ; nor the remainder viands
We do not throw in unrespective sieve.

Because we now are full. It was thought meet,
Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks

:

Your breath of full consent bellied his sails

;

The seas and winds (old ^VIanglers) took a truce.

And did him service : he touch'd the ports desir'd

;

And, for an old aunt, whom the Greel<s held captive.

He brought a Grecian queen.whoseyouth and freshness
Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes stale the morning.
Why keep we her? the Grecians keep our aunt

:

Is she worth keeping? why, she is .'i pe.arl.

Whose price hath launch'd above a thousand ships,

And turnd crown'd kings to merch.ants.
If you'll avouch 'twas wisdom Paris went,
(As you must needs, for you all cried— '* Go, go,")

If you'll confess he brought home noble prize,

(As you must needs, for'you all clapp'd your hanSi,
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And cn'il— " Inestimable !") why do you now
Tlic issue of your proper wisdoms rate,

And do a deed that fortnne never did,

Boijj^Mr tlie estimation wliich >'ou priz'd

Richer than sea and land? O. theft most base,
That we liave stolen what we d<i fear to keep !

l^ut. thieves, unworthy of a thioij so stolen,

Tliat in their country did them that disgrace.
We fear to warrant m our native place I

Cas. [iriiht?i.\ Cry. Trojans, cry!
Pfi. What noise? what shriek is this?
7>o. 'Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice.
Ctis. [lyWtin.] Cry, Trojans I

Hct't. It is Cassandra.
Enter Cassandra, raving.

Cits. Crj'- Trojans, cry ! lend me ten thousand eyes.
And I will hll them with prophetic tears.

Hcct. Peace, sister, peace !

Cas. Vir^^ns and boys, mid-aj:fe and wrinkled old,
Soft infancy, that nothini,' canst but cr>-.

Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes
A moiety of that mass of moan to come.
Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears I

Troy must not be, nor ijoodly Ilion stand ;

vhir fire-brand brother. Paris, burns us all.

Ci-j', Trojans, crj' ! a Helen and a woe :

Cry, cry ! Troy burns, or else let Helen go, \Exil.
Meet. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these \\\-^\\

Of divination in our sister work [strain:

Some touches of remorse? or is your blood
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason.
Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause,
Can quahfy the sam:^ ?

Tro. Why. brother Hector,
We may not think the justness of each act
Such and no other than event doth fonn it

;

Nor once deject the couracfe of our minds.
Because Cassandra's mad : her brain-sick raptures
Cannot distaste the (goodness of a quarrel.
Which hath our several honours all engag^'d
To make it gracious. For my private part,

I am no more touch'd than all Priam's sons :

And Jove forbid there should be done amon^^st us
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen
To fight for. and maintain !

Par. Else mig^ht the world convince of lev-ity

As well my undertakings as your counsels

:

But. I attest the gfods, your full consent
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off
All fears attending" on so dire a project.
I- or what, alas I can these my single arms?
\\*)iat propugiiation is in one man's valour,
To stand the push and enmity of those
This quarrel would excite? Yet, I protest,
Were I alone to pass the difl^culties,

And had as ample power as I have will,

Paris should ne er retract what he hath done,
Nor faint in the pursuit.
Pri. Paris, you speak

I.ike one besotted on your sweet delights

:

\'oyx have the honey still, but these the gall

;

So to be valiant Is no praise at all.

Par. Sir. I propose not merely to myself
The pleasure sucn a i)e;tiity brings with it

;

But I would have the soil of h*)r fair rape
Wip'd off, in honour ible keeping her.
What treason were it to the ransack'd queen.
Disgrace to your great wrnths, and shame to nric.

Now to deliver her possession ftp.

On terms of base compulsion I Can it be.
That so degenerate a strain as tliis

Should once set footing in your generous bosoms?
There's not the meanest sj>irit on our party,
Wiihout a tieart to dare, or sword to draw.
When Helen is defended ; nor nnne so noble.
Whose life were ill besiow'd. or <lauth unfam'd.
Where Helen Is the subject ; then, I say.
Well may wo fight for her, whom, we know well,
The worlds large spaces cannot parallel.

Ilect. Paris, and Troilus, you liavc both s-aid well

;

And on the cau'>e and question now in hand
Have gloz'd.—but superficially ; not much
I nlikc young men. whom y\ristoile thought
I 'nfii to hear moral philosophy :

The reasons you allege do more conduce
To the hot passion of di'^temper'd hlood.
Than to make up a free drteriniiiation
*Twixt right and wrong; for pleasure and revnije

Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice
(^f any true decision. Nature craves
.\11 dues be render'd to their owners : now.
What nearer debt in all humanity
Than wife is to the husband ? if this law
Of nature be corrupted through affection ;

.'Viul that great minds, of partial indulgence
To their benumbed wills, resist the same ;

There is a law in each well-order'd nation,
To curb those raging appetites that are
Most disobedient and refractory.

If Helen, then, be wife to Sparta's king,

—

As it is known she is,—these moral laws
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud
To have her back return'd : thus to perbist
In doing wrong extenuates not wrong.
But makes it much more heavy; Hector's opinion
Is this, in way of truth: yet, ne*ertheless,

My spritely brethren, I propend to you
In resolution to keep Helen still

;

For 'tis a cause that hath no mean dependance
Upon our joint and several dignities.

Tro, Why, there you touched the life of our design

:

Were it not glory that we more affected.

Than the performance of our heaving spleens,
I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector^
She is a theme of honour and renown

;

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ;

\\'hose present courage may beat down our foes,

And fame, in time to come, canonize us :

I-or. I presume, brave Hector would not lose
So rich advantage of a promis'd glory.
As smiles upon the forenead of this action.
I'or the wide world's revenue.

Hect. I am yours,
You valiant offspring of great Priamus.—
I have a roisting challenge sent amongst
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks,
Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits :

I was advertis'd their great general slept,

Whilst emulation in the army crept:
This, I presume, will wake him. [Bxanif.

Enter Thersites.

Ther. How now, Thersites I what, lost in the laby-
rinth of thy furj'I Shall the elephant Ajax carry it thus?
he beats me, and 1 rail at liim : O worthy satisfactiqji 1

Would it were otherwise ; that I could beat him,
whilst he railed at me ; 'sfoot I'll learn to conjure and
raise devils, but I'll see some issue of my spiteful
execrations. Then, there's Achilles,—a rare engineer.
If Troy be not taken till these two undermine it, the
walls will stand till they fall of themselves. O thou
great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget that thou art

Jove, the king of gods; and, Mcrcurj', lose all the
"serpentine craft of thy caduceus ; if ye take not that
little little less-than-little wit from them that they have I

which short-armed ignorance itself knows is so
itbundant scarce, it will not in circumvention deliver a
fly from a spider, without drawing their massy irons
and cutting tlie web. After this, the vengeance on
the whole camp I or. rather, the bone-ache 1 for that..

methinks, is the curse dependant on those that war
for a placket. I have said my prayers; and devil
envy, say Amen.—What, ho I my lord Achilles 1

Enter Patroclus.
Patr. Whos there? Thersites I Good Thersites,

come in and r.iil.

Ther 1 f I could have remembered a gilt counterfeit,
thou would.st not have slipped out of my contcmpU-
tjon ; but It is no matter ; thyself upon thyself! The
rouunon curse of mankind, folly and ignorance, be
thine in great revenue i heaven bless thee from a
tutor, and discipline come not near thee! Let thy
blood be thy direction till thy death I then, if she that
ys thee out, says thou art ;i fair corse, I'll be sworn
id sworn upon t, she never shrouded any but lazars.

Amen.—Where's Achilles?
Paly. What, art fhou devout? wast thou in prayer?
I'her. Ay; the heavens hear me I

E,Hter Achilles.
Achil. Who's there?
/'-//»'. Thersites, my lord.

Achil. Where, where?—Art thou come? Why. my
I" K
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cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served thy-
self in to my "table so many meals? Come, what's
At^ajnemnon ?

Titer. Thy commander, Achilles :—then, tell me,
Patroclus. what's Achilles?
Pair. Thy lord, Thersites :—then tell me, I pray

thee, what's thyself?
'I'hcr. Thy knower, Patroclus : then tell me, Patro-

clus, what art thou?
Pair. Thou mayst tell, that knowest.
Achil. O. tell, tell.

Ther. I'll decline the whole question. A£;amemnon
commands Achilles ; Achilles is ray lord; I am Patro-
clus' knower : and Patroclus is a fool.
Pair. You rascal 1

Ther. Peace, fool ! I have not done.
Achil. Heisaprivileo-edman,— Proceed, Thersites
Ther. Apfamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fooi

Thersites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is :

fool.

Achil. Derive this : come.
Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command

Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of
Agamemnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a fool

;

and Patroclus is a fool positive.
Pair. Why am I a fool ?

Tlur. Make that demand of the prover. It suffices
me thou art. Look you, who comes here ?

£'«i'fr Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor, Diomedes, and
Aja.ic.'

Achil. Patroclus, I'll speak with nobody.—Come in
with me, Thersites. ^Exit.

Titer. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and
such knavery! all the argument is a cuckold 'and a
whore ; a good quarrel to draw emulous factions
and bleed to death upon. Now, the dry serpigo on
the subject ! and war and lechery confound all 1

{Exit.
Af:ai>i, Where is Achilles?
Pair. Within his tent ; but ill-dispos"d, my lord.
Agatn. Let it be known to him that we are here.

He shent our messengers ; and we lay by
Our appertainments, "visiting of him :

Let him be told so ; lest perchance he think
We dare not move the question of our place.
Or know not what we are.
Pair. I shall say so to him.

{Exit.
Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent

:

He is not sick.

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart : you may
call it melancholy, if you mil favour the man ; but,
liy my head, 'tis pride : but why, why ? let him show
us a cause. A word, my lord.

1 Taking Agamemnon aside.
Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ?

Vlyss. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him.
Nest. Who, Thersites?
Ulyss. He.
Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have lost his

argimient.
Ulyss. No ; you see, he is his argument that has his

argument,—-Achilles.
Nest. AU the better ; their fraction is more our wish

than their faction : but it was a strong composure a
fool could disunite.

Ulyss. Tlie amity that wisdom knits not, folly may
easily untie.—Here comes Patroclus.
Nest. No Achilles with him.
Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for

courtesy : his legs are legs for necessity, not for
llexure.

Re-enter Patroclus.
Patr. Achilles bids me say, he is much sorry.

If any thing more than your sport and pleasure
Did move your greatness, and this noble state.
To call upon him : he hopes it is no other,
Kut, for your health and your digestion sake,

—

An after-dinner's breath.
Again. Hear you, Patroclus :

—

We are too well acquainted v.'ith these answers

:

IJut his evasion, wing'd thus swift with scorn,
C.'innot outfly our apprehensions.
Much attribute he hath ; and nnich the reason
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues,

—

Not virtuously on his own part beheld.—
Do in our eyes begin to lose their gloss ;

Yea. like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish.
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.\reUke to rot untasted. Go and tell him.
We come to speak with hua and you shall not sin.
If you do say we think him over-proud
.A.nd imder-honest ; in self-assumption greater
Than in the note of judgment; and worthier than

himself.
Hero tend the savage strangeness he puts on.
Disguise the holy strength of their conunand.
And underwrite in an observing kind
His humorous predominance ; "yea, watcli
His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if

The passage and whole carriage of this action
Rode on his tide. Go tell hiin this : and add.
That if he overhold his price so much,
We'll none of him; but let him, like an engine
Not portable, lie under this report,—
Bring action hither, this cannot go to war :

A stirring dwarf we do allowance give
Before a sleeping giant :—tell him so.

Patr. I shall ; and bring his answer presently.
\ExU.

A.^am. In second voice we'll not be satisfied

;

^Ve come to speak with him.—Ulysses, enter you.
\Exit Ulysses.

Aja.x. What is he more than another ?

Again. No more than what he thinks he is.

Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not tliink he thinks
himself a better man than I am?
Again. No question.
Ajax. Vv'ill you subscribe his thought, and say he is S

Again. No, noble Ajax ; you are as .strong, as va-
liant, as v,'ise, no less noble, much more gentle, and
altogether more tractable.
Ajax. Why should a man be proud? How doth

pride grow ? I know not what pride is.

Again. Your mind is the cleiirer, Ajax, and your
virtues the fairer. He that is proud eats up himself:
pride is his own glass, his own trumpet, liis own chro-
nicle ; and whatever praises itself but in the deed,
devours the deed in the praise.

Aja.x. I do hate a proud man, as I liate the engen
dering of toads.
Nest. {Aside.\ Yet he loves himself, is 't not strange ?

Re-enter Ulysses.

Ulyss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow.
Again, What's his excuse?
Ulyss. He doth rely on none ;

But carries on the stream of his dispose,
"Without obser\-ance or respect of any.
In will peculiar and in self-admission.
Again. Why will he not, upon our fair request,

Untent his person, and share the air with iis?
CTyjj.Things small as nothing, for request's sake

only.
He makes important : possess'd he is with greatness

;

And speaks not to himself, but with a pride
That quarrels at self-breath : imagin'd worth
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse.
That, 'twixt his mental and his active parts,
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages.
And batters down himself; what should I say?
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens of
Cry—" No recovery."
Again. Let Ajax go to him.

Dear lord, go you and meet him in his tent

:

'Tis said, he holds you well ; and will be led.
At your request, a little from himself.

Ulyss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so \

We'Q consecrate the steps that Ajax makes
\\'hen they go from Achilles : shall the proud lord.
That bastes his arrogance with his own seaiu,
.\nd never suffers matter of the world
Mnter his thoughts,—save such as do revolve
And ruminate himself,—shall he be worshippM
Of that we hold an idol more than he ?

No, this thriceworthy and right-valiant Ior<I

Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquir'd ;

Nor, by my will, assubjugate his lu'erit,

,\s amply titled as Achilles is,

liy going to Achilles ;

Tluit were to enlard his fat-already pride,
.•\nd add more coals to Cancer when he burns
With entertaining great Hyperion.
This lord go to him 1 Jupiter forbid :

And say in thunder

—

'' Achilles go to him."
Nest. [Aside.] O, this is well; he rubs the vein ol

him.
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Dio. [.Iside.] And how liib :3ilcncc drinks up this
applause I

.Ij'i-^v. If I go to him, with my armed fist I'll pash
him o'er the face.

.t_e'^!;t. O, no, you shall not yo.
A/\ix. An 'a be proiid with mc, I'll pheese his

pri<,Ie : let me eo to him.
i'/yss. Not for the worth that hang,'s upon ourqiiar-
Ajax. A paltry, msolent fellow !

~ [rel.

Xest. \Aside.\ How he'descriV)es hunself I

Ajax. Can he not be sociable S

riyss. \Aside.\ The raven chides blackness,
Ajax. I'll let his humours blood.
Again. \_Aside.\ He will be tlie physician, that should

be the patient.
Ajax. An all men were o' my mind,

—

iUyss. \Aside.\ Wit would be out of fashion.
Ajax. 'A should not bear it so, a should eat swords

first: shall pride carry it?
Xest. \Asid!.\ Ant would, you'd carry half.
Ulyss. {Aside.\ 'A would have ten shares.
Ajax. I will knead him, I will make him supple.
.\'est. {Asrdc.\ He's not yet through warm: force

him with praises. Pour in, pour in ; his ambition is
dry.

blyss. \To Atram.] My lord, you feed too much on
this dislike.

Nest. Our noble general, do not do so.
Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles.
Ulyss. Why, 'tis tliis neu'iiing of him does him

. harm.
Here is a man—but 'tis before his face ;

I will be silent.

Xcst. Wherefore sliould you so 'I

He is not enmlous, as Achilles is.

Ulyss. Know the whole world, he is as valiant.
Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus with

us ! Would he were a Trojan !

Ntsl. What a vice were it in Aja.\ now,

—

Ulyss. If he were proud,

—

Dto. Or covetous of praise,

—

Ulyss. Ay. or surly borne,

—

Dio. Or strange, or self-atTected 1

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet
composure

;

Praise him that got thee, her that gave thee suck :

^am'd be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature
Thrice-fam'd, beyond ail erudition :

Hut he that disciplin'd thy arms to fight.
Let Mars divide eternity in twain,
.\nd give him half: and, for thy vigour,
HuU-bearing Milo his addition yield
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom.
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines
Thy spacious and dilated parts : here's Nestor,-
lustructed by the antiquary times.
He must, he is. he cannot but be wise:—
hut pardon, father Nestor, were your days
As green as Ajax, and your brain so temper'd,
^ou should not have the eminence of him,
Lut be as Ajax.

A/a.v. Shall I call you father !
Ulyss. Ay, my good son.
D'o. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax.
Ulyss. There is no tarrying here ; the hart Achilles

K eeps thicket. Ple.ise it our great general

Sen:

To ciill together all liis state of war

;

Iresh kings are come to Troy : to-morrow,
Wc must with all our nuiin of power stand fast

;

And here's a lord.—come knights from east to west.
And cull their flower. Ajax shall cope the best.
Anam Go we to council. I^t Achilles sleep :

Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks draw
deep. Uixeiin/.

ACT III.

SCnNE I.—Troy. A Room in Priam's Palace.

F.nltr Pandarus and a Ser\ant.

Pan. Friend, you,—pray you, a word : do not you
follow the young lord Paris!

i<-/-:'. Ay, sir, when he goes before me.

The lortl be praised \

fan. Vou know mc, do you not?
Scrv. I*aith. sir, superficially.

Pan. I-riend, know me better ; I am the lord Pan
darus.
Scrv. IJiope I sliall know your honour better.
Pan. I do desire it.

St-rv. You are m the state of grace.
Pan. Grace I not so, friend : honour and lordship

are my tiVLa^.—{.Music within. \ What music is this?
Scrz: I do but partly know, sir : it is music in parts.
Pan. Know you tile musicians 2

So-it. Wholly, sir.

Pan. Wlio play they to ?

Scry. To the hearers, sir.

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend

!

Scrv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love muj'
Pan. Command, I mean, friend.
Scrv. ^V'ho shall I command, sir?
Pan. Friend, we understand not one another : lam

too courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whose re-
quest do these men play ?

Sci~v. That's to 't, indeed, sir : marry, sir, at the re-
<3uest of Paris, my lord, who is there in person ; with
him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty,
love's inWsible soul,

—

Pan. Who, my cousin, Cressida?
Scrv. No, sir, Helen : could you not find out that by

her attributes?
Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not seen

the lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris from
the prince Troilus: I will make a coinplimental assault
upon him, for my business seethes.
Scrv. Sodden business ! there's a stewed phrase,

indeed 1

^ Enicr Paris and Helen, attended.
Pan. I-air be to you, my lord, and to all this fair

company 1 fair desires, in all fair measures, fairly
guide them 1—especially to you, fau- queen I fair
thoughts be your fair pillow !

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words.
Pait. You speak your fair pleasure, swctt queen.

—

F.iir prince, here is good broken niusic^
Par. You have broke it, cousin : and, by my life, you

shall make it whole again ; you shall piece it out with
^ piece of your performance.—Nell, he is full of har-
Pan. Truly, lady, no. fmony.
Helen. O, sir,—
Pan. Rude, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude.
Par. Well said, my lord ! Well, you say so in fits.

Pati. I have business to my lord, dear queen —My

Pan. You depend upon liiin, I mean?
Scrv. Sir, I do dejjen'd upon the k

You depend upon
needs praise him.

lord
noble gcnllum.in ; I nuist

lord.' will you vouchsafe me a'word?
Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we'll hear

you sing, certainly.
Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with me.

But, marry, thus, my lord,—My dear lord, and most
esteemed friend, your brother Troilus—
Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord.—
Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to :—commends him-

self most affectionately to you.

—

Helen. You shall not bob us out of our melody : if
you do, our melancholy upon your head 1

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen; that's a sweet
queen, i' faith. [offence.
Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad is a sour
Pan. Nay, that shall not serve your turn ; that shall

It not, in truth, la. Nay. I care not for such words

;

no, no.—And, ray lord, he desires you, that if the king
call for him at supper, you will make his excuse.
Helen. My lord Pandarus.— Iqueen?
Pan. What says my sweet queen,—my very sweet
Par. What exploit s in hand? where sups ho to-
Helen. Nay, but my lord,— InMitV
Pan. What says my sweet queen !—My cousin^wili

fall out with you. You must know where he sups.
Par. I'll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida.
Pan. No. no, no such matter ; you are wide? come,

your disposer is sick.
Par. Well, I'll make excuse.
Pan. Ay, good my lord. Why should you say

Cressida? no, your poor disposer s sick.
Par. I spy.
Pan. You spy I what do you spy?—Come, give ine
n instrument.—Now, sweet queen.
Helen. Why, this is kindly done.
Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing you

lave. sweet queen. llord P.iris.
HeUn. She shall have it, my lord, If It be not my
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Pan. He ! no, slic 'U none of him ; they two are
twaui. Ithree.
Hckii. Falling in, after fallinjj out, may make them
Pan. Come, come, I'll h^ar no more of this ; I'll

shitj you a song now.
HcUn. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now. By my troth, sweet

lord, thou hast a fine forehead.
Pan. Ay, you may, you may.
Hckn. Let thy song be love : this love will undo us

all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid 1

Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i' faith.

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love.
Pan. In good troth, it begins so :

I
Sink's.]

Love, love, nothing but love, still more I
For, oh I loves boiu
Shoots bucM and doe :

The sJuxft eon/oiinds.
Not tluxt it Tvonnds,

But tickles still tJie sore.

These lovers cry—Oh I oh I they die !

Yet tjiat 'which seems the vjoundtokill.
Doth turn oh t oh I to ha ! ha I he I

So dyi7ig love lives still

:

Oh t oh 1 a w/iile, hut ha ! ha ! Jur !

Oh ! oh I groans out/or ha ! ha ! ha !

Hcigh-ho !

Helen. In love, i' faith, to the very tip of the nose.
Par, He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that

breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts,
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is

love
Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot blood, hot

thoughts, and hot deeds? Why, they are vipers: is

love a generation of vipers?—Sweet lord, who 's

a-field to-day 1

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus. Antenor, andall
the gallantry of Troy : I would fain have armed to-

day, but my Kell would not have it so. How chance
my brother Troilus went not?
Helen, He hangs the lip at something :—you know-

all, lord Pandarus.
Pan, Not I, honey-sweet queen.—I long to hear

how they sped to-day.
—

'i'ou'li remember your bro-
ther's e.\cu5eJ
Par, To a hair.
Pan. Farewell, sweet queen
Hele)L, Commend me to your niece.
Pan, I will, sweet queen.

{Exit, A retreat sounded.
Par. They 're come from field : let us to I'riam's hall,

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you
To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles.
With these your white enchanting fingers touch'd.
Shall more obey than to the edge of steel.

Or force of Greekish sinews ; you shall do more
Than all the island kings,—disarm g^eat Hector.
Helen, 'Twill make us proud to be liis servant, Paris :

Vea, what he shall receive of us in duty.
Gives us more palm in beauty than we have

;

Vea, overshines ourself.

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee.
\_llxcunt,

SCENE II.—Troy. Pandarus' Orchard,

Enter Pandarus and Troilus' Boy, meeting:

Pan, How now ? where 's thy master ? at my cousin
Cressida's?

Jioy. No, sir ; he stays for you to conduct him thither.

Enter 'Troilus.

Pan. 0, here he comes. How now, how now?
Tro. Sirrah, walk off. [Exit.

Pan. ILuve you seen my cousin?
Tro. No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door,

Like a strange soul upon the .Stygian banks
Staying for waftage O. be thou my Cliaron,

.-Vnd give me swift transport.-ince to those fields,

Where I may wallow in the lily beds
Propos'd for the deserver I O gentle Pandarus,
I-rom Cupid's shoulder pluck liis painted wings.
And fly with me to Cressid 1

Pan. AValk here i' the orchard; I'll bring her
straight. [Exit

Tro. 1 am gid<ly ; expectation whirls nie round.
Th' imaginary relish is so sweet
That it enchants my sense : what will It be.
When that tlio wat'ry palate tastes indeed
Love's thrice-repured nectar 1 death, I fear me

;

Act 3.

Swooning destruction ; or some jtjy too fine.

Too subtle-potent, tun'd too sharp in sweetness,
For the capacity of my ruder powers :

1 fear it much ; and J* do fear, besides.
That I shall lose distmction in my joys

;

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps
The enemy flying.

Re-enter Pandarus.
Pan. She 's making herrefidy ; she'll come straight

:

you must be witty now. .She does so blush, and
fetches her wind so short, as if she were frayed with
a sprite : I'll fetch her. It is the prettiest villain : she
fetches her breath as short as a new-ta'en sparrow.

[Exit.
Tro.- Even such a passion doth embrace my bosom

:

My heart beats thicker than a fev'rous pulse,
And ;ill my powers do their bestowing lose,

Like vassalage at unawares encountering
The eye of majesty.

.^^-f^/c^* Pandarus with Crcssida.

Pan. Come, come, what need you blush ? shame 's

a baby.—Here she is now : swear the oaths now to
her. that you have sworn to me.—What, are you gone
again ? you must be watched ere you be made tame,
nmst you ? Come your ways, come your ways ; an
you draw backward, we'll put you i' the fills.—Why
do you not speak to her?—Come, draw this curtain,
and let 's see your picture. Alas the day, how loth
you are to ofl^end day-light \ an 'twere dark, you 'd
close sooner. So, so ; ruD on, and kiss the unstress.
How now I a kiss in feefarm I build there, carpenter

;

the air is sweet. Nay, you shall fight your hearts out,
ere 1 part you. The falcon as the tercel, for all the
ducks i' the river: go to, go to,

ro. You have bereft me of all words, lady.
an. 'Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but

she'll bereave you of the deeds too, if she call your
activity in question. What, billing again ? Here 's

—

In "Witness whereof the parties inteixliangeably"—
Come in. come in : I'll go get a fire. [Exit.

Cres, Will you walk in, my lord ?

Tro, O Cressida, how often have I wished me thus 1

Cres, Wished, my lord ?—The gods grant,—O my
lord!

Tro. What should they grant ? what makes this
pretty abruption? What too curious dreg espies iny
sweet lady in the fountain of our Jove?

Cres, More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes.
Tro, Fears make devils of cherubins ; they never

see truly.

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds safer
footing than blind reason stumbling without fear : to
fear the worst oft cures the worse.

Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no fear : in all

Cupid's pageant there is presented no monster.
Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither?
Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings ; when we vow

to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tigers ; think-
ing it harder for our mistress to devise imposition
enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty imposed.
This is the monstrosity in love, lady,—that the will is

infinite, and the execution confined ; that the desire is

boundless, and the act a slave to limit.

Cres. They say, all lovers swear more performance
than they are able, and yet reserve an ability that they
never perform; vowing more than the perfection of
ten, and discharging less than the tenth part of one.
They that have the voice of lions and the act of hares,
are they not monsters?

0. Are there such ? such are not we : praise us as
re tasted, allow us as we prove ; our he.id sliall

go bare, till merit crown it. No perfection in rever-
ion shall have a praise in present : we w-ill not name

desert, before his birth ; and. being born, liis adtlilion
shall be humble. Few words to' f.iir fiiith : Troilus
sh.iU be such to Cressid, as wliat envy can say worst,
liall be a mock for his truth : and what truth can
speak truest, not truer than Troilus.

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord?
Re-enter Pandarus.

Pa>i. What, blushing still ! have you not done talk-
ing yet ?

Cres. Well, uncic, what folly I commit, I dedicate
to you.
Pan. 1 thank you 'for that : if my lord get a boy of

you, you'll give "him me, Be true to my lord ; if hi;

flinch, chide me for it.
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hoslages! your uncle''Tro. You know now y
word, and my firm faith.

Pan. Nay, I'll gi^e my word for her too : our
kindred, tlioueh they be long' ere they are wooed, they
are constant, being won : they are burs, I can tell you

1

they'll stick where they are thrown.
Crcs. Boldness comes to me now, and brings me

heart

:

Prince Troilus, I have Inv'd you nii^ht and day
For many weary months.

Tro. \\'hy was my Cresssid, then, so hard to win?
Cres. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my lord,

^^ith the lirst glance that ever—pardon me,

—

If I confess nmch, you wtII play the tjTant,
I love you now ; but not, till now, so much
But I might master it :—in faith, I lie

;

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown
Too headstrong for their mother :—see, we fools I

\Vhy have I blabb'd? who shall be true to us,
^^hen we are so unsecret to ourselves?

—

But, though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not \

And yet. good faith, I wish'd myself a man,
Or that the women had men's privilege
Of speaking first- Sweet, bid me hotd my tongue ;

For, in this rapture, I shall surely speak
The thing I shall repent. See, see, your silence,
Cunning m dumbness, from my weakness draws
My very soul of counsel : stop my mouth.
Tro And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence.
Pan. Pretty, I' faith.

Cj-cj. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me ;

"Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss :

I am asham'd ;—O heavens ! what have I done 7

—

For this time will I take my leave, my lord.
Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid t

Pan. Leave I an you take leave till to-morrow
morning,

—

Cres. Pray you, content you.
Tro. 'What offends you, lady ?

Cres. Sir, mine own company.
Tro. You cannot shun

Yourself.
Cres. Let me go and trj-

:

I have a kind of seliresides with you ;

But an unkind self, that itself will leave,
Tn be another's fool. I would be gone !

Whore is my wit? I know not what I speak.
Tro. Well know they what they speak, that speak

so wisely.
Cres. Perchance, my lord, I show more craft than

love;
And fell so roundly to a large confession.
To angle for your thoughts : but you are wise ;

To dusty nothing ; yet let meinoi-y,
l-'roui false to false, among false maids in love,

Upbraid my falsehood 1 when they have said—as false

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth.
As fo.>c to lamb, as wolf to hciifer's calf,

I'ard to the hind, or stepdame to her son

;

Yea. let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood,
.\s false as Cressid.
Ptin. Go to, a bargain made: seal it, seal it; I'll

be the witness. Here I hold your hand; here, my
cousin's. If ever you prove false one to another, since
I have taken such pains to bring you together, let all

pitiful goers-between be called to the world's end after
my name, call them all—Pandars ; let all constant
men be Troiluses. all false women Cressid, and all

brokers-between Pandars 1 say, Amen.
Tro. Amen.
Cres. Amen.
PiUi. Amen. Whereupon I will show you a cham-

ber and a bed ; which bed, because it shall not speak
of your pretty encounters, press it to death : away 1

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here.
Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this gear !

[i;.\-cuHt.

SCENE III.— r/it Grecian Camp.
/liter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Dioniedes, Nestor, Ajax,

Menelaiis, and Calchas.

Or else you love not ; for to be wise, and lovei
Exceeds man's might ; that dwells with gods above.
Tro. O, tliat I thought it could be in a woman,

(As. if it can, I will presume in you.)
To feed for aj'e her lamp and names of love ;

To keep her constancy m plight and youth,
Outliving beauty's outward, with a mind
That doth renew swifter than blood decays I

Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me,
That my integrity and truth to you
Might be affronted with the match and weight
Of such a winnow'd purity in love ;

How were I then uplifteul but, alas I

1 am .as true as truth's simplicity.
And simpler than the infancy of truth.

Cres. in that I'll war with you.
Tro. O virtuous fight,

When right with right wars who shall be uioirt right

!

True swains in love shall, llv the world to come,
Approve their truths by froilus ! when their rhymes,
F'ull of protest, of oath, and biff compare.
Want sniiilcs, truth tir'<l with iteration,—
As true as steel, as plantage to the moon.
As sun to day, ;ls turtle tf> her mate,
As iron to .'i<iamant, as cirlh to the centre,

—

Yet, after all comparisons of rruth.
As truth's autlicntic author to lie cited,
As true .as Troilus sh.iU crown up the verse.
And sancriiy the numbers.

Cres. Prophet mny you be !

If I be false, or swerve a hair fr.nn truth,
XVhen time Is old, and h.ith f'.rg<it itself.
When watcrdrops have worn the stones of Troy,
And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up.
And mighty states ch.^racterless arc grated

Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have done you,
Tir advantage of the time prompts me aloud -

I'o call for recompense. Appear it to your mind,
rh.it, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove
i have abandoned Troy, left my possession,
Incurr'd a traitor's name ;

exposed myself,
From certain and possess'd conveniences.
To doubtful fortunes ; sequestering from me all

That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition.
Made tame and most familiar to my nature

;

And here, to do you service, have become
.\s new into the world, strange, unacquainted :

1 do beseech you. as in way of taste.
To give me now a little benefit.
Out of those many register'd in promise,
Which, you say, live to come in nij' behalf
Agam. What wouldst tliou of us, Trojan? make

demand.
Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call'd Antenor,

Yesterday took : Troy holds him very dear,
lift have you (often have you thanks therefore)
Desir'd my Cressid in right great exchange,
Whom Troy hath still denied : but this Antenor,
1 know, is such a wrest in their affairs.

That their negoci.itions all must slack,
U'anting his manage ; and they will almost
i-iive us a prince of blood, a son of Priam,
In change of him : let him be sent, great princes,
-\nd he shall buy my daughter ; and her presence
Shall (juite strike <itf all service I have done.
In most accepted pain.
A^a7ti. Let Diomedes bear him,

.\nd brmg us Cressid hither : Calchas shall have
What he requests of us.—Good Diomed,
Furnish you fairly fur this interchange :

^V'ithal, bring word if Hector will to-morrow
Be answer'd in his cli.allciige : Ajax is ready.
Dio. This shall I undertake ; and 'tis a burden

Which I am proud to bear.
Mixeunt Diomedes and Calchas.

Ruler Achilles and Patroclus. he/ore their lent.

U/yss. Achilles stands in the entrance of his tent;—
Please it our general to pass str.iugely by him,
As if he were forgot ; and, princes all,

l-ay negligent and loose reg.ird upon him :

I will come last. 'Tis like he'll question me.
Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why turn'd on
If so, 1 have derision medcinable, |liini:

To use between your straugene.ss and his pride.
Which his own will sh.iU li.ive desire to dri^uk:
It m.iy do good : pride hath no other glass
lo show itself, but pride ; for supple knees
l-et;d arrogance, and are the poor man's fees.

,/y.>.i;«. Well execute your purpose, and put on
.\ fiinu of strangeness .is we paks almig :

—

So do each lord ; and either greei him not.
' ir else disdainfully, which sli.iU ;.li.ike him more
rii.in if not look'd on. 1 will lead the way.
.leki/. What, comes the ncueral to spc.ak with me

?

Y.m know my mind, I'll fight no mote 'gainst Troy.
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\chiUes? would he aught vith

4.p

.lj;ii»i. %\'hdt says

JVest. Would you, my lord, aught wilh the general ?

^Ic/u/. No.
jVt-sf. Nothing, my lord.

^ortwi. The better.
. „ ,

[Exeunt Agamemnon and Nestor.

Ac/til. Good day, good day.

Men. How do you 1 how do you? [i;jrj/.

Achil. What! does the cuckold scorn me!
AJiXX. How now, ratroclus?

Achil. Good morrow, Ajax.

AJi.tx. Ha?
^£-/;i7. Good morrow.
^//Vz.v. Ay, and good next day too. \_kxtt.

Achil. What mean these fellows? Know they not

Achilles?
Pair. They pass by strangely : they were us d to

bend.
To send their smiles before them to AchiUes

;

To come as humbly, as they us'd to creep

To holy altars.

Achil. What, am I poor of late?

'Tis certain, greatness, once lallcn out with fortune.

Must fall out with men too : what the declm d is.

He shall as soon read in the eyes of others,

As feel in his own fall : for men, like butterflies.

Show not their mealy wings but to the summer ;

And not a man, for being simply man.
Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours

That are without him, as place, riches, and favour.

Prizes of accident as oft as merit

:

Which when they fall, as being slippery standers.

The love that lean'd on them as slippery too,

Do one pluck down another, and together

Die in the fall. But 'tis not so with me :

Fortune and I are friends : I do enjoy

At ample point all that I did possess.

Save these men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out

Something not worth in me such rich beholding

As they have often given. Here is Ulysses

:

I'll interrupt his reading.

—

How now, Ulysses I
, . , ,

Ulyss. Now, great Thetis son 1

^f/:;'/. What are you reading?
lHyss A strange fellow here

Writes me, That man, how dearly ever parted.

How much in having, or without or in,

Cannot make boast to*ave that which he hath,

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection j

As when his virtues shining upon others

Heat them, and they retort that heat again

To the first giver.
Achil. This is not strange. UlyssesI

The beauty that is borne here, in the face.

The bearer knows not, but commends itself

To others' eyes : nor doth the eye itself

(That most pure spirit of sense) behold itself.

Not going from itself ; but eye to eye oppos'd

Salutes each other with each other's form

:

For speculation turns not to itself.

Till it hath travell'd. and is mirror'd there

Where it may see itself. This is not strange at all.

Ulyss. I do not strain at the position.

It is familiar, but at the author's drift

;

Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves

That no man is the lord of anything
, ,

(Though in and of him there be much consisting)

Till he communicate his parts to others :

Nor doth he of himself know them for aught

Till he behold them form'd in the applause
^Vhere they are extended ; which, like an arch, re-

verberates
The voice again ; or, like a gate of steel

Fronting the sun, receives and renders back
His figure aud his heat. I was much rapt in this

;

And apprehended here immediately
Tlie unknown Ajax.
Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ; .

That has he knows not what. Nature, what thmgs
there are,

Most abject in regard, and dear in use !

\Vhat things, again, most dear in the esteem.

And poor in worth I Now shall we see to-morrow,—
An act that very chance doth throw upon him,—
Ajax renown'd O heavens, what some men do.

While some men leave to do 1

How some men creep in skittish Fortune's hall.

Act I.

vhich are dc-

Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes

!

Huw one mill eats into another's pride.

While pride is fasting in his wantonness I

To see these Grecian lords !—why, even already

They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder.

As if his foot were on brave Hector's breast.

And great Troy shrieking.

Acliil. I do believe it ; for they pass d by me.

As misers do by beggars, neither gave to me
Good word or look. What, are my deeds forjjot ?

Ulyss. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back.

Wherein he puts arms for oblivion,

A great-siz'd monster of ingratitudes

:

Those scraps are good deeds past;

vour'd
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon

.\s done : perseverance, dear my lord.

Keeps honour bright : to have done, is to hang
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail

In monumental mockery. Take the instant way

;

For honour travels in a strait so narrow.

Where one but goes abreast : keep, then, the path ;

For emulation hath a thousand sons.

That one by one pursue : if you give way,

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright,

Like to an enter'd tide, they all rush by,

And leave you hindmost ;

—

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank.

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear,

O'er-run and trampled on: then, what tliey do m
present,

Though less than yours in past, must o ertop yours

;

For time is like a fashionable host,

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand ;

And with his arms out-stretch'd, as he would fly,

Grasps-in the comer : welcome ever smiles.

And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue scc';

Remuneration for the thing it was

,

For beauty, wit.

High birth, vigour of bone, desert m service,

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all

To envious and calumniating time.

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin.—

-

That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds.

Though they are made and moulded of things past

;

And give to dust, that is a little gilt,

More laud than gilt o'er-dusted.

The present eve praises the present object

:

Then, marvel iiot, thou great and complete man.

That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax

;

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye.

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee.

And still it might ; and yet it may again,

1 f thou wouldst not entomb thself alive,

;

And case thy reputation in thy tent

;

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late.

Made emulous missions 'mongst the gods themselves,

And drave great Mars to faction.

Achil. Ofthis my privacy

1 have strong reasons.
Ulyss. But 'gainst your privacy

The reasons are more potent and heroical

:

•Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love

\\'\X\\ one of Triara's daughters.
Achil. Hal known?
Ulyss. Is that a wonder?

The providence that's in a watchful state

Knows almost every grain of Plutus' gold ;

Finds bottom in th' uncomprehensive deeps

;

Keeps place with thought, and cilmost, like the goJj,

Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles.

There is a' mystery (with whom relation

Durst never medclle) in the soul ofstate ;

Which hath an operation more divine,

Than breath or pen can give expressvire to.

All the commerce that you have had with Troy,

As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord

;

.\nd better would it fit AchiUes much
To throw down Hector, than Poly'xena :

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home.
When fame shall in our islands sound her drum.

And all the tlreekish girls shall tripping sing,—
" Great Heclors sister did Achilles -win ;

_

Kitt our great Ajax bravely icat down him.
Farewell, my lord : 1 as your lover speak ;

The fool slides o'er the ice tliat you should break.
[I:xtl.

Pair. To this otTect, Achilles have I mov'd you •



Scene 3.

A woman impudent and mannish ^rowii
Is not more loath'ti tlian an effeintnjtte man
In time of action. I stand condenm'd for this

;

They tliink, my little stomach to the war,
And your jjreat love to me. restrains you thus :

Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton Cupid
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold.

And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane,
Be shook to air,

ylchil. Shall Ajax fig-ht mth Hector?
Pa/r. Ay, and perhaps receive nmch honour b\
Aihit. I sec my reputation is at stake

;

(him
My fame is shrewdly gor'd.
Patr. O. then, beware

;

Those wounds heal ill that men do jjive themselves

:

Omission to do what is necessary
Seals a conmiission to a blank of dansjer

;

And dantjer, like an ague, subtly taints
liven then when we sit idly in the sun.
Achit. Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus :

rU send the fool to Aja.v. and desire him
T* invite the Trojan lords, after the combat.
To see us here unarmed : I have a woman's longing.
An appetite that I am sick withal.
To see great Hector in his weeds of peace

;

To talk with him, and to behold his visage.
Even to my full of view. A labour sav'd I

Enter Thersites,
Ther. A wonder 1

Achil. What? (himself
Titer. Ajax goes up and down the field asking for
Achil. How so?
Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with Hector ;

and is so prophetically proud of a heroical cudgelling,
that he raves in saying nothing.
Achil. How can that be ?

Ther. ^\hy, he stalks up and down like a peacock,
a stride, and a stand : ruminates, like a hostess,
that hath no arithmetic but Iier brain to set down her
reckoning : bites his lip with a politic regard, as who
should say there were w-it in this head, an 'twould
out ; and so there is ; but it lies as coldly in him as
fire in a flint, which will not show without knocking.
The man's undone for ever ; for if Hector break not
his neck i' the combat, hell break it himself in vain-
glory. He knows not me: I said, "Good-morrow,
Ajax;" and he replies, "Thanks, Agamemnon."
What think you of this man, that takes me for the
gener.al? He's grown a very l.ind-fish, languageless,
a monster. A plague of opinion I a man may wear it

C'U both sides, hke a leather jerkin. (Thersites.
Achil. Thou must be my ambassador to him.
Ther. Who, I •'. why, he'll answer nobody : he pro-

fesses not answerin^^ : speaking is for beggars ; he
wears his tongue in ids .arms. I will put on his pre-
sence : let Vatroclus make demands to me, you shall

see the pageant of Ajax.
Achil. To him, Patroclus: tell him, I humbly

desire the valiant Ajax to invite the most valorous
Hector to come unarm'd to my tent ; and to procure
safe conduct for his person of the nuignanimous, and
most illustrious, six-or-seven-times-honoured captain
general of the Greci.m army, Agamcinaon, &c. Dfi

Pair. Jove bless great Ajax 1 [this
Ther. H'm!
Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles.

—

Tlur. Ha!
Patr. Who most humbly desires you to invite

Hector to his tent.

—

Ther. H'ml [nou.
Patr. And to procure safe conduct from Aganiem-
Ther. Agamemnon!
Patr, Ay. my lord.

Ther. 11a 1

Patr. What say you to 't!

Tlur. God be wi' you, with all my heart.
Patr. Vour answer, sir.

Ther. I f tft-morrow be .a fair d.iy, by eleven o'clock
it will go one way or other : howsoever, he shall pay
f-r me ere he has me.
Patr. Your answer, sir.

Ther. I-"arc you well, with all my heart.
Aihit. Why. but he is not in this tune. Is he

!

Ther. No, but he's out o' tunc thus. What musir
.m be in him when Hector has knocked out his
Trains. I know not ; but. I am sure, none,—unless the
fiddler A|>ollo get his sinews to make callings on.
Achil. Come, tlioii shall bear a letter to him straight.
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Ther. Let me bear another to his horse ; for that's

the more cajjable creature.
Achil. Mv mind is troubled, like a fountain stirr'd;

And I myself see not the bottom of it.

\ExeuJit Achilles and Patroclus.
Tlier. Would the fountain of your mind were clear

again, that I might water an ass at it i I had rathe'r
lie a tick in a sheep, than such a valiant ignorance.

{H.xit.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Troy. A Street.

Enter, on one side, Alncas, and 5ervnnl7vitha torch;
on the other, Paris, Deiphobus, Antcnor. Diomedes,
and others, with torches.

Par. See, ho I who is that there?
Dei. It is the lord ..tineas.

Alne. Is the prince there in person?

—

Had I so good occasion to lie long,
.\s you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business
Should rob my bed-mate of my company.
Dio. That's my mind too.— Good morrow, lor-\

AiriQas.
Par. A valiant Greek, jCneas, take his hand ;

Witness the process of your speech, wherein
Vou told how Diomed. a whole week by days.
Did haunt you in the field.

.-Ene. Health to you, valiant sir,

During all question of the gentle truce ;

But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance
.\s heart can think, or courage execute.
Dio. The one and other Diomed embraces.

Our bloods are now in calm ; and. so long, health ;

Hut when contention and occasion meet.
By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy life,

\V'ith all my force, pursuit, and policy.
.Ene. And thoushalt hunt a hon. that will fly

With his face backward.—In human gentleness,
"Welcome to Troy ! now. by Anchises' life,

Welcome, indeed ! By Venus' hand I swear.
No man alive can love, in such a sort.

The thing he means to kill, more excellently.
Dio. We synnpathize :—Jove, let /Eneas hve.

If to my sword his fate be not the glory.
A thousand c6mplete courses of the sun I

IJut.i n mine emulous honour, let hira die,
\\'ith ev-ry joint a wound, and that to-morrow I

Aine. ^\e know each other well.

Dio. We do ; and long to know each other worse.
l^ar. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting.

The noblest hateful love, that e'er 1 heard of.

—

What business, lord, so early? (not.
^/:«f. I was sent for to the king; but why, I know
P,^r. His purpose meets you : 'twas to bring this

Greek
To Calchas' house ; and there to render him.
For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid :

Let's have your company \ or. if you please,
1 laste there before us : I constantly do think
(Dr. rather, call my thought a certain knowledge)
" [y brother Troilus lodges there to-night

:

Rouse him, and give him note of our .ap|)roach,
"\V'ith the whole quality wherefore : I fear
\\'e shall be much unwelcome.
Aiiie. That I assure you

:

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece,
I'han Cressid borne from Troy,
Par. There is no help

;

The bitter disposition of the time
Will have it so. On. lord : well follow you.
Aine. Good morrow, all. | Exit with Servant.
Par. And tell me, noble Diomed ; faith, tell me

true,

l-'\en lit the soul of sound good-fellowship,

—

Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best,
.Myself or Menelaus!
Dio. Both alike:

He merits well to h.avc her, tli.il il..lh s.ek lur
I.N'ot nuiking .any scruple of her sinlurc)

With such a hell of pain and wr.rld of charge ;

And you as well to keep lur lh.it ilcfcnd her
(Vol palating the taste of li..r .iislioiionr)

With such a costly loss of v\<ilth and friends :

1 lo. like a puling cuckol.l. w.i.ikl drink up
The Ices and dregs of a li.it tamed piece;
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You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins

Are plciisVlto Ijreed out your inheritors:

Both merits pois'd, each weighs nor less nor mote ;

But he as he, the heavier for a whore.
Par. You are too bitter to your countrywoman.
Dio. She's bitter to her country : hear me, Paris :—

For every false drop in her bawdy veins,

A Grecian's life hath sunk ; for every scruple

or her contaminated carrion weight.

A Trojan hath been slain : since she could speak,

She hath not given so many good words breath.

As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer'd death.

PaK. Fair Diomed. you do as chapmen do.

Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy :

But we in silence hold this virtue well,—
We'll not commend what we intend to sell.

Here lies our way. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Troy. A Court before the House of
Pandarus.

Enter Troilus aud Cressida.

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself: the morn is cold.

Cres. Then, sweet my lord. I'll call mine uncle down

:

He shall unbolt the gates.

Tro. Trouble him not

;

To bed, to bed: sleep kill those pretty eyes.

And give as soft attachment to thy senses.

As inlants' empty of all thought

!

Cres. Good morrow, then.

Tro. Pr'ythee now. to bed.
Cres. Are you aweary of me ?

Tro. O Cressida ! but that the busy day,
Wak'd by the lark, hath roused the ribald crows.

And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer,

I would not from thee.

Cres. Night hath been too brief.

Tro. Beshrew the witch ! with venomous wights she
stays

As tediously as hell ! but flies the grasps of love,

With wings more momentary-swift than thought.

You will catch cold, and curse me.
Cres. Pr'ythee, tarry ;—

You men will never tarry.

—

foolish Cressid !—I might have still held off.

And then you would have tarried.—Hark I there's one
up.

Pan. [ Within. | What, are all the doors open here t

Tro. It is your uncle.
Enter Pandarus.

Cres. A pestilence on him ! now will he be mocking

:

1 shall have such a life !

Pan. How now, how now I how go maidenheads?

—

Here, you maid I where's my cousin CressidV
Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking uncle !

You bring me to do. and then you flout me too.

Pan. To do what? to do what?—let her say what :

what have I brought you to do?
Cres. Come, come, beshrew your heart ! you'll ne'er

Nor suffer others. [be good.
Pan. Ha, hal Alas, poor wretch ! ah, poor capoc-

chia !—hast not slept to-night ? would he not, a naughty
man. let it sleep? a bugbear take him !

Cres. Did not I tell you?
—
'would he were knock 'd

o' the head !— I
Knocking.

Who's that at door? good uncle, go and see —
My lord, come you again into my chamber

:

You smile, and mock' me, as if 1 meant n.uightily.

Tro. Ha. ha

!

Cres. Come, you are deceiv'd, I think of no such
thing.— \hCnocking.

How earnestly they knock.—Pray you. come in:

I would not Tor half Troy have you seen here.
lExeunt Troilus and Cressida.

Pan. {Going- to the door
\
Who's there? what's the

matter? will you beat down the door? How now!
what's the matter?

Enter ^neas.
^ne. Good morrow, lord, goorl morrow.
Pan. Who's there? my lord Aineas I By my troth.

1 knew you not : what news with you so early ?

Aine. Is not prince Troilus here?
Pan. Here I what should he do here ?

y'E>ie. Come, he is here, my lord ; do not deny lilm :

it doth import him much to speak with me.
Pan. Is he here, say you? 'tis more than I know,

I'll be sworn:—for my own part, I came in late.

—

What should he do here ?

Act d,.

^Etie. Who 1—nay, then :—come, come, you'll do him
wrong ere j^ou're *v/are : you'll be f o true to hiui, to

be false to him : do not you know of him, but yet go
fetch him hither ; go.

As Pandarus is going out, enter Troilus.
Tro, How now I what's the matter?
Alne. My lord, I scarce have leisure to salute you,

.My matter is so rash : there is at hand
Paris your brother, and Deiphobus,
The Grecian Diomed. and our Antenor
Dellver'd to us i and for him, forthwith.
Ere the first sacrifice, within this hour.
We must give up to Diomedes' hand
The lady Cressida,

Tro.. Is it so concluded?
Aine. By Priam, and the general state of Troy :

They are at hand, and ready to effect it.

Tro. How my achievements mock me I

I will go meet them : and, my lord /Eneas,
AVe met by chance ; you did not find me here.

.-Ene. Good, good, my lord ; the secrets of nature
Have not more gift in taciturnity.

[Exeunt Troilus rr^^t/ /Eneas.
Pan. Is 't possible? no sooner got. but lost? The

devil take Antenor ! the young prince will go mad

:

a plague upon Antenor I I would they had broke 's

neck i

Enter Cressida.
Cres. How now 1 What is the matter ! Who was
Pan. Ah ! ah 1 (here?
Cres, Why sigh you so profoundly ? where's my

lord ? gone ! Tell me. sweet uncle, wh.at 's the matter?
Pan. Would I were as deep under the earth as I

am above 1

Cres. O the gods I—what 's the matter?
Pan. Pr'ythee. get thee in : would thou hadst ne'er

been born ! I knew thou wouldst be his death :—

U

poor gentleman !—A plague upon Antenor !

Cres. Good uncle. I beseech you, on my knees I

beseech you. what "s the matter?
Pan. Thou must be gone, wench, thou must be

gone ; thou art changecT for Antenor : thou must to

thy father, and be gone from Troilus : 'twill be his

death ; 'twill be his bane : he cannot bear it.

Cres, O you immortal gods \—1 will not go.
Pan, Thou must.
Cres, I will not, uncle : I have forgot my father;

I know no touch of consanguinity

;

No kin, no love, no blood, no soul so near me,
As the sweet Troilus —O you gods divine !

Make Cressid's name the very crown of falsehood.

If ever she leave Troilus I Time, force, and death.
Do to this body what extremes you can

;

But the strong base and building of my love
Is as the very centre of the earth.

Drawing all things to it.— I'll go iii and weep,

—

Pan. 'Do. do.
Cres. Tear my bright hair, and scratch my praised

cheeks

;

Crack my clear voice with sobs, and break my heart

\V'ith sounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy.
[Exeunt,

SCENE III.—Troy. Before Pandarus' House.

Enter Paris, Troilus, .-Eneas, Deiphobus, Antenor,
and Diomedes.

Par. It is great morning ; and the hour prefi.x'd

Of her delivery to this valiant Greek
Comes fast upon :—good my brother Troilus,

Tell you the lady what she is to do.

And haste her to the purpose.
Tro. Walk into her house ;

I'll bring her to the Grecian presently

;

And to his hand when I deliver her.

Think it an .altar ; and thy brother Troilus
A priest, there offering to it his own heart. [Exit.

Par. I know what 'tis to love ;

.\nd would, as I shall pity, I could help I—
Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt.

SCENE W'.—A Room in Pandarus' House.

Enter Pandarus and Cressida.

Pait. Be moderate, be moderate.
Cres. Why tell ynii me of moderation?

The grief is fine, full; perfect, that 1 taste.

And no less in .a sense as strong as that
Which causeth it : how can I luoder.ate it?



Scene 4.

]f I couM lomporize with my affection,
C>r brew it to a weak and colder palate,
Tlje like ullayiiient could I give iny grief:
My love admits no cjualifyin^ dross

;

No more my grief, in such a precious loss.
EnUr Troilus.

Pan. Here, here, here he coiness, weet duck I

Cres. {Embracing him.\ O Troilus ! Troilus 1

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is herel Let me
embrace too. " O )uart, —as the goodly saying is,—

'• O ft^ai't, heavy luart^
It'hy sigh'St thou -wilhout breakingV

where he answers again,
" Eccause thou canst not ease thy smart.
Byfriendshif nor by speaking."

There was never a truer rhyme. Let us cast awaj*
nothing, for we may live to have need of such a verse

;

we sec It, we see it.—How now, lambs !

Tro. Cressid, I love thee in so strain'd a purity,
That the bless'd gods,—as angry with my fancy,
More bright in zeal than the devotion which
Cold lips blow to their deities.—take thee from me.

Cres. Have the gods envy ?

Pan. Ay, a^, ay. ay ; 'tis too plain a case.
Cres. And is it true that I must go from Tro)' t

Tro. A hateful truth.
Cres M'liat, and from Troilus too :

Tro. From Troy and Troilus.
Cres. Is it possible ?

Tro. And suddenly ; where injury of chance
Puts back leave-takme, justles roughly by
All time of pause, rudely beguiles our lips
f)f all rejoindure, forcibly prevents
Our lock'd embrasures, strangles our dear vows
Hven in the birth of our own labouring breath ;

"We two, that with so many thousand sighs
Did buy each other, must poorly sell ourselves
With the rude brevity and discharge of one.
Injurious time, now, with a robber^s haste.
Crams his rich thievery' up, he knows not how

:

As many farewells as be stars in heaven.
With distinct breath and consign'd kisses to them.
He fumbles up into a loose adieu

;

And scants us with a single fainish'd kiss.

Distasted with the salt of broken tears.
Aine. [U-'ithtn.] My lord, is tlie lady ready ?

Tro. Hark ! you are call'd : some say, the Genius so
Cries, " Corne /' to him that instantly must die.—
Bid them have patience : she shall come anon.
Pan. W'liere are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, or

my heart will be blown up by the root. [E.vit.

Cres. 1 must, then, to the Grecians?
Tro. No remedy.
Cres. A woful Cressid 'mongst the merry Greeks 1

^\hen shall we see again?
Tro. Hear me, my love : be thou but true of heart,—
Cres 1 true 1 how now! what wicked deem is this?
Tr(?. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly.

For it is parting from ns

:

I speak not " be thou true." as fearing thee
;

For I will throw my glove to Death himself.
That there's no maculation in thy heart

:

But. " be thou true,' say I. to fashion in

My sequent protestation ; be thou true.
And 1 will see thee.
Cres. O, you shall be expos'd, my lord, to dangers

As infinite as imminent 1 but I'U be true. [sleeve,
Tro. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear this
Cres. And you this elove. When shall I see you ?

Tro. I will corrupt tne Grecian sentinels,
To give thee nightly visitation.

But yet, be true.
Cres. O heavens I—be true, again I

Tro. Hear, why I speak it, love

:

The Grecian youths are full of quality ;

They're loving, well compos'd, with gifts of miture
flowing^

And swelling o cr with arts and exercise :

How novelty may move, and parts with person,
Alas, a kiiiJ of godly jealousy
(NVhicb, I beseech you. call a virtuous sin)
Makes mc afeard,

Cres. O heavens I you love me not.
Tro. Die I a villain, then I

In this I do not call your faith in question,
So maitUy .is my merit : 1 c.mnol sing.
Nor heel the high lavolt, nor sweeten talk.
Nor play at subtle uaincs : fair virtues nil.
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To which the Grecians are most prompt and prc^-
But I can tell, that in each tjrace of these inant

;

There lurks a .still and duinb-iliscoursive devil,

That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted.
Cres. Do you think I will?

Tro. No.
But something;' may be done, that we will not

:

And.sometimes we are devils to ourselves,
When we will tempt the frailty of our powers,
Presuminj;' on their changeful potency.

.'I£>ic. \_)('ithin.\ Nay, g'ood my lord,^
Tro. Come, kiss ; and let us part,
Par. \ Within.] Brother Troilus !

Tro, Good brother, come you hither ;

And brinE*" ^neas, and the Grecian, with you.
Cres. My lord, will you be truei
Tro. Who, 1 ? alas, it is my vice, my fault :

"

"W'hile others fish with craft for ^reat opinion,
I with jjreat truth catcli mere simplicity :

Whilst some with cunnin*^ gild their copper crowns,
With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare.
Fear not my truth : the moral of my wit
Is—plain, and true :—there's all the reach of it.

Enter ^neas, Paris. Antenor, Deiphobus, and
Diomedes.

Welcome, Sir Diomed 1 Here is the lady
Which for Antenor we deliver you :

At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand :

And by the way possess thee what she is.

Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek,
If e'er thou stand at mercy ofmy sword,
Name Cressid, and thy life sliall be as safe
As Priam is in Ihon.
Dio. Fair lady Cressid,

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects :

The lustre in your eye, heaven in your clieek.
Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed
You shall be mistress, and command him wholly.

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use nie courteously.
To shame the zeal of my petition to thee,
In praising her: I tell thee, lord of Greece,
She is as iar high-soaring o'er thy praises,

As thou unworthy to be call d her servant.
I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge :

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not.

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy giiard,
111 cut thy throat.
Dio. O. be not mov'd, prince Troilus :

r.et me be privileg'd by my place and message,
To be a speaker free ; when I am hence,
I'll answer to my lu.st : and know you. lord,

I'll nothing do on charge : to her own worth
Slie shall be prizd ; but that you say—Be't so,

I'll speak it in my spirit and honour,—No.
Tro. Come, to the port.— I'll tell thee. Diomed,

This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head.

—

l-ady. give me yonr hand : and, as you walk,
To our own selves bend we our needful talk.

\Exeitnt Troi., Cress , and Diom
Tmittpet Heard.

Par. Hark 1 Hector's trumpet.
.'Hne. How have we spent this uiorning \

The prince must think me tardy and remiss.
That swore to ride before him to the field.

Par, "Tis Troilus* fault : come, come, to field with
Dei. Let us make ready straight. [him.
/Tine. Yea. with a bridegroom's fresh alacrity,

r.ftiis address to tend on Hector's heels:
The ^lory of our Troy doth this day lie

On his fair worth, and single cliivalry. \Iixeiait.

SCHNF- V.

—

The Grecian Camp. I.i^ts set oui.

Enter Ajax, armed: Agamenmon, Achilles, Patroclus,
Menclaus, Ulysses, Nestor, and others,

Ae<^tn Here art thou in appnintmcnt fresh and fair,

Anticipating tiTiic with starting cuur.i^'c.

I iive with thv trumpet .i l<nid n«Ho t'> Troy.
1 hou dreadful Ajax ; that tlu" ap[>allc<l air

May pierce the head of the grrat conihalant,
And hale him hither.

"Ifax. Thou, trumpet, there's my purse.
\' jw cri^k tny lungs, an<i si)lit thy brazen pipe;
Miow, villain, till thy sphurtid bias cheeic
Mutswcll the colic of puird Aquilon:
*''mi€, strvtch thy chest, and let thy cvos 9pout blood

;

Thou blow'st for Hector. [Trttittpet sounds,
Ulyss. No trumpet aii^awcrs.
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AcAi/.
. Agam. Is not yon

daughter?
Ulyss. Tis lie, I ken the manner of his gait

;

He rises on the toe ; that spirit of his

In aspiration lifts him from the earth.
Enter Uiomedes, with Cressidx

Axiim. Is this the lady Cressid ?

Dio. Even she.

Asam. Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet
lady.

Nest. Our general doth salute you with a kiss.

Ulyss. Yet is the kindness but particular;
'Twere better she were kiss'd in general.
Nest. And very courtly counsel : I'll begin.

—

So much for Nestor.
Ackil. I'll take that winter from your lips, fair lady

:

Achilles bids you welcome.
Men. I had good argument for kissing once.
Patr^ But that's no argument for kissing now

;

For thus popp'd Paris in his hardiment.
And parted thus you and your argument.

Uiyss. O, deadly gall, and theme of all our scorns 1

For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns.
Pair. The first was Menelaus' kiss ;—this, mine :

Patroclus kisses j'ou.

Men. O, this is trim

!

Pair. Paris, and I, kiss evermore for him.
Me7i. I'll have my kiss, sir.—Lady, by your leave.
Cres. \\\ kissing, do you render or receive ?

Patr. Both take and give.
Cres. I'll make my match to live.

The kiss you take is better than you give ;

Therefore no kiss.

Men, 111 give you boot, I'll give you three for one.
. Cres. You're an odd man , gi\-e even, or give none.
]\[en. An odd man, lady I e\ ery man is odd.
Orj. No, Paris is not; for, you know, 'tis true,

That you are odd, and he is even with you.
Men. You fillip me o* the head.
Cres. No, I'll be sworn.
Utyss. It were no match, your nail against his

May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you 2 [horn :

—

Cres. You luay.
Uiyss. I do desire it.

Cres. ^Vhy, beg, tlien.

Uiyss. Why, then, for Venus* sake, give me a kiss.

When Helen is a maid again, and his.

Cres. I ain your debtor, claim it when 'tis due.
Uiyss. Never 's my day, and then a kiss of you.
Dio. Lady, a word :—ill bring you to your father.

' [Leads out Cressida.
Nest. A woman of quick sense.
Uiyss. Fie, fie, upon her !

There's language in her eye. her cheek, her lip.

Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out
At every joint and motive of her body.
O, these encounterers, so glib of tongue.
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes.
And wide unclasp the tables of their thouglits
To every ticklish reader I set them down
For sluttish spoils of opportunity.
And daughters of the game. [ TrujJipet heard.
Aii. The Trojans trumpet.
Again. Y'onder comes the troop.
Enter Hector, ar?ned : ^neas, Troilus, and ot/ter

Trojans, luith attendants.
Aine. Hail, all you state of Greece 1 what shall be

done
To him that victory commands? Or do you purpose
A victor shall be known? will you, the knights
Shall to the edge of all extremity
Pursue each other ; or shall be divided
By any voice or order of the field ?

Hector bade ask.
Agam. Which way would Hector have it ?

Alne. He cares not ; he'll obey conditions.
Aihii. 'Tis done like Hector ; but securely done,

A little proudly, and great deal misprising
The knight oppos'd.
Aine. If not Achilles, sir.

What is your name?
Achil. If not Achilles, nothing.
.line. Therefore Achilles : but, whate'er, know

In the extremity of great and little, [this ;

—

Valour and pride excel themselves ui Hector
;

The one ahnost as infinite as all.

The other blank as nothing. "VVeigh him well,

And that which looks like pride is courtesy.

This Ajax is half made of Hector's blood :

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ;

Half heart, half hand, half Hector comes to seek
This blended knight, half Trojan and half Greek.
Achil. A maiden battle, then V—O. I perceive you.

Re-enter Diomedes.
Agatn. Here is Sir Diomed ; go, gentle knight.

Stand by our Ajax : as you and lord -Eneas
Consent upon the order of their fight,

So be it ; either to the uttermost,
Or else a breath : the combatants being kin.

Half stints their strife before their strokes begin.
[Ajax and Hector enter the iisls.

Uiyss, They are oppos'd already.
Again. What Trojan is that same that looks so

heavy ?

Ulyss. The youngest son of Priam, a true knight

;

Not yet mature, yet matchless : firm of word ;

Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ;

Not soon provok'd, nor, being provok'd, soon calm'd

:

His heart and hand both open, and both free ;

For what he has he gives, what thinks he shows ;

Vet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty,
.\or dignifies an impair thought with breath :

Manly as Hector, but more dangerous

;

l-"or Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes
fo tender objects ; but he, in heat of action,

Is more vindicative than jealous love :

They call him Troilus ; and on him erect
A second hope, as fairly built as Hector.
Thus says --Eneas ; one that knows the youth
Even to his inches, and, with private soul.

Did in great llion thus translate him to me.
\Aiarii7Jt. Hector and Ajaxyi.giit

Agam. They are in action.

Nest. Now, Ajax, hold thine own I

Tro. Hector, thou sleep'st

;

Awake thee

!

Agam. His blows are well dispos'd :—there, Ajax I

Dio. You must no more. [ Trumpets cease.

Aine. Princes, enough, so please you.

Ajax. I am not warm yet ; let us tight again.
Dio. As Hector pleases.
Hect. Why, then will I no more

:

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister's son,

A cousin-gernian to great Priam's seed ;

The obligation of our blood forbids

A gory emulation 'twixt us twain ;

Were thy coinmixtion Greek and Trojan so.

That thou couldst say—" This hand is Grecian all.

.Ind this IS Trojan ; the sinews of this leg

.III Greek, and this all Troy ; my motlur's blood

Runs on the dexter cheek, and this sinister

A'onnds in myfathei^s :" by Jove multipotent,

Ihou shouldst not bear from me a Greekish member
Wherein my sword had not impressure made
Of our rank feud : but the just gods gainsay
rhat any drop thou borrow'dst from thy mother,
My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword
Be drain'd ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax

;

By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms ;

Hector would have them fall upon him thus:
Cousin, all honour to thee 1

Ajax. I thank thee. Hector

:

Thou art too gentle and too free a man :

I came to kill' thee, cousin, and bear hence
A great addition earned in thy death.
Hect. Not Neoptolemus so mirable

(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud 'st O-yes
Cries, ' This Is he .'") could promise to himself

-\ thought of added honour torn from Hector.

rEne. There is expectance here from both the sides,

What farther you will do.
Hect. We'll answer it

;

The issue is embracement :—Ajax. farewell.

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success,

(As seld I have the chance,) I would desire

My famous cousin to our Grecian te'nts.

Dio. 'Tis Ag.imemnon's wish: and grc.nt Achilles

Doth long to see unarm'd the valiant Hector.

Heel, ^neas, call my brother Troilus to iiie:

And signify this loving interview
To the expecters of our Trojan part

;

Desire them home.—Give me thy hand, my cousin
;

I will go eat with thee; and see your knights.

A/ax. Great Ag.amemnon comes to meet us here.

Hect. The worthiest of them tell me, name by name;
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But for Achilles, mine own searching eyes
SIkiU find liiin by his large and portly size.

Agiim. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one
That would be rid of such an enemy ;

But that's no welcome ; understand more clear,

What's past, and what's to come, is strew'd with
nusks

And fonnless ruin of oblivion

;

But in this extant moment, faith and troth,

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing,
Bids thee, with most divine integrity.

From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome.
Hect. I thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon.
Agam. \_To Troilus.] My well-fam'd lord of Troy,

no less to you. [Ing ;
—

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's greet-

you brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither.

Hect. Whom must we answer ?

jf.ne. The noble Menelaus.
Hect. O, you, my lord ! by Mars his gauntlet, thanks ;

Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath

;

Your quondam wife swears still by Venus' glove :

She's well, but bade me not commend her to you.
Mm. Name her not now, sir ; she's a deadly theme.
Hect. O, pardon ; I offend.
Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft.

Labouring for destiny, make cruel way
Through ranks of Greekish youth ; and I have seen
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, [thee.

Despising many forfeits and subduements,
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i' th' air.

Not letting it decline on the declin'd.

That I have said to some my standers-by,
'* Lo, ytipiter is yotider, dealing li/e .'"

And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath,
\\'hen that a ring of Greeks have hennu'd thee in.

Like an (Jlympian wrestling : this have I seen ;

But this thy countenance, still lock'd in steel,

1 never saw till now. I knew thy grantlsire.

And once fought with hun : he was a soldier good ;

But, by great .Mars, the captain of us all.

Never like thee : let an old man embrace thee

;

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents,

yfine. "Tis the old Nestor.
Hect. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle.

That hast so long walked hand in hand with time :

—

Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee.

Nest. I would my anns coukI match thee in conten-
As they contend with thee in courtesy. [tion.

Hect. I would they could.
A'est. Ha!

Ey this white beard, I'd fight with thee to-morrow.
Well, welcome, welcome 1 I have seen the time.

Ulyss. I wonder now how y<mder city stands.

When we have here her base and pillar by u.s.

Hect. I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well.

Ah, sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead.
Since first I saw yourself and Diomcd,
In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy.
Vlyss. Sir, I foretold you then what would ensue

:

My prophecy is but half his journey yet

;

For yonder walls, that pertly fr^jnt your town.
Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds.

Must kiss their own feet.

Hect. I must not believe you :

There they stand yet ; and modestly I think.

The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost

A drop of Clrecian blood : the end crowns all

;

And that old common arbitrator, time,
Will one day cud it.

Ulyss. So to him we leave it.

Mrist gentle and most valiant Hector, welcome

:

After the general, 1 beseech you next
To feast with me, and see nie at my tent.

Achil. I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thou I—
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee ;

I have with ejcict viewpcrus'd tlicc. Hector,
And quoted joint by )omt.
Hect. Is this Achilles?
Achil. I am Achilles.
Hect. St.ind fair, I pray thee : let inc look on thee.
Achil. Behold thy fill.

Hect. N.ay, I have done already.
Achil. Thou art too brief: 1 will the second lime,

As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb.
llect. O, like a book of sport, thou'lt read me o'er ;

But there's more in me than thou inidcrstitiid'st.

\V)iy dost thou so oppress nie with thine eye?

Achil. Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his
body [there ?

Shall I destroy him ? whether there, or there, or
I'hat I may give the local wound a name.
And make Jistinct the very breach whereout
Hector's great spirit flew : answer me, heavens I

Hect. It would discredit the bless'd gods, proud
To answer such a question : stand again : [man,
Think'st thou to catch my life so pleasantly.
As to prenominate in nice conjecture
Where thou wilt hit me dead?
Achil. I tell thee, yea.
Hect. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so,

I'd not believe thee. Henceforth guard tiiee well

;

For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there

;

But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm,
I'll kill thee everywhere, yea, o'er and o'er.

—

^'ou wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag.
His insolence draws folly from my lips

;

But I'll endeavour deeds to match these words.
Or may I never

—

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, cousin :

—

.\nd you, Achilles, let these threats alone.
Till accident or purpose bring you to 't

:

Vou may have every day enough of Hector,
If you have stomach ; the general state. I fear.

Can scarce entreat you to "be odd with him.
Hect. I pray you, let us see you in the field :

We have had pelting wars, since you refus'd
The Grecians' cause.
Achil. Dost thou entreat me. Hector 1

To-morrow do I meet thee, fell as death ;

To-night, all friends.
Hect. Thy hand upon that match.
Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my

There in the full convive you : afterwards, [tent ;

.\s Hector's leisure and your bounties shall

Concur together, severally entreat him.
Beat loud the tabourines, let the trumpets blow.
That this great soldier may his welcome know.

{Exeunt all except Troilus ajtd Ulysses.
Tro. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you.

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep t

Ulyss. At Menelaus' tent, most princely Troilus :

There Diomed doth feast with him to-night

;

Who neither looks upon the heaven nor earth,

But gives all g£ize and bent of amorous view
(Jn the fair Cressid.

Tro. Shall I, sweet lord, be bound to thee so much.
After we part from Agamenmon's tent,

To'bring me thither?
Ulyss. You shall command me, sir.

As gentle tell me, of what honour was
This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there
That wails her absence ?

Tro. O, sir, to such as boasting show their scars,

S. mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ?

51ie was belov'd, she lov'ti ; she is, and doth :

Cut, still, sweet love is food for fortune's tooth.
{Exeunt.

ACT V.

SCENE I.— The Grecian Camp. Before Achilles'
Tent.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achil. I'll heat his blood with Greekish wine to-night,

V.'hich with my scimitar I'll cool to-morrow.

—

Patroclus. let us fe.ist him to the height.

Patr. Here comes Thersites.
Enter Thersites.

Achil. How now, thou core of envy I

Thou crusty batch of nature, what's the news?
Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou seenicst,an<l

id.jl of idiot-worshippers, here's a letter for thee.
Achil. F>oni whence, fragment?
Ther. \\\\y, thou full dish of fool, from Troy.
Pair. Who keeps the tent now?
Ther. The surgeon's box, or the patient's wound.
Patr. Well said. Adversity I ancl what need these

tricks?
Titer, Pr'ythee, lie silent, boy ; T profit not by thy

;.dk : thou art thought to be Achilles' male varlet.

Patr. M.ilc varlet, you rogue I what's that?
Ther. Why, his masculine whore. Now, the rotten

diseases of the south, the guts-tTlping, ruptures,
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the sun borrows of the moon, when Diomed keeps
his word. I will rather leave to see Hector, than
not to dog liim : they say, he keeps a Trojan drab,
and uses the traitor Calchas' tent: I'll after.

Xothinsj but lechery ! all incontinent varlets. {lixit.

SCENE 11.- -The Grecian Camp.
Tent.

Enter Diomedes.

Be/ore Calchas'

catarrhs, loads o' gravel i' the back, lethargies, cold I hound ; but when he performs, astronomers foretell

Ealsies, raw eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, it ; it is prodigious, there will come son\e change

;

ladders full of imposthume, sciaticas, lime-kilns i' trie '
"

-
•

. „.

palm, incurable bone-ache, and the rivelled fee-simple
of the tetter, take and take again such preposterous
discoveries 1

Patf, Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou, wliat
meanest thou to curse thus 'i

Ther. Do 1 curse thee ?

Pair. Why, no, you ruinous butt; you whoreson
indistinguishable cur, no,

Ther. No 1 why art thou, then, exasperate, thou idle
immaterial skein of sleave silk, thou green sarcenet
flap for a^sore eye, thou tassel of a prodigal's purse,
thou ? All, how the poor world is pestered with sUch
water-flies.—diminutives of nature 1

Patr. Out. gall

!

Ther. Finch ffg^% \

AchH. My sweet Patrocliis, I am thwarted quite
From my great purpose in to-morrow's battle.
Here is a letter from queen Hecuba ;A token from her daughter, my fair love ;

Both taxing rae. and gaging me to keep
An oath that I have sworn. I will not break it

:

Fall Greeks ; fail fame ; honour or go or stay

;

My major vow lies here, this I'll obey.
Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent

;

This night in banqueting all liiust be spent,

^

Away, Patroclus. [Exeunt Achilles atiti Patroclus.
Ther. With too much blood and too little brain,

these two may run mad : but if with too much brain,
and too little blood they do, I'll be a curer of mad-
men. Here's Agamemnon,—an honest fellow enough,
and one that loves quails : but he has not so much
brain as ear-wax : and the goodly transformation of
Jupiter there, his brother, the bull,—the primitive
statue, and oblique memorial of cuckolds ; a thrifty
shoeing-horn in a chain, hanging at his brother's leg,
—to what form, but that he is. should v/it larded with
malice, and malice forced with wit. turn him tot To
an ass, were nothing ; he is both ass and ox : to an ox.
were notliing ; he is both ox and ass. To he a dog, a
mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl. a put-
lock, or a herring without a roe. I [would not care ;

but to be Menelaus,— I would conspire against destiny.
Ask nie not what I would be. if I were not Thersites,
for I care not to be the louse of a lazar, so I were not
Menelaus.—Hey-day ! spirits and fires !

Enter Hector. Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon. Ulysses.
Nestor, Menelaus, and Uiomedes, with lights.

Agam. We go wrong, we go wrong.
rljax. No. yonder 'tis

There, where we see the lights.
Hect. I trouble you.
Ajax. No, not a whit.
ulyss. Here comes himself to guide you

Enter Achilles.

Agani. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good night.
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you.
Hect. Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks'
Me7i. Good night, my lord. [general.
Hect. Good night, sweet lord Menelaus.
Ther. Sweet oraught : sweet, quotha ! sweet sink,

sweet sewer,
Achil. Good night, and welcome, both at once, to

That go or tarry, (those
Agam. Goodnight.

[Exeunt Agamemnon a>id Menelaus,
Achil. Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed,

Keep Hector company an hour or two,
Dio. I cannot, lord ; I have important business.

The tide whereof is now.—Good night, great Hector,
Hect. Give me your hand.
Ul^ss. [.4side to Troilus. J Follow his torch ; he goes

To Calchas' tent ; I'll keep you company.
Tro. Sweet sir, you honour inc.

Hect. And so. good night.
[Exit Diomedes; Ulysses n«a; Troilus y?;/-

loiuing.
Achil. Come, come, enter my tent.

[E.xeunt Achilles. Hector. Ajax. and Nestor.
Ther. That same Diomed's a false-hearted rogue,

a most unjust knave ; I will no more trust liim w-lien
he leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses : he will

spend his moutli, and promise, like Urabbler the

DiiK ^\'hat, are you up here ? ho 1 speak.
c,rA [Within.] Who calls?
Dia. Diomed.—Calchas, I think. Where's your
Cal. [IFithin.] She comes to you. [daughter •?

Enter Troilus and Ulysses, at a dista>ice ; afterthem
Thersites, who remains apart.

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not discover us.

Enter Cressida.

Tro. Cressid comes forth to him !

Dio. How now, my c'narge?
Cres. Now, ray sweet guardian 1—Hark, a word with

you. [H^'Hispers.
Tro. "V'ea, so familiar I

Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight.
Ther. And any m.in may sing her, if he can take

lier cliff; she's noted.
Dio. Will you remember?
Cres. Remember 1 yes.
Dio. Nay. but do, then ; and let your mind be

coupled with your words.
Tro. What should she remember I

I'tyss. List.

Cres. Sweet honey Greek, tempt rae no raore to folly
Ther. Roguery

!

Dio. Nay. then,

—

Cres. I'll tell you what.

—

Dio. Pho, pho ! come, tell a pin : you are forsworn.
Cres. In faith, I cannot : what would you have

me do ?

Ther. A jug.^ling trick, to be secretly open.
Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on rae i

Cres, I pr'ythee. do not hold me to mine oath ;

Bid me do anything but that, sweet Greek.
Dio. Good night.
Tro. Hold, patience I

Ulyss. How now, Trojan ?

Cres. Diomed.

—

Dio. No. no, good night ; I'll be your fool no more.
Tro. Thy better must.
Cres. Hark, one word in your ear,
Tro. O plague and madness I

s. 'You are niov'd. prince ; let us depart, I prayUlyss.
Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself [you'.
To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous

;

The time right deadly ; 1 beseech you, go.
- Tro. Behold. I pray you !

Ulyss. Nay. good my lord, go ofi"

:

Vou flow to great distraction ; come, my lord.

"

Tro. I pray thee stay.
Ulyss. 'Vou have not patience, come.
Tro. I pray you. stay; by hell, and ail hell's tor-

I will not speak a word. [ments,
Dio. And so. good night.
Cres. Nay. but you part in anger.
Tro. Doth that grieve thee ?

wither'd truth

!

Ulyss. Why. how now. lord I

Tro. By Jove,
1 will be patient.
Cres. Guardian I—why, Greek 1

Dio. Pho. pho I adieu ; you palter.
Cres. In faith, I do not : come hither once again.
Ulyss. 'V'ou shake, my lord, at something : will you

Vou will break out. [go?
Tro. She strokes his ch?ek

!

Ulyss. Come, come.
Tro. Nay. stay ; by Jove. I will not speak a word :

There is between my will and all offences
A guard of patience : stay a little while.

Ther. How the de\-il luxury, with his fat nimp and
potato finger, tickles these together ! Fry. lechery,
Dio. But will ynu. then ? ' [fry 1

Cres, In faith. I will, ia ; never trust me else.
Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it.

Cres. I'll fetch you one. [E.vH

%
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C'b'ss. You have sworn patience.
J'ro. Icar me not, sweet lord ;

will not be myself, nor have recognition
Of wliat I feel : 1 am all patience.

R<-e>ttir CreSbidiU

Ther. Now the pledge ; now. now, now I

Cres. Here, Diomed. keep this sleeve.

Tro. O beauty I where is tliy faith ?

Ulyss. My lord,—
Tro. I will be patient ; outwardly I will.

Cres. You look upon that sleeve ; behold it well.—
He loved me—O false wench !—Give 't to me ajjain.

Dio. Wliose was "t ?

Cres. It is no matter, now I have 't again
I will not meet with you to-morrow night •

I pr'ythee, Diomed. visit me no more.
Titer. Now she sharpens :—well said, whetstone 1

Dio. I shall have it.

Cres. What, this?
Dio. Ay, that.

Cres. O. an j'ou gods !—O pretty, pretty pledije I

Thy master now lies thinkini,' in his bed ,

Of thee, and me ; and si^hs. and takes my glove,

And gives memorial dainty kisses to it.

As I kiss thee.—Nay, do not snatch it from me ;

He that takes that doth take my heart withal.

Dio. I had your heart before ; this follows it.

Tro. I did swear patience.

Cres. You shall not have it, Diomed ; "faith you
I'll give you something else. [shall not

;

Dio. 1 will have this : whose was it f

Cres. "Tis no matter.
Dio. Come, tell rae whose it was
Cres. 'Twas one's that loved me better than you will.

Cut. now you have it, take it.

Dio. Whose wsis it t

Cres. By all Diana's waiting-women yond'.

And by herself, I will not tell you whose.
Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ;

And -grieve his spirit that dares not challen£;e it.

Tro. Wert thou the devil, and wor'st it on thy horn.

It should be challeng'd.
Cres. Well, well, tis done, 'tis past ;—and yet it is

1 will not keep my word. [not

;

Dio. Why then, farewell

;

Thou never shalt mock Diomed again.

Cres. You shall not go :—one cannot speak a word.
Cut it straight starts you.
Dio. I do not like this fooling.

Ther. Nor T, by Pluto : but that that likes not you,
plenses me best.

Dio. What, shall I come? thehour?
Cres. Ay, come :—O Jove I

Do come :—I shall be plagu'd.
Dio. Farewell till then.

Cres. Good night : 1 pr'ythee, come.

—

\Exit Diomedcs
Trcilus, farev/ell ! one eye yet looks on thee

;

But «ith my heart the other eye doth see.

Ah 1 poor our sex I this fault in us I find.

The error of our eye directs our mind

:

What error leads, must err : C). then conclude,
Minds, s-way'd by eyes, are full of turpitude. \P.xit.

T/ttr. A proof of strength she could not publish
more.

Unless she said, " My mind is nov/ turn'd whore "

Ulyss. All 's done, my lord.

Tro. It is.

Ulyss. Why stay we, then?
Tro. To make a recordation to my soul

Of every syllable tliat here was spoke.
But if 1 teU how these two did co-act.

Shall I not lie in publishing a truth 1

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart,

An esperance so obstinately strong.

That doth invert the .attest of eyes and ears

;

As if tho^e organs h.ad dcceptious functions,

Created only to calumniate.
Was Cressiu here t

Ulyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan.
Tro. She was not, sure.
Ulyss. Most sure she was.
Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness.
I lyss. Nor mine, my lord : Crcssid was here but

now.
Tro. Let it not be bclicv'd for womanhood !

Think, wc Imd lnothe^^ ; do not give .advant.ige

To stubborn critics, apt, without a theme.
For depravation, to square the general sex
liy Cressid's rule : r.ither think this not Cressid.

Ulyss. What hath she done, prince, that can soil

our mothers?
Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this were she.

Tlur. Will he swagger himself out on "s own eyes?
Tro. This she? no. this is Dionied's Cressida.

If beatity have a soul, this is not she ;

If boiils guide vows, if vows be sanctimony.
If sanctimony be the gods' delight.

If there be rule in unity itself.

This is not she. O madness of discourse,
Tliat cause sets up with and against itself I

Bi-fold authority I where reason can revolt

Without perdition, and loss assume all reason
Without revolt : this is. and is not. Cressid !

Within my soul there doth conduce a fight

Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate
Divides more wider than the sky and earth ;

.\nd yet the spacious breadth of this division
Admits no orifice for a point, as subtle
As is Arachne's broken woof, to enter.

Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto's gates ;

Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven:
Instance, O instance! strong as heaven itself;

The bonds of heaven are slipp'd. dissolv'd, and loos'd ;

And with another knot, five-finger-tied.

The fractions of her faith, orts of her love.

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliques
Of her o'er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed.

Ulyss. May worthy Troilus be half attach'U
\\'ith that which here his passion doth express?

Tro. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged well
In characters .as red as Mars his heart
Inflam'd with Venus : never did young man fancy
With so eternal and so fix'd a soul.

Hark, Greek : as much as I do Cressid love.

Were it a casque compos'd by Vulcan's skill.

My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout,
Which shipmen do the hurricano call,

Constring'd in mass by the almighty sun.
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune's ear
In his descent, than shall my prompted sword
Falling on Diomed.

Ther. He'll tickle it for his concupy.
Tro. O Cressid I O false Cressid ! false, false, false

!

Let all untruths stand by thy stained name.
And they'll seem glorious.

Ulyss. O, contain yourself;
Your passion draws ears hither.

Enter /Eneas.

Aiiie. I have been seeking you this hour, my lord
Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy ;

Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home.
Tro. Have with you, prince —My courteous lord.

Farewell, revolted fair I—and Diomed, ladieu.—
Stand ftist, and wear ,a castle on thy head I

Ulyss. I'll bring you to the g.ites.

Tro. Accept distracted thanks.
[Exeunt Troilus, >Eneas, and Ulysses

Ther. Would I could meet that rogue Diomed

!

I would croak like a raven ; I would bode. I would
bode. Patroclus would give me any thing for the
ntelligence of this whore : the parrot will not do
more for an almond, than he for a commodious drab.
I.echer>', lechery ; still, wars and lechery ; nothing
else holds fashion : a burning devil take them 1

[Exit.

SCHNE III.—Troy. lie/ore VxX&m'^ Palace.

Enter Hector and Andromache.

And. AVhen was my lord so much tingently tem-
To stop h!s ears against admonishment'; [pcr'd.
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day.
Heel. You train me to offend you

; get you In:

By all the everlasting gods, I'll go.

And. My fireams will, sure, prove ominous to the
Heet. No more, I say. [day,

Enter C'assandr.1.

Cos. AVhcre is my brother Hector ?

And. Here, sister: arm'd. and bloody in Intent.

Consort with me in louil and tiear petition.

Pursue wc hiiii on knees ; fix- I hare dreamed
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Of bloody turbvilence, and this wliole night

Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of slaughter

Cas. O, 'tis true.

Jlcct. Ho i bid my trumpet sound 1

Cas. No notes of sally, for tlie heavens, sweet
brother. fswear.

Hect. Begone, I say: the gods have heard me
Cas. The gods are deaf to hot and peevish vows

:

They are polluted offerings, more abhorred
Tlian spotted livers in the sacrifice.

.rhtd. O, be persuaded : do not count it holy
To hurt by being just : it is as lawful,

For we would give much, to use violent thefts.

And rob in the behalf of charity.

Cas. It is the purpose that makes strong the vow
;

But vows to every purpose must not hold

:

Unarm, sweet Hector.
Hect. Hold you still, I say ;

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate :

Life every man holds dear; but the brave man
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life.

—

EJiter Troilus.

How now. young man ! mean'st thou to fight to-day?
And. Cassaniira, call my father to persuade.

[fi-j^ Cassandra.
Hect. No, "faith, young Troilus ; doff thy harness,

I am to-day i' the vein of chivalry : [youth ;

I-et grow thy sinews till their knots be strong,

And tempt not yet the brushes of the war.
Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy,
I'll stand to-day for thee, and me, and Troy.

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you.
Which better fits a lion than a man. [for it.

Hect. What vice is that, good Troilus? chide me
Tro. When many times the captive Grecians fall,

Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword.
You bid them rise, and live.

Hect. O, 'tis fair play.
Tro. Fool's play, by heaven. Hector

!

Hect. How now I how now 1

Tro. For the love of all the gods.
Let's leave the hermit pity with our mothers

;

And when we have our armours buckled on,

The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords;
Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth.

Hect. Fie, savage, fie 1

Tro. Hector, then 'tis wars.

Hect. Troilus, I would not have you fight to-day.

Tro. Who should withhold me?
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire ;

Not Priamus and H ecuba on knees.
Their eyes o'ergalled with recourse of tears ;

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn,
Oppos'd to hinder nie, should stop my way.
But by my ruin.

Re-enter Cassandra, 7uith Priam.
Cas. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast

:

He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay.

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee.

Fall all together.
Pri. Come, Hector, come, go back

:

Thy wife hath dreamed ; thy mother hath had visions

;

Cassandra doth foresee ; and I myself
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt.

To tell thee that this day is ominous :

Therefore, come back.
Jlect. Mness is a-field

;

And I do stand engaged to many Greeks,
Even in the faith of valour, to appear
This morning to them.
Pn'. Ay, but thou shalt not go.

Hect. I must not break my faith,

you know me dutiful ; therefore, dear sir,

Let me not shame respect ; but give me leave
To take that course by your consent and voice,

Which you do here forbid me, royal Priam.
Cijs. O Priam, yield not to him 1

And. Do not. dear father.

Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you:
Upc:i the love you bear me, get you in.

\Ii.vit Andromache.
Tro. This foolish, dre.iming, superstitious girl

M.Hkcs all these bodenients.
Cas. O farewell, dear Hector!

I-ook, how thou diest ! look, how thy eye turns pale !

Look, liow thy wounds do bleed at many vents 1

Hark, liow Troy roars 1 how Hecuba cries out I

How poor Andromache shrills her dolours forth !

lichold, distraction, frenzy, and amazement.
Like witless anticks, one another meet.
And all crj'—Hector I Hector's dead 1 O Hector

Tro. Away ! Away 1

Cas. Farewell.—Yet, soft I—Hector, I take my
leave :

Thou dost thyself and all our Troy deceive. [Exit.
Heel. You are amaz'd, my liege. ;it her exclaim :

Go in. and cheer the town : we'll forth, and fight

;

Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at night.

Pri. Farewell: the gods with safety stand about
thee 1 [Exeunt scver.iliy Priam and Hector.

Alarians.
Tro. They are at it, hark ! Proud Diomed, believe,

I come to lose my arm, or win my sleeve,

.iy Troilus is going out, enter, from the other side,

Pandarus.
Pan. Do you hear, my lord? do you hear?
Tro. What now ?

Pan. Here's a letter come from yon poor girl.

Tro^ Let ine read.
Pan. A whoreson ptisick, a whoreson rascally

ptisick so troubles me, and the foolish fortune of this

girl ; and what one thing, what another, that 1 shall

leave you one o' these days : and Ihavea rheum in

mine eyes too ; and such an ache in my bones, that,

unless a man were cursed, I cannot tell what to think
on 't.—What says .she there?

7">-o.W'ords, words, mere words, no matter from the
heart

:

The effect doth operate another way.

—

[ Tearing the letter.

Go, wind to wind, there turn and change together.

—

My love with words and errors still she feeds

;

But edifies another with her deeds.
[Exeunt sez'eraiiy.

.SCENE W.—Between Troy and tlic Grecian Camp.
Alarums : E.xairsions. Enter Thersites.

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another

;

I'll go look on. That dissembling abominable varlet,

Diomed, has got that same scurvy doting foolish

young knave's slee\'e of Troy there, in his hehn : I

"would fain see them meet ; that tliat same young
Trojan ass, that loves the whore there, might send
ihat Greekish whoremasterly villain, with the sleeve,

back to the dissembling luxurious drab, on a sleeve-

less errand. O' the other side, the pohcy of those
crafty swearing rascals,—that stale old mouse-eaten
dry cheese. Nestor, and that same dog-fox, Ulysses,

—is not proved worth a blackberry :—they set me np,
in policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax, against that dog of
as bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the cur Ajar
prouder than the cur Achilles, and will not arm to-

day ; whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim
barbarism, and policy grows into an ill opinion. Soft I

here comes sleeve, and t' other.

Enter Diomed, TroWwi /olloToing.

Tro. Fly not ; for shouldst thou take the river Styx,
I would swim after,
Dio. Thou dost miscall retire

:

I do not fly ; but advantageous care
Withdrew me from the odds of multitude :

Have at thee !

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian !—now for thy
whore, Trojan !—now the slee\e, now the sleeve !

[Exeunt Troilus and Diomedes, yighiing.

Enter Hector.

Hect. AVhat art thou, Greek? art thou for Hector's
Art thou of blood and honour ? [match?

Ther. No. no.— I am a rascal; a scurvy railing

knave ; a very filthy rogue.
Hect. I do believe thee ;—live. [E.xit.

Ther. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; but
a plague break thy neck, for frighting me I What's
become of the wenching rogues ? 1 think they have
swallowed one another : I would laugh at that
miracle :—yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself. I'll seek
them. [Exit.

SCENE V.—.'lnother Part 0/ the Plains.

Enter Diomed and a Serv.-mt.

Dio. Go go, my servant, take thou Troilus' horse ;

Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid :

Fellow commend my service to her beaut)'

;
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Tell her 1 have cliastis'd the amorous Trojan,

And am her knight by proof.

Serv. I Ro, my lord. I
I-.xit,

EnUr Aj^meuiiion.
.l^ant. Renew, renew 1 The fierce Polydamab

Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margarelon
11 ith Doreus prisoner.

And stands colossus-wise, waving- his beam,
Upon the pashfed corses of tlie kinj.'s

Epistrophus and Cedius : Polixenes is slain ;

Amphiniachus, and Thoas, deadly hurt;
Patroclus taen. or slain ; and P;ilamedes
Sore hurt and bruis'd : the dreadfiil Sagittary
-Appals our numbers: haste we, Dioniea,
To reinforcement, or we perish all.

EnUr Nestor.
AW/. Oo, be£u- Patroclus' body to Achilles ;

And bid the snail-pac'd Ajax arm for shame.
There is a thousand Hectors in the field

:

Now here he fights on Galathe his horse,

And there lacks work ; anon he's there afoot.

And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls

Before the belching whale ; then is he yomler.
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge,
I'all down before him, like the mower s swath :

Here, there, and everywhere, he leaves and takes

;

Dexterity so obeying appetite.
That what he wiU, lie does ; and does so much,
That proof is called impossibility.

Enter Ulysses.
Vlyss. O, courage, courage, princes I great Achilles

Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing vengeance :

Patroclus wounds have rous'd his drowsy blood.
Together with his mangled Mynnidons,
That noseless, handless, hack'd and chipp'd, come to

Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost a friend, (him,
.\nd foams at mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it,

Koiiriug for Troilus ; who hath done to-day
Mad and fantastic execution

;

1- ngaging and redeeming of himself,
U'ith sucn a careless force, and forceless care,

.Vs if that luck, in very spite of cunning.
Bade hun win alL

Enter Ajax.
Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus I {Exit.

Dio. Ay, there, there.

Nest. So, so, we draw together.
Enter Achilles.

Jchil. Where is this Hector!
Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face

;

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry.
Hector I Where's Hector? I will none but Hector.

I
Ext:lent.

SCENE Wl.—Another Part o/tlie Plains.
' Enter Ajax.

Ajax. Troilus, thou cow.ird Troilus, show thy head !

Enter Diomedcs.
Dio. Troilus, I say 1 where's Troilus ?

Ajax. Wliat wouldst thou ?

Dio. I would correct him. [office,

Ajax. Were I the general, thou shouldst have my
Ere that correction.— Troilus, I say 1 what, 'Troilus 1

Enter Troilus.

Tro. O traitor Dioined !—Turn thy false face, thou
traitor.

And pay thy life ihou ow'st me for my horse I

Dio. Ha ! art thou tliere ?

Ajax. I'll fight with him alone : stand, Diomed.
Dio. He is my prize ; I will not look upon.
J'ro. Come, both you cogging Greeks ; have .^t you

both J \Exeimt,ji);htin^.
Enter Hector.

Hect. Yea, Troilus ? O, well fought, my youngest
brother

!

Enter Achilles.
Achil. Now I do see thee. Ha!—have at thee,
Hect. P.ause. if thou wilt. JHector !

Achil. 1 do dUdain thy courtesy, proud 'Trojan :

He happy that my anus are out of use :

My rest and neghgeiice befriend thee now,
Hut thou anon sTi.ilt hear of inc again

;

Till when, go seek thy fortune. \Exil.
Htct. Hare thee well :—

I would have been much more a fresher in.m.
Had I expected thee—^How now, my brother I

Re-enter Troilus.
Tro. Aiax hath ta'cn ALvmas : shall it be l

i

No, by the fiauie of yonder glorious heaven
He shall nut carry him : I'll De taken too.

Or bring him off:— Fate, hear me what 1 say 1

I reck not though I end my life to-day. \lixit.

Enter one in siini/>tnoits armour.
Hect. Stand, stand, thou Greek; thou art a goodly

mark :—
No? wilt thou not ?—I like thy armour well

;

I'll frush it, and unlock the rivets all.

But I'll be master of it :—wilt thou not, beast, abide ?

Why then, fly on, I'll hunt tliee for thy hide.
[Exeunt.

SCENE Vn.—Another Part ofthe Plains.

Enter AclilUes, ivith Myrtnidons.

Achil. Come here about me, you my Myrniidons ;

Mark what I say. Attend me where 1 whetl

:

Strike not a stroke, but keep yourselves in breath

:

And when I have the bloody Hector found,
Empale him with your weapons round about ;

In fellest manner execute your arms.
Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye :

—

It is decreed—Hector the great must die. \E.xcunt.

SCENE VIII.— r/te; Same.
Entir Menelaus and Va.r\s,ji£hting : then Thersitus.

T/ier. The cuckold and the cuckold-maker are at
it. Now, bull 1 now, dog ! 'Loo, Paris, 'loo 1 now,
my double-henned sparrow I 'loo, Paris, 'loo 1—The
bull has the game 1 'ware horns, ho 1

[Exeunt Paris and Menelaui.
Enter Margarelon.

Alar. Turn, slave, and fight.

Ther. What are thou 1

Mar. A bastard son of Priam's.
Titer. I am a bastard too ; I love bastards : I aiip

a bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind,
bastard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One
bear will not bite another, and wherefore should one
bastard? Take heed, the quarrel's most ominous to
us : if the son of a whore fight for a whore, he tempts
judgment : farewell, bastard. [Exit.

.Mar. The devil take thee, coward I [Exit,

SCENE IX.—Another Part of the Plains.

Enter Hector.

hect. Most putrified core, so fair without.
Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy Ufe.
Now IS my day's work done ; I'll, take good breath ;

Rest, sword ; thou hast thy fill ofTilood and death.
[Puts offhis lielmet, and hangs his shield

behind him.
Enter Achilles and Myrmidons.

Achil. Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set

;

How ugly night comes breathing at his heels :

Even with the vail and darking of the sun.
To close the day up. Hector's life is done.

Htct. I am unarm'd ; forego this vantage. Greek.
Achil. Strike, fellows, strike : this is the man I seek.

( nezt.ox/alls.
So, Ilion, fall thou next I now, Troy, sink down 1

Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone.

—

On. Mynmdon.s ; and cry you ,U1 amain,
" Achilles hath the jni^luy Hector statu"—

[A retreat sounded.
Hark! a retire upon our Grecian part.
Myr. The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my lord.
Achil. The dragon wing of night overspreads the

earth.
And, stickler like, the armies separates.
My half-su|.p'd sword, that frankly would have fed,
Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed.—

[Slteathes his sword.
Conic, tie his body to my horse's tail

;

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt.

SCENE "i^.—Another Part ofthe Plains.

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Nestor, Dio-
medcs, and others marchintf. Shouts tuithiiu

.if:am. Harkl hark I what shout is that?
A'ciA Peace, drums 1

\ll'i'hin.\ Achilles I

irhillesl Hector's slain I Achilles I

I>to. The bruit is, Hector's slain, and by Achilles.
1 ^l;ax. If it be so, yet br.igless let it be

;

Great Hector was a man as good as he
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Again. March patiently along :—let oni; be sent
To pray Achilles see us at our lent.

—

If in his death the g^ods have us befriended,
Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended.

{Exeioit marchtitg,

SCENE y.l.—Anotliei- Part o/llu Plains.

E}iter ./Eneas and Trojans.

^Une. Stand, ho 1 yet are we masters of the field :

Never go home ; here starve we out the night.

Enter Troilus.

Tro. Hector is slain.

All. Hector I the gods forbid !

Tro. He's dead ; and .it the murderer's horse's tail,

In beastly sort, dragg'd through the shameful fiekl.

—

Frown on, you heavens, effect your rage with speed 1

Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy !

I say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy,
And linger not our sure destructions on I

Aine. My lord, you do discomfort all the host
Tro. You understand me not, that tell me so.

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death j

But dare all imminence, that gods and men
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone 1

Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba 'i

Let hun that will a screech-owl aye be callM.
Go in to Troy, and say there—Hector's dead :

There is a word will Priam turn to stone ;

Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives.
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word,
Scare Troy out of Itself But, march away
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say.
Stay yet :—you vile abonu'nable tents.
Thus proudly piglit upon our Phrygian plains,

Let Titan rise as early as he dare,

rU Ihruiii^h .uid through you!—And, thou great-sized
coward,

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates :

I'll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still.

That raouldeth goblins swift as frenzy's tlioughts.
Strike a free march to Troy ].—with comfort go

:

Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe.
[/:'.tf:rH/ ./Eneas and Trojans.

As Troilus is going on!, enter,from the other side,

Pandarus.
Pan. But hear you, hear you I

Tro. Hence, broker lackey ! ignomy and sharae
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name 1 \Hxit,
Pan. A goodly medicine for my aching bones 1

—

O world ! worUl ! world 1 thus is the poor agent de-
spised ! O traitors and bawds, liow earnestlj- are you
set a' work, and how ill requited ! why should our
endeavour be so loved, and the performance so
loathed? what verse for it? what instance for it?—Let
me see !

—

Fnii merrily the humhU-hee doth sini^,

Till he hath lost his honey and his sting ;

And being once subdiid in arnUd tail.

Sweet ho)iey and siueet notes togetlKr /'ail.

Good traders in tire flesli, set this in your painted
cloths.

As inany as be here ofpander s hall,
Yonr eyes, lialfout, loeep ont at Pandar'sfall.
Or ifyon cannot lueep, yetgive some groans.
Though notfor me, yetforyonr aching bones.
Brethren and sisters ofthe hold-door trade.
Some t-vo tnontlis hefice my luill sluill here bemade :

It should be no70, but that my fear is this,

Sofne i^allt'd goose of IWinchester -would hiss :

Till then ril sweat, and seek abont/or eases ;

And at thai time bequeath you »iy diseases. f/f . 'V.

TiMON OF Athens,

DRA.\L\TIS PERSON/E.

Timon, a noble Athenian.
Lucius, ")

Lucullus, > Lords, and flatterers of Ixxaon.
Sempronius, J
Ventidius, one of Timon 'sy<i/j^ Friends.
Apemantus, a churlish Philosopher,
Alcibiades, an Allienian General.
Flavius, Steward to Timon,
Flaininius,

")

Lucilius, > Servants to Timon.
Servilius, J

Caphis, 1

Philotus,
Titus, - Serz'anls to Timon's Creditors.

Lucius.
I

Hortensius, /

Servants ij/ Ventidius, and of Varro and Isidore, \two

Cupid and Maskers. \pf Timon's Creditors. )

r/i?-fc Strangers. ,;« Old Athenian. ,4 Page. W Fool.

Poet, Painter, Jeweller, and Merchant.

Timandra, }
Mistresses to Alcibiades. fAttendants.

Lords, Senators, Oliicers, Soldiers, Thieves, and

SCENE,—Athens, and the Woo<is adjoiititig.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Athens. A Hall in Timon's House.

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and others,

at several doors.

Poet, Good day, sir.

Pain. I am glad you're well.

Poet. 1 have not seen you long : how goes tlie world

!

Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows.
Poet. Ay, that's well known ;

But what particular rarity? what str.inge.

Which manifold record not matches? See.

Magic of bounty ! all these spirits thy power
Hatli conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant.
J'am. 1 know them both ; the otlier's a jeweller.

Afer. O, 'tis a wortliy lord.

yew. Nay, that's most fi-N'd.

Mer, A most incomparable man ; breath'd, as it were.

To an untirable and continuate goodness

:

He passes.
y«(/. I have a jewel here

—

Mer. O, prav, let 's see 't ; for the lord Tnnon, sir?

yeiu. If he will touch the estimate : but, for that—
Poet. {Reciting to himself.\ " H'ken we Jor re-

' compense ha-<ie prais'd the -vile.

It stains the glory in that haffy -verse

Which aptly sinirs the good."
Afer. [I.ookinaattliefpuel.] 'Tis a good form.

•je-iu. And rich : here is a water, look ye.

Pain. You are wrapt, sir, in some work, some dedica-

To the great lord. I''0"

Poet. A thing slipp'd idly from me.
i'>ur poesy is as a gimii which oozes
From wlience 'tis nourish'd : the fire i' the flint

Shows not, till it be struck ; our gentle flame
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Provokes iself, and, like the current, flies

Hacli bound it chafi;s. AV'hat have you there?
Pain. A picture, sir. When comes your book forth?
Potl. Upon the heels of my presentment, sir.

Let's see your piece.
fain. 'Tis a good piece.

Poet. So 'tis : this comes off well and excellent
Pain. Indifferent.
Poet. Admirable : How this grace

Speaks his own standinsj ! what a mental power
This eye shoots forth 1 iiow big imagination
Moves in this lip I to the dumbness of the gesture
One might interpret.
Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life.

Here is a touch ; is 't good !

Poet. I'll say of it,

It tutors nature : artificial strife

Lives in these touches, livelier than life.

Enter certain Senators. ivJio pass ovdr.

Pain. How this lord is foUow'd I

Poet. The senators of Athens: liappy men I

Pa-n. Look, more ! [visitors.

Poet. \o\x see this confluence, this great flood of
I have, in this rough work, shap'd out a man.
Whom this beneatn world doth embrace and hug
With amplest entertainment : my free drift

Halts not particularly, but moves itself

In a wide sea of wax: no levell'd malice
1 nfects one comma in the course I hold

;

But ^es an eagle flight, bold, and fortii on,
Leaving no tract behind.
Pain. How shall I understand you ?

Poet. I will unbolt to you.
"Vou see how all conditions, how all minds
(.\5 well of glib and slippery creatures, as
C>f grave and austere quality) tender down
Their 5er\ices to lord Tiraon : his large fortune.
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging.
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance
All sorts of hearts; yea, from the glass-fac'd flatterer

To Apemantus, that few things loves better
Than to .nbhor himself: even he drops down
The knee before him, and returns in peace
Most rich in Timon's nod.
Pain. I saw them speak together.
Poet. Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill,

Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd : <he base o' the mount
Is rank'd with all deserts, all kind of natures,
That labour on the bosom of this sphere
To propagate their states : amongst them all.

Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix'd.

One do I personate of lord Timon's frame.
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her

;

Whose present grace to present slaves and servants
Tran^atei his rivals.

Pain. 'Tis conceiv'd to scope.
This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks,
With one man bcckon'd from the rest below,
Bowing his head against the steepy mount
To climb his happiness, would be well expressed
In our condition.
Poet. Nay, sir, but hear me on :

AU those which were his fellows but of late,

(Some better than his value,) on the moment
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance.
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear.

Make sacred even his stirrup, and tlirough him
Drink the free air.

Pain. Ay, marry, what of these?
Poet. When Fortune, in her shift and change of

mood.
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his dependents,
which labour'd after him to the mountam's top.
Even on their knees and hands, let hiai slip down,
Not one accompanying his declining foot.

Pain, 'Tis coiiim'->n

:

A thouaiind moral paintings I can show.
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of Fortune
More pregnantly than words. Vet you do well.
To show lord Timon, that mean eyes have seen
The foot above the head.

Trumpets sound. F.nter Timon, attended; .'A< Ser-
vant 0/ Ventidius talking; ivith /tun.

Tint,
^

Imprison'd is he, s-'iy you

.

VfH. Sir, Ay, my good lord ; five talents is hLsaebt;
His me.ins most short, hi.s credllori wu:it btraii

Your honourable letter he desires

To those have shut him up j which, failing,

I'eriods his comfort.
Tim. Noble Ventidius I Well;

I am not of th.it feather, to shake off

.My friend when he must need me. I do know him
A gentleman that well deserves a help.
Which he shall have : I'll pay the debt, and fr«e him.
KcM. Ser. Your lordship ever binds him.
Tim. Commend me to him ; I will send his ransom;

And, being enfranchis'd. hid him come to me :

'Tis not enough to help the feeble up.
But to support him after. Fare you welL

yen. Serv. All happiness to your honour ! (.Exit.

Enter aft Old Athenian.
Otd Atk. Lord Timon, hear me speak.
Tim. Freely, good father.

Old Atk. Thou hast a servant nam'd'Lucilius.
Tim. 1 have so : what of him?
Otd At/t. Most noble Timon, call the man befo re

Tim. Attends he here, or no'?— Lucilias ! [thee.
Luc. Here, at your lordship's service.
Otd A!h. This fellow here, lord Tiraon, this thy

creature.
By night frequents ray house. I am a man
That from my first have been inchn'd to thrift ;

.-Vndmy estate deserves an heir more rais'd.

Than one which holds a trencher.
Tim. Well : what further?
Otd Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin else.

On whom I may confer what I have got

:

The maid is fair, o' the youngest for a bride,
.\nd I have bred her at my dearest cost
In qualities of the best This man of thine
Attempts her love : I pr'ythee, noble lord,

Join with me to forbid him her resort

;

Myself have spoke in vain.
7"!>«. The man is honest.
Old Ath. Therefore he will be. Tiraon:

His honesty rew.ards him in itself;

It must not bear my daughter.
Ti7n. Does she love liim ?

Old Ath. She is young, and apt

:

Our own precedent passions do instruct us
What levity 's in youth

Titn. [ To Lucilius.
J
Love you the maid ?

Luc. Ay, my good lord ; and she accepts of it.

Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent be missing,
I call the gods to witness, I will choose
Mine heir from forth the beggars ofthe world.
And dispossess her all.

Tim. How shall she be endow'd.
If she be mated with an equal husband!
Old Ath. Three talents on the present ; in future, all.

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath serv'd me long ;

To build his fortune I will strain a litde.

For 'lis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter :

What you bestow, in hira I'll counterpoise.
And make hira weigh with her.
Otd Ath. Most noble lord,

Pa^vn me to this your honour, she is his.

Tim. My hand to thee ; mine honour on my promise
Lite. Humbly I thank your lordship : never may

That state or fortune fall into my keeping.
Which is not owed to you !

[Exeunt Lucilius and Old Athenian.
Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live ypiir

lordship I

Tim, I thank you
;
you shall hear from me anon

;

Go not aw.ay.—What have you there, my friend'/
Pain. A piece of painting, which I do beseech

Your lordship to accept.
Titn. Painting is welcome.

The painting is almost the natural man ;

For since dishonour traftics with man's nature,
1 Ic is but outside : these pencil'd figures are
Lvcn such as they give out. 1 like your work

;

And you shall find, I like it ; wait attendance
Till you hear further from mu.
Pain. The gods preserve you 1

TiiK. WcU (arc you, gentleman; give me your
hand

;

We must needs dine together. Sir, your jewel
H.ith suffct'd undi:r praise.

l/f'". What, my lord I disprai!>el
I'im. A mere satiety of commendations.

If I should pay you for t as 'tis extolled,

j
It would unclcw mc quite.

I
yrtu. My lord, 'tis rated

G G
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A^ those which sell v.ould give : but you well know.
Thinj,'s of like value, differmg in the owners.
Are prized by their masters : believe 't, dear lord,

You mend the jewel by the wearing it

Tim. WtU mock'd,
Affr. No, my sjood lord ; he speaks the common

Which all men speak with him. [tong^uc,
7'tffi. Look, who comes here : will you be chid ?

Enter Apemantus.

yeiu. We'll bear, with your lordship.
Mer. He'll spare none.
Tint. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus 1

Apetn. Till I be i^entle, stay thou for thy good
morrow; [honest.

When thou art Timon's dog, and these knaves
Tiin. Why dost tliou call them knaves ? thou

know'st them not.
Apeiti. Are they not Athenians ?
Tifn. Yes.
Apeni. Then I repent not.
^eio. You know rae, Apemantus?
Apeni. Thou know'st I do ; I call'd thee by thy
Ti)n. Thou art proud, Apemantus. [name.
Apein. Of nothing so much, as that I am not like

TiiJi. Whither art going ? [Timon.
Apetn. To knock out an honest Athenian's brains.
Tint. That's a deed thou'It die for. [law.

Apem.. Right, if doing nothing be death by the
Tim. How likest thou this picture, Apemantus?
Apein. The best, for the innocence.
Ti7n. AVrought he not well that painted it ?

Apcrn. He wroueht better that made the painter ;

and yet he's but a filthy piece of work.
Pain. You "re a dog.
Appn. Thy mother 's of my generation: what's

she, if I be a dog?
Tim, Wilt dine with me, Apemantus?
Apetn. No ; I eat not lords.
Tim. An thou shouldst, thou 'dst anger ladies.
Apein. O, they eat lords; so they come by great
Tint. That's a lascivious apprehension. [bellies.

Apcni. So thou apprehendest it : take it for tliy

iabour.
Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantus?
Apeni. Not so well as plain-dealing, which will not

cost a man a doit.

Ti7n. What dost thou think *tis worth

?

Apem, Not worth my thinking.—How now, poet

!

Poet, How now, philosopher?
Apetn. Thou liest.

Poet. Art not one ?

Apeni. Yes.
Poet, Then, I lie not.

Apeni. Art not a poet 2

Poet. Yes.
Apem, Then, thou liest :Iook in thy last work,where

thou hast feigned him a worthy fellow.
Poet. That s not feigned, he is so.

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee
for thy labour : he that loves to be flattered is worthy
o' the flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord I

Tim. What wouldst do then, Apemantus?
Ape?n. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord
Ti>n, What, thyself? [with my heart.
Apem. Ay.
Tint. Wherefore?
Apetn, That I had no angry wit to be a lord.—Art

not thou a merchant?
Mt'r. Ay, Apemantus.
Apem. Traffic confound thee, if the gods will not

!

j»/£'r. If traffic do it, the gods do it.
^ [thee I

Apein. Traffic 's thy god; and thy god confound
Trit7npet sounds. Eiiter a Servant.

Tint. What trumpet 's that ?

Serv. *Tis Alcibiades, and some twenty horse,
All of companionship.

TifH. Pray, entertain them ; give them guide to

us.

—

[Exeunt some Attendants.
You nnist needs dine with me :—go not you hence,
Till I have thanked you : when dinner 's done.
Show me this piece.— I am joyful of your sights.

Enter Alcibiades, with his company.
Most welcome, sir I

Apem. So, so. there 1

—

A>:hes contract and starve your supple joints I

—

That th-^re sliould be small love 'mongst these sweet
knaves.
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And all this courtesy 1 The strain of jnan 's bred out
Into baboon and monkey.
Alcib. Sir. you have sav'cj my Iont;ing, and I feed

Most hungerly on your sight.
Tifn. Ri^ht welcome, sir 1

Ere we depart, we'll share a bounteous time
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in.

[Exeunt all except Apemantus.

Enter t7oo Lords.
1 Loyd. What time o* day is 't, Apemantus ?

Ap€7n. Time to be honest.
1 I.oyJ. That time serves still.

Apem. The more accursed thou, that still omitt'st it.

2 Lord. Thou art going to lord Timon's feast?
Apem. ,Ay, to see meat fill knaves, and wine heat
2 Lord. Fare thee well, fare thee well. ffools.
Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me farewell twice.
^ Lord. Why. Apemantus?
Apent. Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for I

mean to give thee none.
1 Lord. Hang thyself 1

Apem. No, \ will do nothing at thy bidding : make
thy requests to thy friend.

2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I'll spurn thee
hence.
Apetn. I will fly, like a dog, the heels of an ass.

iE.xit.

1 I^ord. He's opposite to humanity. Come, shall we
And taste lord Timon's bounty S he outgoes [in,

Tlie very heart of kindness.
2 Lord. He pours it out ; Plutus, the god of gold.

Is but his steward ; no meed, but he repays
Sevenfold above itself ; no gift to him.
But breeds the giver a return exceeding
All use of quittance.

1 Lord. The npblest mind he garries,
That ever govern'd man.

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall we in !

I Lord. I'll keep you company. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Athens. Jit Timon's House.

Hautboys playing loud viusic. A great banquet
served In; Flavius attd otliers attending; t/ten

enter Timon, Alcibiades, Lords, ajid Senators,
Ventidius and attendants. The>i comes, dropping
after all, Apemantus, discontentedly.

Ven. Most honour'd Timon,
It hath pleas'd the gods to remember my father's age.
And call him to long peace.
He is gone happy, and has left me rich

:

Tlien. as in grateful virtue I am bound
To your free heart, I do return those talents,
Doubled with thanks and service, from whose help
1 deriv'd liberty.

Ti7n. O, by no means.
Honest 'Ventidius ; you mistake my love

:

I gave it freely ever ; and there's none
Can truly say he gives, if he receives

:

If our betters play at that game, we must not dare
To imitate them ; faults that are rich are fair.

Ven. A noble spirit.

[T/iey all stand cerenionioitsly looking
on Timon.

Tim. Nay, my lords,
Ceremony was but devis'd at first.

To set a gloss on faint deeds, hollow welcomes.
Recanting goodness, sorry ere 'tis shown ;

But where there is true friendship, there needs none.
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes,
Than my fortunes to me. [ They sit.

I Lord. My lord, we always have confess'd it.

Apem. Ho, ho, confess'd it I hang'd ith.aveyou not?
Ti7n. O. Apemantus,—you are welcome.
Apem. No, you shall not make me welcome :

I come to have thee thrust me out of doors.
Tim. Fie, thou 'rt a churl ; you have got a humour

there
Does not become a m.an ; 'tis much to blame.

—

They say, my lords, irafuror brevis est;
But yond' man is ever angry.
Go, let him have a table by himself;
For he does neither affect company.
Nor is he fit for't, indeed.
Apem. Let me stay af thine apperil, Timon

:

I come to observe ; I give thee warning on't.
Tim. I take no heedof thee : thou art an Athenian
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therefore, welcome : I myself would have no power

;

pr'yihee, let my meat make tliee silent.

Apetn. \ bcorn thy meat ; 'twould choke me, for

I should ne'er flatter thee. O you gods, what a
number of men eat Timon, and he sees them not

!

It e;rieves me. to see so many dip their meat in one
man's blood ; and all the madness is, he cheers tlieni

ui> too.

I wonder men dare trust themselve.'S with men :

^tctlunks tliey should invite them without knives

;

Clond for tlioir meat, and safer for their lives.

There's much example for't ; the fellow, that sits next
him now, parts bread with him, and pled,L^es th
breath of him in a divided draught, is the readiest
man to kill him: it has been proved. If I wereahui^e
man. I should fear to drink at meals

;

I-est they should spy my windpipe's dangerous notes

:

Great men should drink with harness on their throats.
Ti))i. My lord, in heart ; and let the health go

round.
2 Lord. Let it flow this w,ay. my good lord.

Apim. Flow this w.ay I A brave fellow ! he keeps
his tides well. Those healths will make thee and
thy state look ill, Timon.
Honest water, which ne'er left man 'i the mire

:

Here 's that, which is too we.ak to be a sinner.

This and my food are equals : there 's no odds

:

Feasts are too provid to give thanks to the gods,

Apemantus's Grace.

Immortiilgods, I crave no pelf

:

Iprayfor no man but tnysel/:
Grant I may neverprme sofo}id.

To trust man on his oath or bond ;

Or a harlot./or Iter weeping

:

Or a dog, that seems a sleeping .

Or a keeper with myfreedom ;

Or viyfriends, if 1 siioidd need 'em.

Amen. So fall to*t:

Rich rne7t sin, and I eat root.

\Edts and drinks.
Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus !

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart s in the field
now.
Ateib. My heart is ever at your service, my lord.
Tim. You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies

than a dinner of frien<Is.

Akib. So they were bleeding-new. my lord, there's
no meat Uke em : 1 could wish my best friend at such
a feast.

Apem. 'Would all those flatterers were thine ene-
mies then, ftiat then thou mightst kill em, and bid me
to em.

1 Lord. Might we but have that happiness, my
lord, that you would once use our hearts, whereby we
nii;;ht express some part of our zeaJs, we should think
ourselves for ever perfect.
Tim. O, no doubt, my good friends ; but the gods

themselves have provided that I shall have much
help from you: how had you been my friends elseV
why have you that charitable title from thousands,
did not you chiefly belong to my heart? I have told
more of you to myself, than you can with modest>-
speak in your own behalf; and thus far I confirm
you. O you Gods, think I, what need wc have any
friends, if we should ne'er have need of them? they
were the most needless creatures living, should we
ne er have use for them ; and would most resemble
sweet instruments hung up in cases, that keep their
sounds to themselves. Why, I have often wished
myself poorer, that I might come nearer to you. Wc
are born to do benefits : and what better or properer
can we call our own, than the riches of our friends?
O. what a precious comfort 'tis, to liave so many, like
brothers, commanding one another's fortunes 1 O
joy, e'en made away ere it can be born I Mine eyes
cannot hold out water, methinks : to forget their
faults, I drink to you.
Aprtn. Thou wcenest to make them drink, Timon.
2 I^rd. Joy had the like conception in our eyes,

Anil, at that instant, like a babe sprung up. [tard.
A/<em. Ho. ho I I laugh to think that b.abe a b.ii-

3 Lord. 1 promise, yon, my lord, you mov'd me
much.

Apeyn. Much 1 • f Tucket sounded.
Tim. VVh.it means that trump?

—

1-Htn- a Servant.
How now I

.To-Ti. Please you. my lord, there are certain ladies
most desirous of admittance.
Tim. l^ulies? What are their wills?
Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, my

lord, which bears that office, to signify their pleasures.
Tim. I pray, let them be admitted.

Enter Cupid.
Cup. Hail to thee, worthy "Timon ;—and to all

That of his bounties taste I—The five best senses
Acknowledge thee their patron : and come freely
To gratulate thy plenteoHS bosom : the ear.
Taste, touch, smell, pleas'd from thy table rise ;

They only now come but to feast thine eyes.
Tim. They are welcome all ! let them have kind

admittance:—Music, make their welcome.
\Ex-it Cupid.

I Loi-d. \o\\ see, my lord, ho>v ample you 're

belov'd.
Music. Ke-enter Cupid, with a mask of ladies as

Amazons, -with lutes in their hands, dancing
andplaying.

Apern. Hey day ! what a sweep of vanity comes
They dance 1 they are raad women. [tnib way !

Like madness is the glory of this life,

.\s this pomp shows to a little oil and root.

\Ve make ourselves, fools to disport ourselves
i

And spend our flatteries, to drink those men,
Upon whose age we void it up again.
With poisonous spite and envy.
Who lives, that 's not depraved or depraves ?

Who dies, that bears not one spurn to their graves
Uf tlieir friend's gift?
I should fear, those that dance before me now.
Would one day stamp upon me : it has been done

;

Men shut their doors again.st a setting sun.
The Lords rise from table, with -mttch adoring oj

Timon ; a7id, to show their loves, each singles out
an Aniazon, and all dance, 7nen loith loomen, a
lofty strain or 1700 to the hautboys, and cease.

Tim. Von have done our pleasures much grace, fair

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, [ladies,
\V'hich vvas not half so beautiful and kind

;

Vou have added worth'unto 't, antl lustre,

.\nd entertain'd me with mine own device ;

I am to thank you for it.

I Lady. My lord, you take us even at the best
Apetn. 'Faith, for the worst is filthy ; and would

not hold t.aking, I doubt ine.

Titn. Ladies, there is an idle banquet
Attends you : please you to dispose yourselves.
All Lad. Most thankfully, my lord.

lExeuitt Cupid and ladies.
Tim. Flavius.
Tlav. My lord !

Tim. The little casket bring me hither.
Tlazi. Yes. my lord. {.-Iside.] More jewels yet I

There is no crossing him in his humour ;

Else I should tell hmi well, i' faith, I should :

Wlien all 's spent, he 'd be cross'd then, an lie could.
'Tis pity bounty had not eyes behind.
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind.

[E.x-it.

1 Lord. Where lie our men ?

Serv. Here, my lord, in readiness.
2 Lord. Our horses.
Tim. O, my friends,

t have one word to say to you:—look you, my good
[ must entreat you, honour me so much, [lord.
As to advance this Jewel ; accept it and wear it.

Kind my lord.

1 Lord. 1 am so far already in your gifts,

—

All. So are wc all.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord, there .are certain nobles of the
senate newly alighted, and come to visit you.

Tim. They are fairly welcome.
I-lav. I beseech your honour,

Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near.
Tim. Near I why. then, another time I'll hear thee:

I pr'ythee, let "s be provided to show them entertain-
J-'lai/. [Aiide.y I scarce know how. Iinent.

Enter a second Serv.ant.

2 .Serv. May it please your honour, lord Luciir:,
Out of his free love, li.ith presenliil to you

r inilk-whitc horses. Ir.q>])'d in silver.

im I shall accept iIriii l.iirly : let the presents
ivorthily entertain'd.



4S5 TiMON OF athen;;. Act 2.

Enter a tkird Servant.
How now ! what news ?

3 Serv. Please you, my lord, that honourable gentle-

man, lord Lucullus, entreats your company to-niorrow

to hunt with him ; and has sent your honour two brace
of s,'reyli.iun(ls.

I :}n. 1 11 hunt with him ; and let them be receiv'd,

Not without fair reward.
Flav. {Aside.\ Wl\at will this coine to ?

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts,

And all out of an empty cotter.

Nor will he know his purse ; or yield me this,

To show him what a begs^ar his heart is,

Being of no power to make his wishes good ;

His promises fly so beyond his state.

That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes
For evcrj^ word : he is so kind, that he now
Pays interest for't ; his land's put to their books.
^Vell, would I were gently put out of oflice,

Before I were forc'tl out

!

Happier he that has no friend to feed.
Than such as do e'en enemies exceed.
I bleed inwardly for my lord. \Exit.

Tiu!. You do yourselves
Much wrong, you bate too much of your own merits ;

Here, my lord, a trifle of our love,

£ Lord. With more than common thanks I will re-

ceive it.

3 Lord. O, he's the very soul of bounty I

Titn, And now I remember, my lord, you gave
Good words the other day of a bay courser
1 rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it.

Lord. O, I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, in that.
Tivi, You may take my word, my lord ; I know, no

man
Can justlj^ praise, but what he does affect

:

1 weigh my friend's affection with mine own

;

rU tell you true. I'll call to you.
All Lords. None so welcome
Tim. I take all, and your several visitations,

.So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give;
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends,
And ne'er be weary. Alcibiades,
Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich ;

It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living
Is 'luongst the dead ; and all the lancis thou hast
Lie in a pitch'd field.

Alcib. Ay, defil'd land, my lord.

1 I^ord. We are so virtuously bound,

—

Tivu And so
Am I to you,
2 Lord. So infinitely endear'd,

—

Tim All to you.— Lights, more lights !

1 Lord. The best of happiness.
Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timon '.

Tim. Ready for his friends.

\Exeunt Alcibiades. Lords, C-'c.

Afcm. \\'hat a coil's here !

Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums !

1 doubt whether their legs be worth the sums
That are given for 'em. Friendship's full of dregs :

Methinks' false hearts should never have .sound legs
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court'sies.

Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen,

I would be good to thee.
Apcm. No, 111 nothing : for if 1 should be bribil

too, there would be none left to rail upon thee; and
then thou wouldst sin the faster. Thou fiiv'st so long.
Timon, 1 fear me, thou wilt give away th>-self m paper
shortly : what need these feasts, pomps, and vain
glories 1

Tim. Nay, an you begin to rail on society once. 1

am sworn not to give regard to you. Farewell ; and
come with better music. \T.xit.

Apem So ;—thou wilt not hear me now,

—

Thciu shall not then, I'll lock thy heaven from thee,
C), that men's ears should be
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery I \F.xil

ACT 11.

SCLN'F. I —Athens. A Room in a Senator's House

linter a Senator, -anth papers in his hand,
.'ir/i. .\nd late, five thousand: to Varro,and to Isidore

He owes nine thousand ; besides my former sum,
AVhich makes it five-and -twenty— Still in motion

Of raging waste? It caimot hold ; it will not.

If I want gold, ste.al but a beggar's dog,
.\nd give it Timon, why, the ciog coins gold :

If 1 would sell my horse, and biiy twenty more
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon,
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight,

.\nd able horses : no porter at his gate :

But rather one that smiles, and stillinvites

.\ll that pass by. It cannot hold : no reason
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho !

Caphis, I say !

Enter Caphis.
Cnph. Here, sir: what is your pleasure

?

Stn. Get on your cloak, and haste you to lord
Timon

;

Importune him for my moneys: be not ceas'd
With slight denial ; nor then silenc'tl, when

—

" Commend me to your master "—and the cap
Plays in the right hand, thus :—but tell him.
.My uses cry to me. I must sei-ve my turn
Out of mine own ; his days and times are past,

And my reliances on his fracted dates
Have smit my credit : I love and honour him ;

But must not break my back to heal his finger

;

Immediate are my needs ; and my relief

•Must not be toss'd and turn il to me in words,
But find supply immediate. Get you gone :

Put on a most importunate aspect,

A visage of demand ; for. I do fear.

When every feather sticks in his own wing.
Lord Timon will be left a naked gull.

Which flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone.
Caph. I go, sir.

Sen. T.ake the bonds along with you.
And have the dates in compt.

Capli. I will, sir.

Sen. Go. {Exeunt

SCENE II.—Athens. A Hall inT\mo\\^ House.

Enter Flavius, tuith many bills m his hand.

Flaz>. No care, no stop 1 -o senseless of expense.

That he will neither know iiow io j,iaintain it,

,\'or cease his flow of riot : takes no ."ccount

llow things go from him ; nor resitnies no care
t)f what is to continue : never mind
Was to he so unwise, to be so kind.

What shall be done ? He will not hear, till feel

:

1 must be round with him, now he comes from hunting.

Hie, fie, fie. iie !

Enter Caphis, and the Servants o/Isidore and\arro.
Caph. (iood even, "Varro : what.

You come for money ?

Vnr Sen'. Is "t not your business too?

Caph. It is: and yours too, Isidore?

Isid. Sent. If is so.

Caph. Would we were all discharged I

Var. Serv. I fear it.

Caph. Here comes the lord 1

Enter Timon, Alcibiades, and Lords, f-r.

Tim. So soon as dinner's done we'll forth again,

My Alcibiades. AVith me t what is your will?

Cnph. Mv lord, here is a note of certain dues.

r;w. Du'es'f Whence are you?
Caph. Uf Athens here, my lord.

Tim. Go to my steward
Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put nie off

To the succession of new days this month :

My master is awak'd by gre.at occasion

To call tipon his own ; and humbly prays you.

That with your other noble parts you'll su\t.

In giving him his right.

Tnn.

'

Mine honest friend,

I pr'ythee. but rep.airto me next morning.
Caph. Nay, good my hird,

—

jirii.
'

Contain thyself, good friend

I'ar. Sei-;i. One Varro's servant, my good lord.—
/sid. Serv. From Isidore.

He humbly jirays your speedy pajtnent.

Caph. I fyou did know, my lord, my master's wants,-*

I'ar. Se>t: 'Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, sit

And past,- [weeks,

/sr'd. Sen: Your steward puts me ctfT. my lord ;

And 1 am sent expressly to your lordship

Tim. Give me breath.
1 do beseech you, good my lords, keep on ;

I'll wait upon you instantly.
[E.veunt Alcibiaflcs and Lords,

f
/"t- Flavins.'! Come hither: pray you
How goes the world, that 1 am thus encomiter'd
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With clamorous dcmaiuls of date-broke bomls,
And the detention of longsince-due debts,
Against my honour S

Fiav. Please you, gentlemen,
The time is unagreeable to this busmess:
Vour iniportunacy cease till after dinner;
That I may make his lordship understand
Svherefore you are not paid.
Tim. Do so, my friends.

See them well entertain'd. Uixil.

Ftarj Pray, draw near. \U.xit.

Eitier Apemantus a^ui Fool.

Caph. Stay, stay, here conies the fool with Ape-
mantus : let's have some sport with 'em.

V'ar. Serv. Han.iT him, he'll abuse us.

Isid. Serv. A plaeue upon him, dog I

I'-ai: Serv. How dost, fool ?

Apem. Dost dialoijue with thy shadow!
Var. Serv. I speak not to thee.
Apem. No, tis to thyself. [ To the Fool.] Come

away.
Isid. Serv. { To Var. Serv.] There's the fool hang^s

on yoar back already.
Apem. No, thou stand'st single, thou'rt not on him

yet.

Caph. Where's the fool now?
Apem. He last askeil the question..—Poor rogues,

and usurers' men 1 bawds between gold and want I

All Sen: What are we, Apemantus?
Apem. Asses.
All Serv. Why?
Apem. That you ask me what you are, and do not

know yourselves. Speak to 'em, fool.

Fool. How do you, gentlemen ?

All Serv. Gramercies, good fool: how does your
mistress?

Fool. She's e'en setting on water to scald such
chickens as you are. Would we could see you at

Corinth I

Apem. Good! gramercy.

Enter Page.
Fool. Look you, here comes my mistress' page.
Page. [To the Fool.] Wliy, how now, captain !

what do you in this wise company'^ How dost thou,
Apemantus?
Apem. Would I had a rod in my mouth, that 1

might answer thee profitably.
Pa^^e. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the super-

scription of these letters : I know not which is which.
Apem. Canst not read ?

Paj^e. No.
Apem. There will little learning die, then, that day

thou art hanged. This is to lord Timon ; this to

Alcibiades. Go; thou wast born a bastard, and
thou'lt die a bawd.
Page. Thou wast whelped a dog, and thou shalt

famish,—a dog's death. Answer not, I am gone.
Apem. -Even so thou out.runn'st gr.ice.

—

{Exit
Page. ] Fool, •! will go with you to lord Timon's.
Fool. Will you leave ine there?
Apem. If Timon stay at home. You three sene

three usurers?
All Serv. Ay ; would they served us I

Apem. So would I,—as jfood a trick as ever hang-
man served thief
Fool. Are you three usurers' men ?

All Serv. Ay, fool.

Fool. I think no usurer but has a fool to his servant

:

my mistress is one, and I am her fool. When men
come to borrow of your masters, they approach sadly,
and go away merry ; but they enter my niistre:

house merrily, and g ) iway sadly : the reason of this:
War. Serv. I couul render one,
Apem. Do it, then, that wc may account thee a

wlioremaster, and a knave ; which, notwithstanding,
thou shalt be no less esteemed.

Var. Setv. What is a wlioremaster, fool?
Fool. A fool in good clothes, and something likxi

thee. 'Tls a spirit : sometime it appears like a lord ;

sometime like a lawyer; .sometime hkc a philosoplur,
with two stones more than his artificial one : lie is very
often like a knight ; and generally, in all shapes tli.il

ji.in g"ies up and down in from fuiirscorc to thirteen,
this spirit walks in. •

I'ar. Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool.
Fool. Nor thon altogether a wise in.au; as much

fbokry as I have, so much wic tliou lackcsi.

Apim. Tluit answer might have become Ape-
mantus.
All Serv. Aside, aside ; here comes lord Timon

Re-enter Timon and Flavins.
Apetn. Come with me, fool, come.
Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother,

and woman ; sometime the philosopher.
[Exeunt Apemantus audVooX.

Flav. Pray you, walk near; I'll speak with you
anon. [Exeunt Servants.

Tim. You make me marvel ; wherefore, ere this

Had you not fully laid my state before me ; [time.

That I might so nave rated my expense,
.^s I had leave of means?
Flav. You would not hear me.

At many leisures I proposed,
Tim. Go to :

Perchance some single vantages you took,
Wlieii my indisposition put you back ;

And that unaptness made your minister.

Thus to excuse yourself.

Flav. O my good lord,

At many times I brought in my accounts.
Laid them before you ;

you would throw them olf,

.\nd say, you found them in mine honesty.
When, for some trifling present, you have bid me
Return so much, I have shook my head, and wept

;

Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, pray'd you
To hold your hand more close : I did endure
Not seldom, nor no slight checks, when I have
Prompted you, in the ebb of your estate,

And your great flow of debts. My loved lord.

Though you hear now, (too late 1) yet now's a time,
The greatest of your having lacks a half
To pay your present debts.
Tim. Let all my land be solil

Flav. 'Tis all engag'd, some forfeited and guiie
;

And what remains will hardly stop the mouth
Of present dues : the future comes apace

:

What shall defend the interim? and at length
How goes our reckoning?
Tim, To Lacedcemon did my land extend.
Flav. O my good lord, the world is but a word .•

Were it all yours to give it in a breath.
How quickly were it gone?

Ti>n. You tell me true.

Flav. If you suspect my husbandry, or faIsehoo(.T

Call me before the exactest auditors.

And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me.
When all our offices have been oppressed
With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wept
Witli drunken spilth of wuie ; when ever>' room
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minstrelsy ;

I have retir'd me to a wasteful cock,
And set mine eyes at flow.

7 i>n, Pr'ythee, no more.
Flav. Heavens, have I said, the bounty of tliis lortl

!

How many prodigal bits have slaves, ami neasanl-..

This night englutted 1 Who is not Timon s?
\V'hat heart, head, sword, force, means, l)ut is lf)rd

Timon's?
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon I

Ah, when the means are gone that buy this praise.
The breath is gone whereof this praise Is made:
Feast-won, fist lost ; one cloud of winter showers,
These flics are couch'd.
Tim. Come, sermon me no further:

No villainous bounty yet hath pass'd my heart

:

Unwisely, not ignobly, liave I given.
Why dost thou weep ? Canst thou the conscience

lack.
To think I sli.ill lack friends? Secure thy heart
If I would broach the vessels of my love.
And try the argumcut of hearts by borrowing.
Men, and men s fortunes, could 1 frankly use.
As 1 can bid thee spoak.
Flav. Assurance bless your thoughts I

Tim. And, in some sort, these wants of mine are
croivn'd.

That I account them blessings ; for by these
Shall I try friends; you sh.'illperceive how you
Mist.'ike my fortunes; I am weidthy in iny friends.
Within there I Maminius ! berviliusl

/^HArrFlaminius, .Servilius, and other Servants.
.'ierv. My lor<l. my lord,—
Vim. I win tlcspatch you severally : you, to lord

Lucius; to Ior<l Lucullus you; i hunted with his

honour to-day ; you, to Senipronius : commend mete
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their loves ; and, I am prmtd, say, that my occasions
have founL' time to use iheni toward a supply of
money : let i. he request be fifty talents.

Flam. As >ou have said, my lord.

Fiav. [Aside. ] Lord Lucius, and Lucullus ? h'm !

Titn. Go you, sir, to the senators,

(Of wliom, even to the state's best health, I have
Deseri^'d thishearingf.) bid them send o' the instant

A thousand talents to me.
I-'iav. I have been bold,

(For that I knew it the most gt^neral way,)
To them to use your signet, and your name :

But they do shake their heads, and I am here
No richer in return.

'Jii?t, Is 't true? can 't be?
Fiav. They answer, in a joint and corporate voice,

That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot
Do what they would ; are sorry—you are honourable,^
But yet they could have wish d—they know not

—

Something liath been amiss—a noble nature
May catch a wrench—would all were well

—
'tis pity ;

—

And so, intendint^ other serious matters,
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions,
With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods,
They froze me into silence.

Ti?u. You gods, reward theni I

Pr'ythee man. look cheerly. These old fellows
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary :

Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it seldom flows
;

*Tis lack of kindly warmth they are not kind.
And nature, as it grows again toward earth.

Is fashion'd for the journey, dull and heavy.

—

[To a Serv.] Goto \'entidius.—[ T't? Flavins. ]' Pr'ythee,
be not sad,

Thou art true and honest : ingeniously I speak,
No blame belongs to thee.

—

{ToServ ] Ventidius lately
Buried his father ; by whose deatli, he's stepped
Into a great estate : when he was poor,
Imprison'd, and in scarcity of friends,

I clear'd him with five talents : greet him from me ;

Bid him suppose some g^ood necessity
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd
With those five talents.— [/"o Flav.] That had, give

it these fellows
To whom 'tis instant due. Ne'er speak, or think.

That Timon's fortunes 'mong his friends can sink.

F/av. I would I could not think it : that thought is

bounty's foe

;

Being free itself, it thinks all others so. [Fxatnt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Athens. A Room in Lucullus' House.

Flaiiiinius waiting. Enter a Servant to him.

Serv. I have told my lord of you ; he is cominj^
down to you.
Flam. I thank you, sir.

lintcr Lucullus.
Ser;\ Here's my lord.

iMciil. Y.-tside.\ One of lord Timon's men? a gift, I

warrant. Why, this hits right ; 1 dreamt of a silver

bason and ewer to-nisjht. Flaminius, honest Flami-
nius, you are very respectively welcome, sir. Fill nie

some wine. {Exit Servant.] And how does tliat

honourable, complete, free-hearted gentleman of
Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and master?
Flam. His health is well, sir.

I.iicnl. I .am rit,'ht glad that his health is well, sir:

and what hast thou there under thy cloak, pretty
Flaminius?
Flam. 'Faith, nothinsf but an empty box, sir ; which,

in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your honour to

.supply ; who, having gre,at and inst.ant occasion to use
fifty talents, hath sent to your lordship to furnish him,
nothing doubting your present assistance therein.

l.ncul. La, la, la, la, nothir.g doubting, says he?
al.as, good lord ! a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would
not keep so good a house. Many a time and often 1

have dined with him, and told him on 't ; and come
again to supper to him, of purpose to have him spend
less ; and yet he would embrace no counsel, take no
warning by my coming. Every man has his fault, and
honesty is his : I have told him on 't, but I could ne'er
get him from it.

Re-enter .Servant 'joith ri'inr.

Serr. I'lease your lordship, here is the wine.

Act 2,.

Lueul. Flaminius, I have noted thee always wise
Here 's to thee.
Flam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure
Lueul. I ha\e observed thee always for a towardly

prompt spirit, give thee thy due, and one that knows
wliat belongs to reason; and canst use the time well,
if the time use thee well : good parts in thee.—{ To the
Servant.) Get you gone, sirrah.—f A'.v// Serv. ) Draw
nea'cr. honest Flaminius. Thy lord 'sa bountiful gen-
tleman : but thou art wise ; and thou knowcst "well
enough, although thou comest to nie, that this is no
lime to lend money ; especially upon bare friendship,
without security. Here 's three solidares for thee

:

good boy, wink at me, and say, thou saw'st me not.
hare thee well.

Flam. Is 't possible the world should so much differ,

."Vnd we alive that liv'd ? Fly, danmed baseness.
To him that worships thee. [ Throivs baek the money.
Lueul. Ha ! now I see thou art a fool, and fit for

thy master. \Exit.
Flam. May these add to the number that may scald

Let molten coin be thjf damnation, [thee !

Tliou disease of a friend, and not himself!
Has friendship such a faint and milky heart.
It turns in less than two nights? O you gods !

1 feel my master's passion. Tliis slave
Unto his honour has my lord's meat in him :

W'liy should it thrive, and turn to nutriment.
When he is turn'd to poison?
O, may diseases only work upon 't

!

And, when he 's sick to death, let not that part of nature
Which my lord paid for, be of any power
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour 1 \Fxit.

SCENE IL—Athens. A public Place.

Enter Lucius, -.uith three Strangers.

Luc. Wlio, the lord Timon 1 he is my very good
friend, and an honour.able gentleman.

1 Stnxn. We know him for no less, though we are
but strangers to him. But I can tell you one thing,
my lord, and whicli 1 hear from common rumours: now
lord Timon's happy hours are done and past, and his
estate shrinks from him.
Luc. Fie, no, do not believe it ; he cannot want for

money.
2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that, not long

ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to
borrow so many talents ; nay, urged extremely for "t.

and show'd what necessity belong'd to *t, and yet was
denied.
Luc. Howl
2 Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord.

I^iic. What a strange case was th.at ! now, before the
gods, I am ashamed on 't. Denied th:it honourable
man 1 there was very little honour showed in 't. For
my own part, I must needs confess, I have received
some small kindnesses from him, as money, pl.ate,

jewels, and such like trifles, itothing comparing to his

;

yet, had he mistook him, and sent to me, 1 should
ne'er have denied his occasion so many talents.

Enter Servilius.

Servil. See, my good hap, yonder 's my lord ; I have
sweat to see his honour. My honoured lord,

—

[i7'<) Lucius.
Luc. Servilius! you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee

well: commend me to tliy honourable \'irtuous lord,

my very exquisite friend.

Servil. May it please your honour, mj' lortl h.ilh

sent

—

Luc. Ha ! what has he sent ? T am so much endeare<l
to that lord, lie 's ever sending : how shall 1 thank liini,

thinkest thmi ? And what has he scut nov,' J

Sen'il. He has only sent his present orcasion now,
my lord ; requesting your lordship to supply his in-

stant use with so many talents.

Luc. I know his lordship is but merry with me ;

He cannot want fifty-five hundred t.ilents.

Serz'il. lint in the mean time he w.ints less, my lord.

If his occasion were not virtuous,

I should not urge it half so faithfully.

J^iic. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius?
Serc'il. Upon my soul, 'tis true, sir.

Luc. W'lial a wicked beast was I, to disfurnish my-
self against such a good time, when 1 iniglit liave

shownmy-elf honourable! how unluckily it happened,
that I should purchase the day befme for a little nart



Scene 3.

and undo a great deal of honour I—Serviiius, now,
before the j^od;*, I am notable to do, the more beast,

I say :— I was sending to use lord Timon myself, these

ijentlemen can witness; but I would not, for the
wealth of Athens, I had done it now. Commend me
boiinlifullv to his good lordship ; and I hope his

lioiiour will conceive the fairest ofme, because! have
no power to be kind ;—and tell him this from nie. 1

count it one of my j^jreatest atTlictions, say, that I

cannot pleabure such an honourable gentleman. Good
Serviiius, will you befriend me so far, as to use mine
own words to him?
Servil. Yes, sir, I shall.

Lite. I'll look you out a good turn, Serviiius.

—

\Exit Serviiius.

True, as you said. Timon is shrunk indeed ;

And he that's once denied will hardly speed. \Exit.

I Stra7i. Do you observe this, HostiliusJ
^Strait. Ay. too well.

I Stran. Why, this

Is the world's soul ; and just of the same piece
Is ever>' flatterer's spirit. "Who can call Inm
His friend that dips in the same dishV for, in

My knowing, Timon has been this lord's father,
And kept his credit with his purse

;

Supporred his estate ; nay, Timon's money
Has paid his men their wages : he ne'er drinks,
But Timon's silver treads upon his lip

;

And 3'et (O, see the monstrousness of man
\V'hen he looks out in an ungrateful shape I)

He does deny him, in respect of his,

What charitable men atTord to beggars.
3 Stran. Religion groans at it.

I Stran. For mine own part.

I never tasted Timon In my Hfe,

Nor came an/ of his bounties over me,
To mark me tor his friend ; yet, 1 protest.
For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue,
And honourable carriage,
Had his necessity made use of me,
I would have put my wealth into donation.
And the best half should have retum'd to him,
So much I love his heart : but, I perceive,
Men must learn now with pity to dispense ;

For policy sits above conscience. ^Exeunt.
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ardent ze.il, would set whole realms on five. Of sncli

a natvire is his politic love.

This was my lord's best hope ; now all are fled,

Save the gods only : now his friends are dead,
Doors, that were ne'er aequainted with their wards
Many a biiulUeons year, nuist be eniploy'd
.Now toi;uard sun.- their ni.i'^ter.

And this is .all a liberal course allows
;

Who'cannot keep his wealdi must keep his house.
\ExU.

SCENE IV.—Athens. A Hall in Timon's Hohs,:

/inter two Servants o/^ Varro, and the Servant oj
1-ucius, ;«trtf/:«^ Titus, Hortensius, and oihcy StT-
vants o/T\mons creditors^ waiting his eoininj^ out.

I Var. Serv. Well met ; good-morrow, Titus and
Hortensius.

Tit. The like to you, kind Vano.
Hot'. Lucius I

\Vhat. do we meet together I

Luc. SerTj. Ay, and I think
I ine business does command us all ; for mine
Is money.

7"rf. So is theirs, and ours.
Enter Philotus.

Liic. Se>~v And, Sir Philotus tool
J^hi. Good day at once.
Luc. Serv. Welcome, good brother.

What do you think the hour?
Phi. Labouring for nine.
Luc. Serv. So much!
Phi. Is not my lord seen yet ?

Luc. Serv. Not yet
Phi. I wonder on 't ; he was wont to shine at seven.
Luc. Serv. Ay, but the days are wa.xed shorter with

hun :

Enter Sempronius and a Servant o_f Timon's.

Son. Must he needs trouble me in 't,—h'm ! 'bove
all others t

He might have tried lord Lucius, or LucuUus ;

And now Ventidius is wealthy too,
\Vhom he redeem'd from prison : all these
Owe their estates unto him.
Serv. My lord.

They have all been touch'd and found base metal

;

For they have all denied him.
Sent. How! have they denied him

S

Have Ventidius and Lucullus denied him?
And does he send to mc? Three ? h'm !

It shows but little love or judgment in him.
Must I be his last refuge? Hisfriends, like physicians.
Thrice give him over ! nmst I take the cure upon me ?

He has much disj^ac'd ine in 't ; I am angry at him.
That might have known my place: I see no sense

fort.
But his occasions might have woo'd me first

;

For, in my conscience, I was the first man
That e'er received gift from him :

And does he think so backwardly of me now,
Tliat I'll requite it l.ist ? No : so it may prove
An argument of laughter to the rest.

And amongst lords 1 be thought .a fool.

I had ratherthan the worth of thrice the sum,
He luul sent me first, but for my mind's sake ;

Id sucli a courage to do him good. But now re-

turn.
And with their faint reply this answer join ;

\V'ho bates imne honour sh. til not know my coin.
[Exit.

Serv. Excellent I 'Vour lordship's a goodly villain

The devil knew not wh.it he did, when he made man
Colilic, he cross'd hiiiisi-lf by't : and I cannot think,
ut, In the end, the vilLtinies of man will set him clear
How fairly this lord strivi;s to appear foul 1 takes vir-

tuous copies to be wicked ; like those that, under hot

1 fear, 'tis deepest winter in lord Timon's purse;
rhat is, one may reach deep enough, and yet
1-ind little.

Phi. I am of your fear for that.
Ttt. I'll show you how t' observe a strange event.

\'our lord sends now for money.
Hor. Most true, he does
Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift,

Vnr which I wait for money.
Hor. It is against my heart.
Luc. .S't';-r.'. Mark, how strange it shows,

Timon in this should pay more than he owes

:

,\nd e'en as if your lord should wear rich jewels,
And send for money for 'em.
Hor. I'm weary of this charge, the gods can witness :

I know my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth.
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth.

I Var. Serv. Yes, mine's three thousand crowns

:

Wh,at's yours ?

Luc. Serv Five thousand, mine.
1 l/ar. Serv. 'Tis much deep : and it sl'.ould seem

by the sum.
Your master's confidence was above mine ;

Else, surely, his had equalled.
Enter Flaminius.

Tit. One of lord Timon's men.
Luc. Serv. I-himiniusI Sir, a word; pray, is my

lord ready to come forth?
Plant. No. indeed, he is not.

Tit We .attend his lordship ; pray, signify so much.
Plant. I need not tell him that; lie Knows you arc

too diligent. |/:".v!'^ Fl.iminius.
Enter Flavins in a cloak, niitj/led.

Luc. Serv. Hal is not that his steward muffled so?
He goes away in a cloud : call him, call hun.

Tit. Do yon hear, sir ?
2 Far. Ser7/. liy your leave, sir,

—

plav. What do you ask of me, my friend ?

Tit. We wait for certain money here, sir.

Plav, Ay,
If money were as certain as your waiting.
"Fwere sure enough. Why then preferr<l you not
\our sums and bills, when your f,ilse masters eat
Of my lord's meat? Then they could smile, and fawn
Upon his debts, and take down the interest
Inio their gluttonous maws. You do yourselves but

wrong.
To stir me up . let mc pass quietly :

lielicve t, my lord and I have made an end ;

I have no more to reckon, he to spend.
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L71C. So-v. Ay, but this answer will not serve.

Fia-v. It 'twill not hcrve,

'Tis not so base as you ; for you serve knaves.
[Exit.

1 yar. Seru. Howl what does his cashier'd worship
mutter?

2 I'ar. Serv. No matter what ; he's poor, and that's

revenge enough. Who can speak broader than he
that has no house to put his head in! such may rail

agamst great buildings.
Enier Sei'vilius.

Tit. O, here's Seriilius ; now we shall know some
answer.
ScfeH. If I might beseech you, gentlemen, to repair

some other hour, 1 should derive much from 't ; for,

take 't cf my soul, my lord leans wondrously to dis-

content. His comfortable temper has forsook him ;

•le '5 much out of health, and keeps his chamber.
Luc. Sei-v. Many do keep their chambers, are not

sick:
And, if it be so far beyond his health,

Methinks he should the sooner pay his debts,

And make a clear way to the gods.
Servil. Good gods I

Tit. 'We cannot take this for answer, sir.

Flavt. \Witltin.\ Servilius, help! my lord! my
i-ird!

Enter Tinion, m a rage ; V\a.m\m\\?,follo'L'ing.

Tim. 'What, are my doors oppos'd against my
passage ?

Have 1 been ever free, and must my house
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol?
The place which I have feasted, does it now.
Like all mankind, show me an iron heart?
Lite. Serv. Put in now, Titus.
Til. My lord, here is my bill.

jAfc. Serv. Here's mine.
Nor. And mine, my lord.

£ptU. War. .Serv. And ours, my lord.

Phi. All our bills.

Tim, Knock me down with 'em, cleave me to the
girdle.

Lite. Sen.'. Alas, my lord,

—

Tifit. Cut my heart in sums.
Tit. Mine, fifty talents.

Tim. Tell out my blood.
Liic. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my lord.

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that.

R'hat yours?—and yours?
1 Var. Serz'. My lord.

—

2 War. Serv. My lord.

—

Ti)ji. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon
you I \E.tit.

Hor. Faith, I perceive our masters may throw their

caps at their money : these debts may well be called

desperate ones, for a madman owes 'em.
lExeiait.

Re-enter Tiraon and Flavius.

Tim. They have e'en put my breath from me, the
slaves.

Creditors ?—devils I

Flav. My dear lord,—
Tim. What if it should be so ?

Flav. My lord,—
Tim.. I'll have it so —My steward I

Flav. Here, ray lord.

Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again,
Lucius. Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all:

I'll once more feast the rascals.

Flav. O my lord,

\q\\ only speak from your distracted soul

:

There is not so nmch left to furnish out
A moderate table.

Tim. Be 't not in thy care : go.

I charge thea, invite them all : let in the tide

or knaves once more ; my cook and I'll provide.
\E.xeuut.

SCENE v.—Athens. The Senate House.

The Senate sitting.

1 Sen. My lord, yon have my voice to it ; the fault's

bloody ; 'tis necessary ho should die.

Nothing emboldens sm so much as mercy
2 Sen. Most true; the law shall bniise him.

Enter Alcibiades, attended.

Alcib. Honour, health, and compassion to tlie

senate 1

I Sen. Now, captain.

Act 3.

Alcib. I am a humble suitor to your virtues ;

For pity is the virtue of the law,

And noue but tyrants use it cruelly.

It pleases time and fortune to lie heavy
Upon a friend of mine : who, in hot biood.
Hath stepp'd into the law, which is past depth
To thoee that, without heed, do plunge into \.

He is a man, setting his face aside,

Of comely virtues :

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice,
(An honour in him which buys out his fault ;)

But, with a noble fury, and fair spirit.

Seeing his reputation touch'd to death.
He did oppose his foe :

Aud with such sober and unnoted passion
He did behave his anger, ere 'twas spent,
.\s if he had but prov d an argument.

T Sen. Vou undergo too strict a paradox.
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair :

Vour words have took" such pains, as if they labour'd
To bring manslaughter into form, and set quarrelling

Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed,
Is valour misbegot, and came into the world
When sects ancV factions were newly born :

He's truly valiant, that can wisely suffer

The worst that man can breathe, and make his wrong*
His outsides, to wear them like his raiment, care-
And ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, [lessly ;

To bring it into danger.
If wrongs be evils, and enforce us kill.

What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill 1

Alcib, My lord,

—

1 Sen. Vou cannot make gross sins look clear :

To revenge is no valour, but to bear.
Alcib. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me.

If I speak like a captain.

—

Why do fond men expose themselves to battle,

And not endure all threats? sleep upon t,

Aud let the foes quietly cut their throats.
Without repugnancy? if there be
Such valour in the bearing, what make we
Abroad? why then, women are more valiant,

That stay at home, if bearing carry it

;

And the ass more captain than the lion ; the felcn,

Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge.
If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords.

As you are great, be pitifully good :

Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood?
To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust

;

But, in defence, by mercy, 'tis most just.

Fo be in anger, is impiety
;

But who is man, that is not angry?
Weigh but the crime with this.

2 Sen, You breathe in vain.

Alcib. In vain? his service dono
.Vt Laceda?mon, and Byzantium,
Were a sufficient briber for his life.

1 .Sen, What's that ?

Alcib. I say, my lords, h* as done fair service,
.'Vnd slain in fight many of your enemies :

How full of valour did he bear himself
In the last conflict, and made plenteous womids!
2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with them,

He 's a sworn rioter: he has a sin, that often
Drowns him, and takes his valour prisoner

;

If there were no foes, that were enougli
Tn overcome him : in that beastly fury
I le has been known to commit outrages
.\nd cherish factions : 'tis inferr'd to us.

His days are foul, and his drink dangerous.
I Sen. He dies.
.'llcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war.

.My lords, if not for any parts in hiin,

(Thongli his right arm might purchase his own time,
.Vnd be in debt to none,) yet. more to move you,
lake my deserts to his, and join them both :

.\nd, for I know your reverend ages love

.Security, I 'U pawn my victorie.s, all-

My honour to j-ou, upon his good returns.
If by this crime he owes the law his life.

Why. let the war receive 't in valiant gore ;

For law is strict, and war is nothing more.
1 Sen. \Ve are for law, he dies : urge it no more.

On heiglit of our displeasure ; friend, or brother,
1 lo lorieits his own blood that spills another.
Alcib. Must it be so'? it must not be. My lords,

1 do beseech you, know me.
2 Sen. How 1
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Alcib. Call me to your remembrances.
3 Sen. What !

Alcib I cannot think but your age has forgot me
;

It could not else be, I should prove" so base,

To sue, and be denied such common grace :

My wounds ache at you.

I .SV;(. Do you dare our anger \

'Tis in few words, but spacious in effect:

We b.-inish thee for erer.

Alcib. Banish me 1

Banish your dotage ; banisli usury,

Tliat makes tlie senate uijly

I Sen. If, after two days' shine, Athens contain thee.

Attend our weifjhtier judgment. And, not to swell

our spirit,

He shall be executed presently. {Exeunt Senators.

Alcib. Now the gods keep you old enough ; that

you may live

Only in bone, th.it none may look on you I

I am worse than mad : I Iiave kept back their foes,

>\'hile they have told their money, and let out
Their coin upon lari^e interest, I myself.

Rich only in Iar.;e luirts. All those, for this!

Is tliis the balsam, that the usuring senate
Pours into captains" wounds ? Banishment 1

It comes not ill ; 1 hate not to be banish'd

;

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury.

That I m.iy strike at Athens. I 11 cheer up
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts.

Tis honour with most lands to be at odds ;

Soldiers sliould brook as little wrongs as gods.
[Exit.

SCENE VI.—Athens. A Banqiict-hall in Tiraou's
House.

Music. Tables set out : Servanis at/endin£'. Eiilci-

divers Lords, at several doors.

1 Lord. The good time of day to you, sir.

2 Lord. I also wsh it to you. I think this honour-
able lord did but try us this other day.

1 Lord. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when
we encountered : I hope it is not so low with him aa

he made it seem in the trial of his several friends.

2 Lord. It should not be, by the persuasion of his

new feasting.

1 Lord. I should think so : he hath sent me an
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did
urge me to put off; but he hath conjured ine beyond
them, and 1 must needs api>ear
2 I^ord. In like m.anner was I in debt to my impor-

tunate business, but he would not hear my excuse. I

am sorry, when lie sent to borrow of me, that my pro-
vision was out.

1 Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I understand
how all things go.
2 Lord. livery man here s so. What would he

have borrowed yon?
1 Lord. A thousand pieces.

2 Lord. A thousand pieces !

1 Lord. What of you?
3 Lord. He sent to me, sir,—Here he comes.

Enter Timon and ..Vttendants.

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both : and how
fare you ?

1 Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of your
lordship.

2 Lord. The swallow follows not summer more
willing, than we your lordship
Tim. I /I fide.] Nor more willingly leaves winter ;

such sunuiicr-birds .are men.—(Gentlemen, our dinner
will not recompense this long stay : fea.st your e.ir^

with the music a while, if they will fare so harshly o'

the trumpets sound ; «c shall to 't presently.

1 Lor<t. I hope it rein.tni^ not unkindly with your
lordship, that I rcturm.d you an empty niesse«ger.
Tim (), sir. let it not troulile you.
2 Lord. My noble lord.

—

Tim, Ah, my good friend, what cheer?
( The banquet bronchi in

1 Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e'en sick of
sli.une, that when your Irjrdship this other day sent to

me, I was so unfortunate a beggar.
Tint. Think not on 't, sir.

2 Lord. If you ha<l sent but two hours before,

—

Tifn. I.ct It not cumber your better rciucinbrance.
Come, bring in all together.
2 Lord. All covered dishes!
I Lord, Royal cheer, I warrant you.

^ Lord. Doubt not tliat, if money and the season
cm yield it.

I Lord. How do you ? What 's the news ?

3 l^ord. Alcibiades is banished : hear you of it ?

1 & 2 Lord. Alcibiades banished 1

5 Lord. Tis so ; be sure of it.

1 Lord. How? how?
;; Lord. I pray you. tipon what ?

/'/»;. My worthy friends, will you draw rear?
3 Lord. I '11 tell you more anon Here 's a noble

feast towards
2 I^ord. This is the old man still.

3 Lord. Will 't hold? will 't hold?
2 Lord. It does : but time will—and so—
3 Lord. I do conceive.
Tim. Each man to his stool, ivith that spur as he

would to the lip of his mistress : your diet sliali be in

ill places alike. Make not a city feast of it, to let the
meat cool ere we can agree upon the (irst place : sil,

sit. The gods require our thanks.

—

You ^rcat be}ic/actors sprinkle our society luith

thankfulness. For your oion ^rfts, make your.<;elz'cs

praised : but rescn*e still to give, le^t your deities be
dispised. Lend to each man enough, that one need
not lend to another:for, wereyour godhead ^ to borroio

ofmen, men -wouldforsake the gods. Make the tneat

be beloved, more thait the man that .^iues it Let no
assembly of tiventy be ivithoHt a score ofvillains : ij

there sit twelve Toomen at the table, let a dozen ofthem
be—as they are. The rest ofyourfees, O i^ods,—tlte

senators ofAthens, toffet/ier ivitii the common lag of
people,—ivhat m amiss in them, you gods, make
suitablefor destruction. Fortliesemypresentfriends,
as they are to me nothing, so in nothing bless them,
and to nothing are they ivcUomc,
L'ucuver, dogs, and lap.

1 The dishes unco-jercd arefill ofwarn'
luater.

Some speak. What does his lordship mean ?

Some other. I know not.
Tim. M.ay you a better feast never behold.

You knot of moutli-friends ! smoke, and luke-warni
Is your perfection. This is Timon 's last

;

[water
Who, stuck and spangled you with (latteries.

Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces

f Throwing water in theirfaces
Vour reeking villainy. Live loath'd, and long.

Most smihng. smooth, detested parasites.
Courteous fiestroyers, affable wolves, meek bears,
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, times flies.

Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute jacks I

of man, and beast, the infinite malady
Crust you quite o'er?—What, dost thou go?
Soft, take thy physic first,—thou too.—and thou ;

—

' Throws the dishes at tliem, and drives
them out.

Stay, 1 will lend thee money, borrow none.

—

Wli.it. all in motion ? Henceforth be no fea.st,

Whereat a villain s not a welcome guest.
Ilurn. huuse! sink. Athens! henceforth hated be
Of Timon, man and all humanity I [Exit.

Re-enter the [-ords.

1 Lord. How now. my lords!
2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon's fury ?

3 Lord. Pish 1 did you see my cap';

4 L.ord. I have lost my gown.
1 Lord. He's but a inatl lord, and naught but

humour sw.ays him He g.ive me a jewel the other
day. and now he has beat It out of my hat :—ilid you
sec my jewel ?

3 Lord. Did you see my c.i|>!

2 Lord, Here tiS.

4 Lord. Here lies my gown.
1 Lord. Let 's make no slay,

2 / ord. Lord Timon "s mad.
3 lj>rd, I feel 't upon my bones.

i Lord. One day he gives ui diamonds, next day
stones. [Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE \.—ll'ithout the Walls o/Athens.

Enter Ttinon.

Tim Let me look back iii>on thee. O thou wall.

Obedience f.iil in cliildreii I slaves and fools,
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Pluck the ofrave wrinkled senate from the bench,
And minister in their steads I to general filths

Convert o' the instant, green virginity,

—

Do 't in your parents' eyes ! bankrupts, hold fast

;

Rather than render back, out with your knives.
And cut your trusters throats ! bound servants, steal

!

Large-handed robbers your grave masters are,
And pill by law : maid, to thy masters bed,—
Thy mistress is o the brothel 1 son of sixteen.
Pluck the hn'd crutch from thy old limping sire,

With it beat out his brains 1 piety, and fear,
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth.
Domestic awe, iiight-rest, and neighbourhood.
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades,
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws.
Decline to your confounding contraries.
And let confusion live !—Plagues, incident to men,
V'oiir potent and infectious fevers-heap
On Athens, ripe for stroke 1 thou cold sciatica,
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt
As lamely as their manners ! lust and liberty
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth,
That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may strive.
And drown themselves in riot ! itches, blains.
Sow all the Athenian bosoms i and their crop
He general leprosy ! breath infect breath ;

That their society, as their friendship, may
Be merely poison ! Nothing I'll bear from thee.
But nakedness, thou detestable town !

Take thou that too. with multiplying bans !

Timon will to the woods ; where he shall find
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind.
The gods confound (hear me. you good gods all)

The Athenians both within and out that wall

!

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow
To the whole race of mankind, high and low !

Amen.
'

[ZTv/V

SCENE II.—Athens. .4 Room in Timon's house.

Enter Flavins, 'with iwo or three Servants.

iServ, Hear you, inasterLteward. where'soiirmaster''
Are we undone ? cast off? nothing remaining?

Ftaz'. Alack, my fellows, what should I say to you V

Let me be recorded by the ri.ghteous .gods,
I am as poor as you.

1 Serv, Such a house broke !

So noble a master fallen ! All gone ! and not
One friend to take his fortune by the arm,
And go along with him !

2 Serv. As we do turn our backs
From our companion thrown into his grave.
So his familiars to his buried fortunes
Slink all away: leave their false vows with him.
Like empty purses pick'd ; and his poor self
A dedicated beggar to the air.

With his disease "of all-shunu'd poverty.
Walks, like contempt, alone. More of our fellows.

Enter other Servants.
Fhiv. All broken implements of a ruin'd Iiouse

J,
Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon's livery ;

Tiiat see'I by our faces ; we are fellows still.

Serving alike in sorrow : leak'd is our bark ;

And we, poor mates, stand on the dying deck,
Hearinfj tlie surges threat: we must all part
Into this sea of air.

Elar: Good fellows all.

The latest of my wealth. I'll share amongst you.
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon's sake.
Let's yet be fellows ; let's shake our heads, and say.
As 'twere a knell unto our master's fortunes,

'• We have seen better days." [Giz'zux: thevz woitey.
Let each take some j

Nay. put out all your hands. Not one word more

:

Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor.

f 'J hev ejnhrace, attd part srz'eral wavi
O, the fierce wretchedness that glory brings us !

Who wouUl not wish to be from wealth e,vempt,
.Since riches point to misery and contempt?
\\'\\(y would be so niock'd with glory? or to live.

Hut in a dream of friendship ?

'lo have his pomp, and all what state compounds,
But only painted, like his varnish'd friends?
I'oiir honest lord, brought low by his own heart,
I'ndiine by goodness I Strange, unusual blood.
When mall's worst sin is. he does too much gooil

!

Who then, dares to be half so kind again?
For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men.
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My dearest lord, —bless'd, to be most accurs'd.
Rich, only to be wretched,—thy great fortunes
Are made thy chief afflictions. Ala.s. kind lonl I

He's flung in rage from this in.gratefui seat
Of monstrous friends

;

Nor has he with him to supply his life.

Or that which can command it.

I'll follow, and enquire him out

:

I'll ever serve his mind with my best will

;

Whilst I have gold, I'll be his steward still. [Exit.

SCENE III.— r/ii- Woods. He/ore Timon'i Cave

Enter Timon, with a sfade.

Tim. O blessed breeding sun, draw from the earth
Rotten humidity ; below thy sister's orb
Infect the air ! Twinn'd brothers of one womb,

—

Whose procreation, residence, and birth.
Scarce is dividant,—touch them with several fortunes.
The greater scorns the lesser : not nature.
To wtiom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune.
But by contempt of nature.
Raise me this beggar, and deny 't that lord ;

The senator shallbear contempt hereditary.
The beggar native honour.
It is the pa.sture lards the rother's sides.
The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares.
In purity of manhood stand upright.
And say, " This 7nans a/fatterer ?' if one be.
So are they .all ; for every grise of fortune
Is smooth'd by that below : the learned pate
Ducks to the golden fool : all is oblique

;

There's nothing level in our cursed natures.
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd
All feasts, societies, and thron.gs of men 1

His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains :

Destruction fang mankind !—Earth, yield me roots !

[Diguing.
Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate
With thy most operant poison I—What is here 1

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, .gods,
I am no idle votarist. Roots, you clear heaven !

Thus much of this \vill in.ake black, white : foul, fair:
Wrong, right; base, noble; old, young; coward,

valiant.

Ha, you gods I why this? What this, you gods?
AV'hy, this

Will lug your priests and servants from your sides

;

Pluck stout men's pillows from below their heads

:

This yellow slave
^Vill knit and break religions; bless the accurs'il

;

Make the hoar leprosy ador'd ; place thieves.
And give them title, knee, and approbation,
Withsenators on the bench : this is it

That makes the wappen'd widow wed a.gaiii*.

She. whom the spital-house and ulceroiLS sores
\VouId cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices
To the April day again. Come, damned earth,
Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'st otlds

X the rout of nations. I will make thee
Do thy right nature —[Murc/t a/'ar oj/] Ha ! a drum?

—Thou'rt quick.
But yet I'll bury thee : thou'lt go, strong thief,

^Vhen gouty keepers of thee cannot stand :

—

Nay, stay thou out for earnest.
\J\eset":n'n^ some go/d,

;

Enter Alcibiades. with drum and Ji/e, m warti/te
7nan/!er ; Phryiiia and Timandra.

Alcib What art thou there i

Speak.
Tim. A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw thy

For showing me again the eyes of man

!

('heart,

Alcib. What is thy n.ame? Is man so hateful lo
:

That art thyself a man ! (thee,
Tim. I ZMxmisanthropos, and hate mankind.

For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog,
That I might love thee something.
Atcib. I know thee well,

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd and strange.
Tim. I know thee too ; and more, than th.it i

know thee,
I not desire to know. Follow thy drum ;

With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules

:

Religious canons, civil laws are cruel;
Then what should war be ? This fell whore of thine
Hath in iier more destrui^tion than thy sword,
b'or all her chcrubin look.
Phry. Thy lips rot offj
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Tim. I will not kiss thee 1 then the rut ri;turns

To thine own lips again.
Alcib. How came the noblo Tinion to this chan<je
Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give

But then, renew I coukl not, like the moon ;

There were no suns to borrow of.

Alcib. Noble Tinion,
Wh.it friendship may I do thee!

Tun. None, but to
Maintain my opinion.
Alcih. ^Vhat is it, Tirnon!
Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform none : if

thou wilt not promise.- tile goils plague thee, for thou
art a manl it thou dost perform, confound thee, for

thou art a man 1

Alcib. I have heard in some sort of thy miseries.
Tim. Thou saw'st them, when I had prosperity.
Alcib. I see them now ; then was a blessed time.
Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots.
Tiinan. Is this the Athenian minion, whom tlie

Voic'd so regardfuUy t (world
Tim. Art thou Timandra!
Titnan. Yes.
Tim. Be a whore still! they love thee not, that

use thee

;

Give them diseases, leaving with thee their lust.

Make use of thy salt hours : season the slaves
I-or tubs, and baths ; bring down rose-cheek'd youth
To the tub-fast, and the diet.

Tintan. Hang thee, monster 1

Alcib. Pardon him, sweet Timandra; for his wits
Are dro%vn'd and lost in his calamities.
I have but httle gold of late, brave Timon,
The want whereof doth daily make revolt
In my penurious band : I have heard, and griev'd.
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth,
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states.
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them,

—

Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, antl get thee gone.
Alcib. I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Tiinon.
Tim. How dost thou pity him, whom thou dost

I had rather be alone. [trouble"
Alcib. -Why, fare thee weU :

Here is some gold for thee.
Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it.

Alcib. When I have laid prtmd Athensou aheap,—
Tim. Warr'st thou "gainst Athens?
Alcib. Ay, Tinion, and have cause.
Titn. The gods confound them all in t!iy conquest

;

And thee after, when thou hast conquer'd 1

Alcib. Why me, Timon 1

Tim. That, by killing of villains.

Thou wast bom to conquer my country.
Put up ihy gold : go on, here's gold, go on ;

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove
Will o'er some higli-vic'd city hang his poison
In the sick air : let not thy sword skip one ;

Pity not honour d age for his white beard,—
He is a usurer : strike me the counterfeit matron,

—

It is her habit only that is honest,
Herself's a bawd : let not the virgin's cheek
Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for those milk-paps.
That through the window-bars bore at men's eyes.
Arc not within the leaf of pity writ.

But set them down horrible traitors : spare not the
babe.

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their mercy

:

Think it a bastard, whom the oracle
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat shall cut,
And mince it sans remorse : swear against objects

;

Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes,
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes.
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding.
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy soldiers :

Make large confusion ; and, thy fury spent,
Confouncled be thyself I Speak not, be gone.

Alcib. Hast thou gold yety I'U take tlic gold thou
Not all thy counsel. Igiv'st me.
Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven's curse

upon thee 1

Pkr, &• Timaii. Give us some gold, good Timon?
hast thou more ? ,_ .„ _

Tim. Enough to make a whore forswear her trade.
|
liy that vihich has undone lliee : hinye Ihy knee,

And to make whores, .1 b.iwd. Hold up, you sluts, And let his very breath, whom tluui Tt observe
Your aprons mountaijt : you are not oathable,—

.......
Although, 1 know, you'll swear, terribly swear,
Into strr)ng shudders, an<l to he,'ivcnly agues.
The immortal gods that hear you,—spare your oath
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I'll trust to your conditions : be whores still

;

-Vud he whose pious breath seeks to convert you,
Uc strong in whore, allure him, burn him up;
Let your close fire predominate his smoke,
.\ud be no turncoats: yet may your pains, six

months,
He ciuite contrary : and thatch your poor thin roofs
With burdens of the dead ;—some that were haiig'd.
No matter :—wear them, betray v\ith them: whore
Faint till a horse may mire upon your face : \ stili

;

.\ pox of wrinkles I

Plir. & Timan. Well, more gold: what then?
Believe 't, that we'll do anything for gold.

Titn. Consumptions sow
In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp shins,
.^nd mar men's spurring. Crack the lawyer's voice.
That he may never more fake title plead.
Nor sound his quillets shrilly ; hoar the flamen.
That scolds against the quality of flesh,

.\nd not believes himself: down with the nose,
Down with it flat ; lake the bridge quite away
<-)f him, that, his particular to foresee.
Smells from the general weal: make curl'd-pats

ruffians bald

;

And let the unscarr'd braggarts of the war
Derive some pain from yoV: plague all;
That your activity may defeat and quell
The source of all erection,—There's more gold :

Do you damn others, and let this damn yoii,
.\.nd ditches grave you all I

Phr. & Timan. More counsel with more money.
bounteous Timon.

Tim. More whore, more mischieffirst ; I have given
you earnest.

Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens 1 Fare-
If I thrive well. I'll visit: thee again. (well, Tuuon:
Tim. If I hope well, I'll never see thee more.
Alcib. I never did thee harm.
Tim. Yes, thou spok'st well of me.
Alcib. Call'st thou that harm!
Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee away.

And take thy beagles with thee.
Alcib. Webut offend him.

Strike

!

{Dritm beats. Hxcitnl Alcibiades,
Phi-ynia, uwii Timandra.

Tim. That nature being sick of man's unkindness,
Should yet be hungry I Common mother, thou,

\Dii;giii^.
u hose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast,
Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle.
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man. is pufTd,
Engenders the black toad and adder blue,
Tlie gilded newt and eyeless venoin'd worm.
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven
Whereon Hyperion s quickening fire doth shine;
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate,
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root t
Ensear thy fertile and conceptions womb.
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man I

Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears

;

Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward face
Il.ith to the marbled mansion all above
Never presented I—O. a root.—dear thanks !—
Dry up thy marrows, vines and plough-torn leas;
^Vhereof ingrateful man. with liquorish draughts
And morsels unctuous, gre.ases his pure mind,
That from it all consideration slips I

Knier Apemantus.
More man? Plague I plague I

Apem. I was directed hither: men report.
Thou dost afl'ect my m.inners. and dost use them.

Tis, then, because thou dost not keep a dog;
\\'hom I would imitate. Consumption catch thoc I

Ape»i. This is in thee a nature but infected

;

A poor unmanly melancholy sprung
From change of fortune. Why this spade? this place!
riiis slavc-hke habit? and these looks of care?
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft,
Hug their diseas'd perfumes; an<I have forgot
rii.it ever Timon was. Shame not these woods,
liy putting on the cunning of ;i carper
lie thou a flatterer now, and seek to tin

mow oil thy cap; pniise his must viticnis stram.
And call it excellent : tlinu wast told iluis ;

Thou gav'st thine ears, like tapsters tli.it bid welcome
Fo knaves and all approachers : 'tis most Just
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Th.it ti'ioii turn rascal ; hadst tliou wealth a^ain,
Rascals should have't. Do not assume my likeness.

Tivi, Were I like thee, I'd throw away myself.
Apctn. Thou hast cast away thyself, beinij like thy^

self;

A madman so lontj, now a fool. What, think'st
That the bleak air, thy hoist rous chamberlain.
Will put thy shirt on warm? Will these moss"d trees,
That have outliv d the ea^le, pa^^e thy heels.
And skip when thou point'st out? Will tlie cold brook,
Candied with ice, caudle thy mornintj taste.
To cure the o'er-nitjlit's surfeit 1 call the creatures,

—

Whose naked nature lives in all the spite
Of wreakful heaven ; whose bare unhoused trunks.
To the conflicting^ elements expos'd.
Answer mere nature, bid them flatter thee ;

O, thou shalt find—
Tim. A fool of thee: depart.
Apcin. I love thee better now than e'er 1 did.
Tun. I hale thee worse.
Apem. Why?
Tim Thou flatter'st misery.
Apem. I flatter not ; but say tliou art a caitiff.

Tim. Why dost thou seek me out?
Apcjtz. To vex thee.
Tim. Always a villain's oflice, or a fool's.

Dost please thyself in t ?

Apem. Ay.
Tim. What 1 a knave too?
Ape7it. If thou didst i)Ut this sour-cold habit on

To castis^ate thy ])ride, 'twere well : but thou
Dost it enforcedly ; thou'dst courtier be again,
Wert thou not be.g;^ar. Willing' misery
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd before

:

The one is filling still, never complete
;

The other, at high wish : best state, contentless.
Hath a distracted and most wretched beingf,
W'orse than the worst, content.
Thou shouldst desire to die, beinp^ miserable.
Tim. Not by his breath that is more miserable.

Thou art <a slave, wliom Fortune's tender arm
Witli favour never clasp'd ; but bred a do^.
Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath, proceeded
The sweet degrees that this brief world affords
To such as may the passive drugs of it

Freely command, thou wouldst have plung'd thyself
In genera! riot; melted down thy youth
In different beds of lust ; and never learn'd
The icy precepts of respect, but follow d
The sugar'd game before thee. But my.^velf,

"Who had the" world as my confectionary

.

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men
At dutj', more than 1 could frame employment

;

That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves
Do on the oak, have with one winter's brush
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare
For every storm that blows ,— I, to bear this.

That never knew but better, is some burden

;

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time [men?
Hath made thee hard in't. Why shouldst thou hate
They never flatter'd thee : what hast thou given?
If thou wilt curse, thy father, that poor rag.
Must be thy subject ; who, in spite, put stuff

To some sh« beggar, and compounded thee
Poor rogue hereilitary. Hence 1 be gone 1

If thou hadst not been born the worst of men.
Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer.

Apem. Art thou proud yel t

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee.
Apem. I, that I was

Nonrodigal.
Tim. I, that I am one now

;

Were .ill the wealth I have shut up in thee.
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.
That the whole life of Athens were in this I

Thus would I eat it. {Eatitif; a root.

Apem. Here ; I will mend thy feast.

Titn. First mend my comj^any, take .aw;iy thyself.

Apem. So I shall mend mine own, by the lack
thine.

Tim. 'Tis not well mended so, it is but botch'd

;

If not, I would it were.
Apem. What wouldst thou have to Athens?
Tim Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt.

Tell them there I have gold ; look, so I have,
ApeDt. Here is no use for gold.
Tim. The best, .and truest

;

For here It sleeps, and does no hired harm.

TIMON OF ATHENS. Act 4.

. /A''«. Where ly'st o' nights, Timon ?

'lim. Under that's above me.
Where feed'st thou o' days, Apemantus?
.•ipem. Where my stomach finds meat : or, rather,

H here 1 eat it.

Tim. Would poison were obedient, and knew my
mind !

Apem. Where wouldst thou send it E

Tim. To sauce tliy dishes.
Apem. The middle of humanity thou never knewest.

but the extremity of both ends : when thou wast in
thy gilt and thy perfume, they mocked thee for too
nuich curiosity; in thy rags thou knowest none, but
art despised for the contrary. There's a medlar for
thee, eat it.

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not.
Apem. Dost hate a medlar?
Tim. Ay, though it look hke thee.
Apem. An thou hadst hated meddlers sooner, thou

shouldst have loved thyself better now. 'What man
didst thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved after
his means?
Tim. Who, without those means thou talkest of,

didst thou ever know beloved?
Apem. Myself [keep a dog.
Tim. I understand thee; thou hadst some means to
.Ipem. What things in the world canst thou nearest

compare to thy flatterers?

Tim. Women nearest ; but men, men are the things
themselves. What wouldst thou do with the world,
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power ?

Apem. Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men.
Tim. Wouldst thou have thyself fall in the confusion

of men. and remain a beast with the beasts?
Apem. Ay, Timon.
Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant

thee to attain to. If thou wert the lion, the fox would
beguile thee : if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat
thee : if thou wert the fOx, the lion would suspect thee,
when, peradventure, thou wert accused by the ass : if

thou wert the ass, thy dulness would torment thee

;

and still thou livedst but as a breakfast to the wolf: if

thou wert the wolf, thy greediness would afihct thee,
and oft thou shouldst hazard thy life for thy dinner ;

wert thou the imiconi. pride and wrath would con-
found thee, and make thine own self the conquest of
thy fury : wert thou a bear, thou wouldst be killed by
the horse ; wert thou a horse, thou wouldst be seized
by the leopard : wert thou a leopard, thou wert german
to the lion, and the spots of thy kindred were jurors on
thy life ; all thy safety were remotion, and thy defence,
absence. What beast couldst thou be, that were not
subject to a beast? and what a beast art thou already,
that seest not thy loss in transformation.
Apem. If thou couldst please me with speaking to

me, thou mightst have hit upon it here ; the common-
wealtli of Athens is become a forest of beasts.
Tim. How has the ass broke the wall, that thou art

out of the city?
Apem. Yonder comes a poer, and a painter : the

plague of company light upon thee I I will fear to
catch it, and give way'; when 1 know not what else to
do, I'll see thee again.
Tim. When there is notliing living but thee, thou

shalt be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog,
than Apemantus.
Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.

Tim. AV'ould thou wert clean enough to spit upon \

Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curse 1

Ttm. All villains, that do .stand by thee, are i>urc.

Aj^em. There is no leprosy but what thou speak'st.
Tim. If I name tliee.

—

I'll beat thee, but I should infect my hands.
Apem. 1 would my tongue couUl rot them off I

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog 1

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive

;

I swoon to see thee.
Apem. Would thou vyouldst burst I

Tim. Awaj',
Thou tedious rogue 1 I am .sorry I shall lose
A stone bj' thee. (

Throws a stone at Aim.
Apem. Beast I

Ttm. Slave I

ApeiK. Toad I

Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue I

I am sick of this false V/orld ; and will love naught
But even the mere necessities upon't.
rhen, Timon, presently prepare thy grave

:

J



Scene 3. TIMOM OF ATHENS.
I.ie where the light foam of the sea may beat
1 hy '.; rave-stone daiJy , make thine epitaph.
That death in me at otiiers lives may laugli.

_ iLooking on t/u f^Oiii
(J tlioii sweet km.^-killer, and dear divorce
Twixt natural son and sire 1 thou brijrht defiier
Of Hymen's purest bed ! thou valiant Mars 1

Thou ever younsr. fresh, lov'd, and delicate wooer,
» hose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow
That lies on Dian's lap ! thou visible god,
That solder's! close impossibilities.
And makst them kiss! that speak'st with evcr\

tongue,
To every purpose ! O thou touch of hearts I

Thnik, thy slave man rebels ; and bv thy virtue
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts
May have the world in emnire I

Apcm. Would twere so

:

But not till I am dead. I'U say, thou'st sjold

:

ihou wilt be throng-'d to shortly.

46s

Throng'd to 1

AvApem.
Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee.
^f'""-

..
Live, and love thy misery

!

Inn. Long hve so, and so die 1

\E.\it Apemantus.
,,,.,., I am quit.
More thmgs hke men?—Eat, Timon, and abhor them.

Untcr Thieves.

^r.^.J'^"-^-
7'"^"'^ ^*'°"''' •','= ¥^^ '''^ ?°''i' It '^ Flav'-XVs gods arewitneis,

' "" '

rt.r . rSr' ^"S""^"'- some slender ort oflUs remain- Xe'er did poor steward wear a tn.er eriefder
: .the mere wan of gold, and the falling-from of For his unSone lord than mine eves for vo„his friends, drove hmi mto this melancholy I ''— - •.."--. i'.'^" '"'"'--^>-?^ '°' y°"'

: Thief. Let us first see peace in Athens : there is
no tune so miserable, but a man may be true.

\ExeHnt Thieves.
Enter Flavius.

/• Utv. O you ijods 1

Is yon despised and ruinous man my lord?
ir uU of decay and faihng ? O monument.
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd 1

" liat an alteration of honour
Has desperate want made

!

\V hat viler thing upon the earth, than friends
" ho can bring noblest minds to basest ends

!

1 low rarely does it meet with this time's guise,H hen man was wish'd to love his enemies 1

Grant I may ever love, and rather woo
Those that would mischief me, than those that do IHe has caught me in his eye : I will presentMy honest grief unto him ; and, as my lord.
Still serve him with my life. My dearest master 1

Timon comesfor luardfrom his cave.
Tim. Away I wltat art thou ?

^'y"' „,. , , .
Have forgot me, sir?

7-^w;. Why dost ask that? I have forgot all men;
i Jien, If thou grant 'st tliou 'rt a man, 1 have forgot
t\iciv. An honest poor servant of yours. [thee.
Tim. Then 1 know thee not

:

1 never had an honest man about me, 1

1

All I kept were knaves, to serve in meat to villains.
Fiav. The gods are witness.

2 Thte/. It is noised, he hath a mass of treasure.
3 T/ne/. Let us make the assay upon him : if he

care not for 't, he will supply us easily; if he covet-
ously reserve it, how shall s get it?

' i)!"<^ True
; for he bears it not about him, 'tis

1 ////«•/: Is not this he? fhid
Thieves. Where?
2 Thief. 'Tis his description.
3 Thtef. He ; 1 know him.
Thieves. Save thee, Timon.
Tim. Now, thieves ?
Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves.
Tim. Both too ; and women's sons. [want
Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that much d..I'm Your greatest wan; is. you want much of meat.

.Vhy should you want? Behold, the earth hath roots;Withm this mile break forth a hundred springs

:

1 he oaks bear mast, the briers scarlet hips
;The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush

Lays her full mess before you. Want ? wliy want ?

Tim. What, dost thou weep ?—Come nearer ;—
then I love thee.

Because thou art a woman, and disclaim'st
Flinty mankind : whose eyes do never give,
But thorough lust and laughter. Pity 's sleeping •

Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with
weeping 1

Fliv I beg of you to know me, good my lord,
To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth lasts.To entertain me as your steward still.
Tim. Had I a steward

So true, so just, and now so comfortable?
It almost turns my dangerous nature mild.
Let me behold tliy face.—Surely, this man
\\ as born of woman.

—

Forgive my general and exceptless rashness,
Y ou perpetual-sober ^ods 1 I do proclaim
One honest man,—mistake me not,—but one

;

No more, I pray,—and he 's a steward.—
How fain would I have hated all mankind !And thou redeem 'st thyself: but all, save theetT-aT/w ..'""• "antiwny want? And thou redeem

\\v. r X ""P*^' ''^«P"
grass, on berries, ivater, I fell with cur.ses.

'^'•^5-^"^
Jl"'i \"\ a";»

«f
''«

, , . . I
fishes

; Methinks thou art more honest now than wise„ *'"• "" "'^ Li^a^L^ liieinseives, rne t>Jra
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con
That you are thieves profess'd; that you work not
In holier shapes ; for there is boundless theft
In limited professions. Rascal thieves.
Here's gold. Go, suck the subtle blood o' the grape
Till the high fever seethe your blood to froth,
And so 'scape hanging : trust not the physician ;
His antidotes are poison, and he slays
More than you rob : take wealth and lives togetherDo villainy, do, since you protest to (|o 't.

Like workmen 111 example you with thievery •

The suns a thief, and with his great attention
Robs the vast sea : the moon's an arrant thief.
And her pale fire she snatches from the sun :The sea 's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves
The moon into salt tears : the earth "s a thief
That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen
From general excrement : each thing's a thief

:

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rougii powerHave unchcck'd theft. I,ovc not yourselves iwiv '

Rob one another. There's more gold : cut thVo its ':

'

Allthat you meet arc thieves. To Athens go.
Break open shops ; nothing can you steal
But thieves do lose it. .Steal not less, for this
I give you ; and gold confound you howsoc'er I

Amen.
^ Thief He has .almost charmed tne from my pro-

Icssion, by persuading me to it.

1 Thief Tis in tht; malice of mankind, that he thus
advises lis; not to have us tiirue in our mystery

2 J htef. Ill believe him as an enemy, and Ifive overmy tr.ine.

- -., ..J ^p^.^,JJl,l£J aim i7ti.iiiyjiig jue,
J liou mightst have sooner got another service :

I- or many so arrive at second masters.
Upon their first lord's neck. But tell me true
(For I must ever doubt, though ne'er so sure,)
Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous.
If not a usuring kindness ; and, as rich men deal gifts
Lxpecting in return twenty for one?

I- lav. No, my most worthy master; in whose breast
Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac'il too late •

You should have fear d false limes, when you did
feast

:

Suspect siill comes when an estate is least.
That which I show, heaven knows, is merely love
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind,

'

Care of your food and living; and, believe it
.My most honour'd lord,

'

For any benefit th.at points to me,
F.ither in hope or present, I'd exchange
For this one wish, that you had power and wealth
I o requite me, by m.ikiiig rich yourself.
'im. Look thee, 'tis so 1 Thou singly honest mm.

Here, take: the gods, out of my misery,
l.ive sent thee treasure. Go, live rich and happy

;

i'lt thus condition d : thou sh.ilt build from men;
l.itc all, curse all : .show charity to none

;But let the famish'd Hesh slide from the bone,

li/? '.'.'!" '«','«>'«.'l>e beggar : give to dogs
Wh.it thou deny st to men ; let prisons swallow 'em.Debts wither cin to nothing : be men like blasted

woods,
AntI may diseases lick up their false bloods IAnd so, farewell, ,ind thrive.
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Fiiiv. O, let me stay,

i\inl comfort you, my master.
Tiiii. If thou hat'st

L'nrses, stay not ; fly, whilst Ihou'rt bless'd and free :

Ne'er see thou man, and let me ne'er see thee.

lExit Flavius. Timon retires to his cavi:.

ACl- V.

SCENE I.—The AVoods. Before Timon's Cave.

Jit/erVoctand Pauiter, Thnonobser-oing them/rom
his cave.

rain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be far

where he .'ibides.

Poet. What's to be thought ofhim? Does the rumour
hold for true, that he is so' full of gold ?

Pain. Certain : Alcibiades reports it ; Phrynia and
Timandra had gold of him: he likewise enriched poor

straggling soldiers with great quantity. 'Tis said, he

gave'unto his steward a' mighty sum.

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a try

for his friends.

Pain. Nothmg else : you shall see him a palm In

Athens again, and flourish with the highest. There-

fore tis not amiss we tender our loves to him, m this

supposed distress of his: it will show honestly in us ;

and is very likely to load our purposes with what they

tr.ivail for, if it be a just and true report that goes of

his having.
Poet. What have ynu now to present unto hini ?

Patn. Nothing at this time but my visitation : only,

I will promise him an excellent piece.

Poet. I must serve liiiu so too ; tell him of an intent

th.it's coming towards him.
Pain. Good as the best. Promising is the very air

o' the tune : it opens the eyes of expectation : per-

furmance is ever the duller for his act ; and, but m the

plainer andshnpler kind of people, the deed of saying

IS quite out of use. To promise is most courtly and

fashionable : performance is a kind of will or testa-

ment, which argues a great sickness in his judgment

th.-\t makes it. _
7"; ;«. -Excellent workman! Tliou canst not paint

a man so bad .as is thyself
Poet I am thinking what I shall say I have pro-

vided for him: it must be a personating of himself

:

a satire against the softness of prosperity, with a dis-

covery of the infinite flatteries that follow youth and
opulency. , .

Tim. Must thou needs stand for a villain m thine

own work? Wilt thou whip thine own faults m other

men f Do so, I have gold for thee.

Poet. Nay, let 's seek him

:

Then do we sin against our own estate.

When we may profit meet and come too late.

Pain. True; ,^ , ,

When the day serves, before black-corner d night,

I'ind what thou want'st by free and offer'd light.

Come. ,. , ,

Tim. I'll meet you at the turn. What a god s gold,

That he is worshipp'd in a baser temple
Than wliere swine feed

!

Tis thou that rigg'st the bark, and plough st the foam,

Settlest .admired reverence in a slave

:

To thee be worship 1 and thy saints for aye
Be crowu'd with plagues, that thee alone obey !

I-it I meet them. \Advancin,i,'.

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon '.

Pain. Our late noble master !

Tint. Have I once liv'd to see two honest men?
Poet. Sir,

Having often of your open bounty tasted,
He.iring you were retir'd, your friends fall'n off,

Whose th.inkless natures—O abhorred spirits 1

Not all the whips of heaven are large enough :

Wliat, to you.
Whose star.like nobleness gave life and influence
To their whole being ! I am napt, ;tnd caimot cover
The monstrous bulk of tliis ingratitude
With any size of words.
Jim. Let it go naked, men may see "t the better

:

You, that are honest, by being what you are,

M.ike them best seen and known.
I'aiH, He and myself

Have traveir<l in the great show er uf your gifts,

.A.nd sweetly felt it.

Jim. Ay, you are honest men.
Pain. We are come liither to ofl'er you our service!

Tim. Most honest men ! Why, how shall I requite.

Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. fyouV
Both. What we can do. we'll do, to do you service.

Tim. You are honest men : you have heard that I

have gold ;

I am sure you'have : speak truth ; you are honest men.
Pai}i. So it is said, iny noble lord : but therefore

Came not my friend, nor I.

Tim. Good honest men ! Thou draw'st a counterfeit

Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best

;

Thou coiinterfeit'st most lively.

Pain. So, so. my lord.

Tun. E'en so, sir, as I say. And, for thy fiction, [to

tlie Poet)
Why. thy verse swells witli stuff so fine and smooth,
That tliou art even natural in thine art.

—

But for all this, my honest-natur'd friends,

I must needs say you have a little fault

:

Marry, 'tis not monstrous in you ; neither wish I

Vou take much pains to mend.
BoDi. Beseech your lionour

To make it known to us.

Ti}n. You'll take it ill.

Bol?i. Most thankfully, my lord.

Tim. Will you, indeed ?

Both. Doubt it not. worthy lord.

Tim. There's neveraone of you but trusts a knave.
That mightily deceives you.
Both. Do we, my lord ?

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cog, see hiiu dia

semble.
Know his gross patchery, love him, feed him.
Keep in your bosom; yet remain assur'd.

That he's a made-up villain.

Pain. I know none such, my lord.

Poet. Nor I.

Tim. Look you, I love you well ; I'll give you gold,

Rid me tliese villains from your companies :

Hang them, or stab them, drown them in a draught,
Confound them by some course, and come to inc,

I'll give you gold enough.
Both. Name them, my lord, let's 'Know them.
Tim. You that way, and you thus,—but two in

company

:

Each man apart, all single and alone.
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company.
\To tlie Pain.) If, where thou art, two villains shall

not be, [reside

Come not near him. \To lhe'?oeX.\ If thou would not
But where one villain is, then him abandon.
Hence 1 p.ack I there's gold, ye caine for gold, ye

slaves

:

Lment : hence !

[ To the Pain. ] You have done work for me, there's pay-
[7"i) tlie Poet.] You are an alchemist, make gold of

Out, rascal dogs ! (that.

\_Exit, beating them and driving them out.

Enter Flavius and t^vo Senators.
Flav. It is in vain that you would si)eak with

For he is set so only to himself, [Tiuioii

;

That nothing but himself, which looks like man,
Is friendly with him.

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave :

It ib our part, and promise to the Athenians.
To speak with Timon.
2 Sen. At all times alike

Men are not still the same : 'twas time and grief

That framd him thus : time, with his fairer IuukI,

Offering the fortunes of his former days.
The former manmay make him. Bring us to him,

And chance it as it may.
Flav. Here is his cave.—

Peace and content be here 1 Lord Tiiron 1 Timon I

Look out, .ind speak to friends: the Athenians,
By two uf their most reverend senate, greet thee :

Speak to them, noble Timon.
Enter Timon, yrc/?/ his cave.

Tim. Thou sun, that comfort'st, burn I Speak, and
be hang'd :

F'or eacli true word, a blister 1 and each false

Be as a caut'rizing to the root o' the tongue.
Consuming it with speaking 1

1 Sen. ' Worthy Tuiion,

—

Tifn. Of none but such as you, and you of 'fiinon

2 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, Timon.
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^ ^{"J\ }
*''•''"'' ihem. and would send them back tlie

Could I but catch it for them. [plague
I S('i. O, forget

""
'

" hat we are sorrj' for ourselves in thee.
The senators >vitli one consent of love,
Entreat thee back to Athens : who have thought
On special difirnities, which vacant lie
I' or thy best use and wearing.
QStit They confess,

I oward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross •

J\
hicli now the public body, wliich dotli seldom

1 lay the recanter, feeling in itself
A lack of Tiraon's aid, hath sense withal
Of Its own fall, restraining aid to Timon ;And send forth us, to make their sor-ow'd render
Together with a recompense more fruitful

'

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram •

Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth'.As shall to thee block out what wrongs were theirsAnd write in thee the figures of their love,
Hver to read them thine.

£,
^"".-

,
You witch me in it

:

burpnse me to the very brink of tears :

Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes,
And ru b«weep these comforts, worthy senators.

I .y.-K Therefore, so please thee to return with usAnd of our Athens (thine and ours) to take

467
Tun. Come not to me again : but say to AtJiens,

Tnnon hath made his everlasting mansion
Upon the beached verge of the salt Hood ;

>\'hich once a day with his embossed froth
The turbulent surge shall cover : thither come,
And let my grave-stone be your oracle.—
Lips, let sour words go by, and language end

:

\V hat IS amiss, plague and uifection mend I

Gra%ies only be mens works, and death their gain !
tiun, hide thy beams 1 Timon hath done his reign,

c ... ,. [Exit Timon.
I i,e>i. His discontents are unremovably coupled to

nature.
-Sat. Our hope in him is dead : let us return.And strain what other means is left unto us

In our dear peril.

1 Sen. It requires swift foot. [Hxeuiit.

The captainship, thou shalt be met with thanks.
Allow d with absolute power, and thy good name
^'^f ,".''? authority : so soon we shall drive backOf Alcibiades the approaches wild ;Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up
His country's peace.
2 Sen. Ami shakes his threatening sword

Against the walls of Athens.
^^?'^"\„ „ .

Therefore, Timon,—
Tf'»;'"i'y^"; -,?"• ' '"'"= therefore, I will, sir
It Alcibiades kill my countrymen, [thus -
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon,
That Timon cares not. But if he sack fair Athens,And take our goodly aged men by the beards,
Civing our holy virgins to the stain
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain'd war;
Then let him know, and tell him Timon speaks
In pity of our .aged .and our youth,
I cannot choose but tell him, that I care not.And let him take 't at worst ; for their knives care not
iviiile you have throats to answer: for myself
1 here's not a whittle in the unruly camp.
But I do prize it at my love, before
The reverend'st throat in Athens. So I leave you
1 o the protection of the prosperous gods.
As thieves to keepers.
^'"'' ,„. ,

S'^y ""'• 3"'s in vain.

I m'c
^*^"y' I ^3s writing of my epitaph;

It will be seen to-morrow : my long sickness
HI health and living now begins to mend.
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still
iie Alcibiades your plague, you his,
And last so long enough I

V^'"' T> ,
^^^ speak in vain.

J im. But yet I love my country ; and am notOne that rejoices in the common wrack.
As common bruit doth put it.

',.-^"'- _ J
That's well spoke.

/!>n. Commend me to my loving countrymen —
I .StH.riiesc words become your lips as they pa.

. through them. '

I -l"'- ^"^ '^".'" '" "" ears Uke great triumpher

J

1 n their applauding gates.
' ""• Commend me to them

;

SCENE 11.— The tValls ofAtheas.

E)Ucr two Senators and a Messenger.
1 .Sen. Thou hast painfully discover'd : are his filesAs full as they report t

Mess. I li.ive spoke the least

:

Besides, his expedition promises
Present approach. [Timon.
2 i>en. We stand much liazard, if they bring not
//ci-j. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend

» hom, though in general part we were oppos'd,
\ et our old love made a particular force
And made us speak like friends : this man was ridinaFrom Alcibiades to Timon's cave,
^\;itll letters of entreaty, which imported
His fellowship i" the cause against your citv.
In part for his sake mov'd.

' ^"'-
,, „ Here come our brothers.
Enter Senators/>-oj« Timon.

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect.
I he enemies drum is heard, and fearful scourino-
Ooth choke the air with dust : in, and prepare •

Ours IS the fall, I fear; our foes the snare.

\_E.xeH}it.

SCENE III.-r/;e' Woods. Timon's Cave, and a
Tombstone seen.

Enter a Soldier, seeiinjr Timon.
SoM. By all description this should be the placeWho s here ? speak, ho I—No answer '/—Wiat is this '

Timon is dead. Who hath outstretchd his span •

'

bome beast rear'd this ; there does not live a man "

Head, sure
:
and this his grave. Whafs on this tomb

I cannot read : the character I'll take wth wax •

Our captain hath in every figure skill.
An ag'd interpreter, though young in days •

Before proud Athens he's set down by this"
Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [Ev!t

A , 1 ,, ., .
v-uiiiiMciiu me toAnd tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs

1 lieir fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses
1 heir pangs of love, with other incident throes '

I hat nature s fragile vessel doth sustain [them —
II life s uncertiim voyage. I will some kimtness do

1 li teach Ihem to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath.
%se>t. I like this well : he will return again.

ThJ,'"i '' •* "'^?' *'''^'' ^•'^"**' here in my dose,
1 nat mine own use invites me to cut down
, ",', r?'^'y '""'if I f«ll it

:
tell my friends,

1 ell Athens, in llie sequence of degree,
Jrom high to lew throughout, that whoso ple.asc
I o Slop .-ifthction. let him t.ike his liaste.

An"rh '";'• '^^"=;">' '^'- ''•^"'' f<--'« ""C axe,

J, ,, "^ '"";)•"' ' I""-'? y"'- ''o "'y Kreeting.

find°r
"° '^'"""'J "'"* yo" still shall

SCENE IV.—Before l/te IValls tyAthens.
Trutnpets sound. Enter Alcibiades andforces.
W/,/*. Sound to this coward and lascivious townOur terrible approach. \A parley sounded.

-..,,
Enter Senators, on the IValls.

,,.' ,"°;y,y°" '""^e gone on, and fill'd the time
" itli all licentious measure, making your wills
1 he scope of justice ; till now. myself, and suchAs Slept « ithin the shadow of you. power
Have wander'd with our travers'd arms, and breath 'dOur sufferance v.ainly : now the time is flush
When crouching m.irrow, in the bearer stronr
Cries of Itself, " No more :" now breathless wron^
Shall sit and p.int in your great chairs of easeAnd pursy insolence sh.ill break his wind
With fear, and horrid flight,

w'l ^"'\
c - , Noble, and young,

\V hen thy first griefs were but a mere coiK.il.
fcre thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear.We sent to thee

; to give thy rages balm,
1 o wipe out our ingratitude with loves
Above their quantity.

-r^-^"}- , _ So did we woo
I ranslormed Timon to our city's love
iy humble message, and by promis'd means:We were not all unkiii.l, nor all deserve
I lie common stroke of war.

w'efrnot erected by their hands'?r^:,ir;iK°""
\ ou have received your griefs : nor are thoy such.
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That these gfreat tower?, trophies, and schools should
For private faults in them. (fall

2 Sen. Nor are they livinj^

Wlio were the motives that you first went out

;

Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excess.

Hath brolce their hearts. March, noble lord.

Into our city with thy banners spread

:

By decimation, and a tithed death,
(If thy revenues huntfer for that food.
Whicli nature loathes) take thou the destin'd tenth

;

And by the hazard of the spotted die,

Let die the spotted.
1 Stii. All have not offended;

For those that were, it is not square to take.
On those that are, revenges : crimes, like lands,
y\re not inherited. Then, dear countryman.
Bringf in thy ranks, but leave without thy ra,^e :

Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin.

Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall

With those that have offended : like a sliepherd.
Approach the fold, and cull th" infected forth,

But kill not all together.
2 Sen.

'

What thou wilt.

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile.

Than hew to 't with thy sword.
1 Seti. Set but thy foot

Against our rampir'd gates, and they sliall ope ;

So thou wilt sen<I tliy gentle heart before,
To say thou "It enter friendly.

2 Sen. Throw thy glove.
Or any token of thine honour else,

Tliat thou wilt use the wars as thy redress.
And not as our confusion, all thy powers
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we
Have seal'd thy full desire.
Alcib. Then there 's my glove

;

Descend, and open your uncharged ports :

'i.'jiose enemies of Tiinon's, and mine own,

CORIOLANU.S. A^f ?,

Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof,
Fail, and no more : and,-—to atone your fears
With my more noble meaning,—not a man
Shall pass his quarter, or offend the stream
Of regular justice in your city's bounds.
But shall be render'd to your public laws
At heaviest answer.
Both. 'Tis most nobly spoken.
Aleib. Descend, and keep your worils.

( The Senators descend, and ofat the gates.
Enter a Soldier.

Sold. My noble general, Timon i.s dead ;

Entomb'd upon the very hem o' the sea :

And on his grave-stone this insculpture, wliich
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression
Interprets for my poor ignorance.
Alcib. [Reads.\ "Here lies a lujeie/ted corse, oj

wretched soul bereft

:

Seek not 7ny nanie : a j^la^ite consuttie you- wic/:ed
caitiffslefll

Here lie I, Tinion ; who, alive, all living men did
hate

:

Pass by, and curse thy Jill ; biU pass, and stay not
' here thy gait."

These well express in thee thy latter spirits :

Though thou abhorr'dst in us our human griefs,

Scom'dst our brain's flow, and those our dioplets
I'rom niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit [which
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye
On tlry low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead
1 s noble Timon : of whose memory
Hereafter more.—Bring me into your city.

And I will use the olive with my sword :

Make war breed peace; maki? peace stint war;
make each

Prescribe to other, as each other's leech.

Let our drums strike. [Evenni

c O R I O L A N U S.
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ACT I.

SCENE I.—Rome. A Street.

Enter a Company o/tmttinons Citizens, loith staves,
clubs, and other iveapons.

I at. Before we proceed any furtlier. hear me speak.
All. Speak, speak.
1 at. You are all resolved rather to die than to
.,-///. Resolved, resolved. [famish?
I at. First, you know Caius Marcius is chief eneinv
All. We know 't, we know 't. [to the people.
I at. Let us kill him, and we'll have corn at our

own price. Is 't a verdict ?

All.^ No more talking on 't : let it be done : away.
1 at. One word, good citizens [away I

1 at. We .are accounted poor citizens; the patri-
cians good. What authority surfeits on, would relieve

us : if they would yield us but the superfluity, while it

were wholesome, we might guess they relieved us
humanely ; but they think we are too dear : the lean-

ness that afflicts us. the object of our misery, is .ts an
inventory to particularise their abundance ; our suf-

ferance IS a gain to them. Let us revenge this with
our pikes, ere we become rakes : for the gods know
[ speak this in hunger for bread, not in thirst for re-

vensj?.
2 Lit. Would you proceed especially against Caius

Marcius?
1 at. Against him first : he's a very dog to the

couunonalty.
2 at. Consider you what services he has done for

his country?
I at. Wry well : and could be content to gri-e him

good report for t, but that he' pays himself with being
proud.
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s at. Nay, but speak not maliciously.
1 at. I say unto you, what he hath done famously,

he ilid it to that end : thou.;;h soft-conscienced men can
be content to .say it was ifor his country, he did it to
please his mother, and to be partly proud ; which lie

IS, even to the altitude of his virtue.

2 at. What he cannot help in his nature, you
account a vice in hira. Vou must in no way say he is

covetous.
1 C';.'. If I must not, I need not be barren of accu-

sations; he hath faults, with surplus, to tire in repe-
tition \Skouts iuithin.\ What shouts are these ?

The other side o' the city is risen : why stay we prating
Alt. Come, come. [here? to the Capitol

!

1 at. Soft 1 who comes here

!

Enter Menenius Agrippa.

2 at. AVorthy Menenius Agrippa ; one that hath
always loved the people. {were so !

I at. He's one honest enough : would all the rest

Men. A\'hat work 's, my countrymen, in hand?
Where go you ?

With hats and clubs? The matter? Speak. I pray you.
I at. Our business is not unknown to the senate

;

they have had inkling this fortnight what we intend to
do, which now we'll show 'em m deeds. They say
poor suitors have strong breaths: they shall knowwe
have strong arras too.

Men. Wliy, masters, my good friends, mine honest
Will you undo yourselves? [neighbours,

I at. We cannot, sir, we are undone already.
Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care

Have the patricians of you. For your wants.
Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift them
Against the Roman state ; whose course will on
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs
Of more strong link asunder, than can ever
Appear in your impediment : for the dearth.
The gods, not the patricians, make it; and
Your knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack,
You are transported by calamity
Tliither where more attends you ; and you slander
The helms o' the state, who care for you like fathers,
W'hen you curse them as enemies.

I at. Care for us!—True, indeed! They ne'er cared
for us yet.—Suffer us to famish, and their storehouses
crammed with grain ; make edicts for usury, to sup-
port usurers ; repeal daily any wholesome act estab-
nshed against the rich ; and provide more piercing
statutes daily, to chain up and restrain the poor. If

the wars eat us not up, they will ; and there 's all the
Men. Either you must [love they bear us.

Confess yourselves wondrous malicious.
Or be accus'd of folly. I shall tell you
A pretty tale : it may be, you have heard it

;

But, since it serves my purpose, I will venture
To stale 't a little more.

I at. Well, I'll hear it, sir: yet you must not think
to fob off our disgrace with a tale : but, an 't please
you. deliver.

Men There was a time, when all the body's members
Rebell'd against the belly; thus accus'd it ;

—

That only Tike agulf it did remain
r the midst o' the body, idle ami unaclive.
Still cupboarding the viand, never bearing
Like labour with the rest ; where the other instruments
Did see and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel,

And, mutually participate, did minister
I'nto the appetite and affection common
Of the wliole body. The belly answere<l,

—

I at. Well, sir, what answer made the belly ?

Men. Sir, I sh.dl tell you.—With a kind of smile.
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus
(For, look you, I may make the belly smile
As well as speak) it t.iuntingly replied
To the discontented members, the mutinous parts
That envied his receipt : even so most fitly

As you malign our senators, for that
They arc not such as you.

I Cit. Your belly's answer f What
The kingly crowndd head, the vigilant eye.
The counsellor heart, the arm our soldier.
Our steed the leg, the tongue our tminpetcr
With other muniments and petty helps
In this our fabric, if that they—
'"«'. What then?—

Torr iiic, this fellow speaks !—what then ? what then'
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' I Cit, Should by the cormorant; belly be restram'd,
Who is the sink o the body,

—

Men. "Well, what then?
1 Cit. The former ag^ents, if they did complain.

What could the belly answer?
Men. I will tell you

;

If j^ou'll bestow a small (of what you have little)

Patience a while, you'll hear the belly's answer.
I Ci(. You 're long about it.

Meyi. Note me this, good friend 1

Your most ^rave belly was deliberate,
Not rash hke his accusers, and thus answer'd.
" True is ity my incorponxtefriends" quoth he,
'* That I receive thege7ieral/oodatjlrst,
IVhich yoii do live 7tpoH : andJit it is :

Because 1 am the store-house^ and the shop
0/ the whole body: but, ifyou do retnt-niher^

I send it through ike rivers ofyour blood,

Eveji to the courts the hearty to the seat 0' the brain *

And, through the cranks and offices of mau^
TJie strongest na ves^ and smalt inferior vcins^
From yne receive that natural cotnpetency
jyhereby they live : and though that all at once,

Vou, ;nygoodfriends," this says the belly, mark me,;

—

I Cit. Ay, sir ; well, well.

Afeft. '* Though all at once cannot
See lohat I do deliver out to each.
Yet I can make my audit up, that all
From me do back receive theflour of all,

Afid leave mebiit tJie bra7i" What say you to 't 2

I Cit. It was an answer : how apply you this?

Alen. The senators of Rome are this good belly.

And you the mutinous members : for, examine
Their counsels and their cares ; digest things rightly

Touching the weal o'the common ; you shall find,

No public benefit which you receive,
But it proceeds or comes from them to 3'ou,

And no way from yourselves.—What do you think ?

You, the great toe of this assembly?

—

I Cit. I the great toe ? Why the great tf e?
Men, For that, being one o* the lowest, basest,

poorest.
Of this most wise rebellion, thou go'st foremost

:

Thou rascal, that art worst in blood to run,
Lead'st first to win some vantage.

—

But make you ready your stiff bats .and clubs :

Rome and her rats are at the point of battle

;

The one side must have bale.

—

Enter Caius Marcius.

Hail, noble Marcius I

Mar. Thanks.—What 's the matter, you dissentious
rogues,

That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion,
Make yourselves scabs?

I Cit. We have ever your good word.
Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will

flatter

Beneath abhorring.—What would you have, you curs,
That like nor peace, nor war? the one affrights you.
The other makes you proud. He that trusts to you,
Where he should find you lions, finds you hares ;

Where foxes, geese : you arc no surer, no,
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice.

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is,

To make him worthy whose offence subdues him,
,\nd curse that justice did it. Who deserves greatness,
Deserves your hate; and youraffections are
A sick man's appetite, who desires most that
Which would increase his evil. He that depends
Upon your favours, swims with fins of lead.
And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye I Trust yo 1

With every minute you do change a mind ;

And call him noble that was nr)w yoitr Ii.ite.

Him vile that was your garland. What 's the matter,
That in these several places of the city
You cry against tlie noble senate, who.
Under the gods, keep you in awe. Avhich else
\\'ould fcca on one another?—What 's their seeking?
Men. Tor corn at their own rates ; whereof, they say

The city is well stor'd.

Mar. Hang 'cm 1 They say ?

They 11 sit by the fire, an<! presume to know
What's done i' the Capitol ; wlio's like to rise.

Who thrives, and who dcclmcs; side factions, and
give out

Coniectural marriages ; making parties strong.
Ana fcebling such as stand not m their likintr

n U
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Below their cobbleci shoes, They say there's grain
enough ?

Would the nobiUty lay aside their ruth.

And let me use my sword, I'd make a quarry
With thousands ofthese quarter'd slaves, as high
As I could pick my lance.

A/fii. Nay, these are almost thoroughly persuaded ;

For though abundantly they lack discretion.

Vet are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech you,
AVliat says the other troop ?

A/ar. They are dissolv'd : hang 'em I

They said, they were a-hungry ; sigh'd fortu pro
verbs,

That hunger broke stone walls, that dogs must eat.

That meat was made for mouths, that the gods sent
not

Corn for the rich men only .*—with these shreds
They vented their complainings ; which being answer'd.
And a petition granted them, a strange one,
(To break the Keart of generosity.
And make bold power look pale) tliey threw their caps
As they would hang them on the horns o' the moon.
Shouting their emulation.
Mail. 'Wliat is granted them ?

Mar. Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wisdoms,
Of their own choice : one's Junius Brutus,
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not

—
'Sdeath I

The rabble should have first unroofd the city,

Kre so prevailed with me : it will in time
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes
For insurrection's arguing.
iTen. This is strange.
Ma7-. Go, get you home, you fragments 1

Enter a Messenger, )lastily.

Mess. Where's Caius Marcms ?

Mar.
^

Here: what's the matter!
Mess. The news is, sir, the Volsces are in arms.
MiXr. I am glad on 't : then we shall have means

to vent
Our musty superfluity.—See, our best elders.

Enter Cominius, Titus Lartius, and otlier Senators
;

Junius Brutus and Sicinius Velutus.
\Sen. Marcius, 'tis true that you have lately told us:

The Volsces are in arms.
Mar. They have a laader,

Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to 't.

I sin in envying his nobility ;

And were I anything but what I am,
I would wish me only he.
Com. "Von have fought together.
Mar. Were half to half the world by the cars, and he

Upon my party, I'd revolt, to make
Only my wars with him : he is a lion

That I am proud to hunt.
I Sen. Then, worthy Marcius,

Attend upon Cominius to these wars.
Com. It is your former promise.
Mar.

_
Sir. it is

;

And I am constant.—Titus Lartius, thou
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus' face.
What, art thou stiff? stand'st out ?

Tit, No. Caius Marcius

;

I'll lean upon one crutch, and fight with t'other.

Ere stay behind this business.
Men. O, true bred !

I Sett. Your company to the Capitol ; where, I know.
Our greatest friends attend us.

Til. Lead you on

:

Follow, Cominius ; we must follow you i

Right worthy you priority.

Com. Noble Marcius I

I Sen. \To the Citizens.] Hence to your homes;
De gone 1

Mar. Nay, let them follow :

The Volsces have much corn, take these rats thither.
To gnaw their garners.—Worshipful mutineers,
Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow.

[Exeunt Senators. Com., Mar., Tit., and
Menen. Citizens steal aivay.

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius ?

Bnt. He has no equal.
Sic. When we were chosen tribunes for the people,

—

Jirii. Mark'd you his lip, and eyes?
Sic. Nay. but his taunts.
Jim. Being mov'd, he will not spare to gird the .gods.

Sic. Eeuiock the modest moon.
lU-jt. Tlie present wars devour him : he is grown

Ti lo proud to be so valiant.

Sic. Such a nature.
Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow
^Vhich lie treads on at noon : but 1 do wonder
His insolence can brook to be commanded
Under Cominius.
Jiru. Fame, at the which he aims.

In wliom already he is well grac'd, cannot
Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by
.V place below the first : for what miscarries
Shall be the general's fault, thougli lie perform
To the utmost of a man; and giddy censure
Will then ery out of Marcius, " O, if lie

Had borne the business !"

'>'c. Besides, if things go well,
Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall
Of his demerits rob Cominius.

Brie.
^

Come

:

Half all Cominius' honours are to Marcius,
Though Marcius earn'd them not ; and all his faults
To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed,
In aught he merit not.

Sic. Let's hence and hear
How the despatch is made ; and in what fashion.
More than his singularity, he goes
Upon this present action.

Eyii. Let's along. [E.vennt.

SCENE II.—Corioli. r/;«- Senate-House.

Enter TuUus Aufidius and certain Senators.

I Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius,
That they of Rome are enter'd in our counsels.
And know how we proceed.
Ii(/. Is it not yours?

What ever have been thought on in this state.
That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome
Had circumvention ? 'Tis not four days gone
Since I heard thence ; these are the words ; I think
1 have the letter here ; yes, here it is :— [Keads.
" They havepress'd a poiuer, but it is not knoirn
IVhttherfor east, or west; the dearth is great;
The people tnutinoits : and it is rumour d,
Cominius, Marcius, your old enony,
(JVho is ofRome -worse hated thati ofyou,)
And Titus Lartius, a inost -valiant Romany
Tliese three lead on thispreparatio?t
U'hither'tisbent : most likely, 'tisforyou:
Consider of it.

1 Sen. Our array 's in the field

:

We never yet made doubt but Rome was ready
To answer us.

.liif. Nor did you think it folly
To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when
They needs must show themselves; which in the

hatching,
It seem'd, appear'd to Rome. By the discoverj-,
^Ve shall be snorten'd in our aim ; which was.
To take in many towns, ere, almost, Rome
Should know we were afoot.

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius,
Take your commission ; hie you to your bands :

Let us alone to guard Corioli

:

If they set down before us, for the remove
Bring up your army ; but. I think, you'll find
They've not prepared for us.
Anf. O, doubt not that

;

I speak from certainties. Nay, more.
Some parcels of their power are forth already.
And only hitherward. I leave your honours.
If we and Caius Marcius chance to meet.
'Tis sworn between us, we shall ever strike
Till one can do no more.

yill. The gods assist you I

Auf. And keep your honours safe I

1 Sen. Farewell.
2 Se)i. Farewell
All. Farewell [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Rome. .,-/ Room in Mafcius's House.

Enter Voluninia and Virgilia : they sit doTi'n on two
loiu stools, and scio.

I'ol. I pray you. daughter, sing ; or express your-
self in a more comfortable sort : if my son were my
liusliand. I would fr^elier rejoice in that absence
herein he won honour, than in the cmbracenients of
is bed, where he would show most love. When yet

lie was but tender-bodied, and the only son of my
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womb; wlicii ycutli with comeliness i)lucked all gaze
liis way ; when, for a day of kings entreaties, c

mother should not sell him an hour from her be
liolding; I,—considering; how honour would become
such a person ; that it was no better than picture-like

to hanij by the wall, if renown made it not stir,—was
I'leased to let him seek dansfer where he was like to

tind fame. To a cruel war I sent him ; from whence
he returned, his brows bound with oak. I tell thee

<lau_i^hter,—I sprang not more in joy at first heariir

he wa.s a man-child, than now in first seeing he had
proved himself a man.

l^tr. But had he died in the business, madam,
how then?

K)/. Then, his good report should have been my
son : I therein would have found issue. Hear me
profess sincerely :—had I a dozen sons.—each in my
love alike, and none less dear than thine and my
^'ood Marcius, I had rather had eleven die nobly
for their country, than one voluptuously surfeit out of

action.
Enter a Gentlewom.an.

Gen. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to visit

you.
yir. 'Beseech you, give me leave to retire myself.
P'oL Indeed, you shall not.

Methinks I hear your husband's drum ;

See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair;
.\s children from a bear, the Volsces shunning him ;

Methinks I see him stamp thus, and call thus,

—

" Coitie OH, you cowards /you Tvere got in/ear.
Though you lucre bortt in Rome :" his bloody brow
A\'iih his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes;
I -ike to a hariest man, that 's task'd to mow
Ur .ill, or lose his hire.

K^r. His bloody brow ! O Jupiter, no blood I

Ff/. Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man.
Than gilt his trophy ; the breasts of Hecuba.
When she did suckle Hector, look'd not lovelier

Than Hector's forehead, when it spit forth blood
At (jrecian swords' contending.—Tell Valeria,
\V'e are fit to bid her welcome. [/zxt't Gent.

yir. Heavens bless my lord from fell Aufidius 1

yot. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee.
And tread upon his neck.
Rc-cntcr Gentlewoman, tuitk Valeria and her Usher.

Vat. My ladies both, good day to you.
Vol. Sweet madam.
Vtr, I am glad to see your Ladyship.
Val. How do you both! you are manifest house-

keepers. What are you sewing here ? A fine spot,
in good faith.—How does your little son?

P/r. I thank your ladyship ; well, good madam.
Vol. He had rather see the .swords, and hear a

drum, than look upon his school-master.
Val. O' my word, the fatlier's son ; I'll swear, 'tis a

very pretty boy. O' my troth, I looked upon him o'

Wednesday half an hour together : he nas such a
confirmed countenance. I saw him run after a gilded
butterfly ; and when he caught it, he let it go again ;

and after it again : and over and over he comes, and
up again; catched it again: or whether his fall en-
raged him, or how 'twas, he did so set his teeth, and
tear it ; O. I warrant, how he m.-immocked it I

Vol. One of his father's moods.
Val. Indeed, la, 'tis a noble child.

Vir. A crack, madam.
yal. Come, lay .aside your stitchery ; I must have

you pkiy the idle huswife with me this afternoon.
Vir. No, good madam ; I will not out of doors.
Val. Not out of doors 1

Vol. She shall, she shall
Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience; I will not over

the threshold, till my lord return from the wars.
Vol. Fie, you confine yourself most unreasonably

;

come, you must go visit the good lady that lies in.

Vir. I will wish her sj^cedy strength, and visit her
with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither.

Vol. Why, I pray you ?

Vir. 'Tis not to s.ave labour, nor th.at I want love.
Val. You would be another Penelope : yet, they

say, all the yam she spun in Ulyssc-s' absence ili'l

but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come; I would your
cambric were sensible as your finger, that yctw mri^ht
leave pricking it fpr pity. Come, you shall go with
us.

Vir. No, good madam, pardon luc ; indeed, I will

not forth.
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id I'll tell you ex-Val. In truth, la, go with me ;

ccllent news of your husband.
; 'ir. O, good madam, there can be none yet.

Val. Verily, I do not jest with you ; there came
news from him last night.

Vir. Indeed, madam?
Val. In earnest, it's true; I heard a senator speak

it. Thus it is :—The Volsces have an anny forth ;

against whom Cominius the general is gone, with one
part of our Roman power : your lord, and Titus
Lartius, are sot down before their city Corioli ; they
nothing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars.
This is true, on mine honour; and so, I pray, go
with us.

Vir. Give me excuse, good madam ; I will obey
>'ou in every thing hereafter.

Vol. Let her alone, lady : as she is now, she will but
disease our better mirth.

Val. In troth, I think she would.—Fare you well,

then.—Come, good sweet lady.—Pr'ythce, Virgilia,

turn thy solemness out o' door, and go along with us.

Vir. No, at a word, madam; indeed, I must not.

I wish you much mirth.
Val. Well, then, farewell. lli.xcuiit.

SCENE \V.—Before Corioli.

Enter, with drum and colours, Marcius, Titus
Lartius, Officers, and Soldiers. To them a
Messenger.

Mar. Yonder comes news:—a wager, they hav(.

lart. My horse to yours, no. [met.
Mar. 'Tis done.
Lart, Agreed.
Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy '!

Mesi. They lie in view ; but have not spoke as yet.
l.nrt. So, the good horse is mine.
Mar. I'll buy him of you.
L.irt. No, I'll nor sell, nor give liiiu ; lend you him

I will.

For half a hundred years.—Summon the town.
Mar. How far otf lie tliese armies?
.Ifcss. Within this mile and half.

Mar. Then shall we hear their 'latum, and they
ours.

Now, Mars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work.
That we with smoking s\vords may march from hence,
To help our fielded friends !—Come, blow thy blast.

A parley sounded. Enter, on the lualls, some
Senators, and others.

Tulhis Aufidius, is he within your walls?
1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than he :

That's lesser than a little. Hark, our drums
[Alarums a/ar o.ff'.

Are bringing forth our youth ; we'll break our walls.
Rather than they shall pound us up : our gates.
Which yet seem shut, we liave but pinn'd witli rushes

;

They'll open of themselves. Hark j'ou, far off I

{Other alarumSr
There is Aufidius ; list, what work he makes
Amongst your cloven army.
Mar. O, they are at it I

Lart. Their noise be our instruction.—Ladders, hoi
The Volsces enter, andpass over the statue.

Mar. They fear us not, but Issue forth their city.-

Now put your shields before your hearts, and fight

With hearts more proofthan shields.—Advance, brave
Titus:

They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts.
Which makes mo sweat with wrath.—Come on, my

fellows

:

He that retires, I'll take him for a Volsce,
AikI he shall feel mine edge.
larum ; and exeuntK.(mvin'iajtdVo\HCC'i,yig'htini^.
The Romans are beaten back to t/ieir trendies.
Re-enter Marcius.

Mar. All the contagion of the south light on you,
riu sliamcs of Rome I you herd of—Boils .-uid plague:*

Plaster you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd
I'arther than seen ; and one infect .another
Against the wind a mile I You souls of geese,
Tti.i', bear the sh,-ipes of men, how have you run
1-rom slaves that apes would beat ! Pluto and hell I

Ml hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale
With flight and agiied fear 1 Mend, and charge homcv

by the fires of heaven, ill leave the foe.
And make my wars on you : look tu 't : come on ;
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If you'll stand fast, we'll beat them to their wives,
As they us to our trenches follow'd.

Another alarum. Tlie Volsces and Romans re-enter,
and thejlght is renewed. The Volsces retire into
Corioli, and M^rc'wiS/b^tcius thetn to the jyates.

So. now the gates are ope :—now prove good seconds

;

'Tis for the followers fortune widens them.
Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like.

[Marcius e7it€rs the gates ; is shut in
1 Sol. Fool-hardiness ! not I.

2 Sol. Nor I.

3 Sol. See, tliey have shut him in.
-•'''/ To the pot, I warrant him

\^Alarum continues.
Re-enter Titus Lartius.

Lart. What is become of Marcius?
All. Slain, sir, doubtless.
I Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels.

With them he enters : who, upon the sudden,
Clapp'd-to their gates : he is himself alone,
To answer all the city.

Lart. O noble fellow I

"Who, sensible, outdares his senseless sword.
And, when it bows, stands up I Thou art left,

Marcius

:

A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art.
Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier
Even to Cato's wish, not fierce and terrible
Only in strokes ; but, with thy grim looks, and
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds.
Thou mad'st thine enemies shake, as if the world
Were feverous, and did tremble.
Re-enter Marcius, blesdi>ig. assajtlted by the enemy.
I Sol. Look, sir!
Lart. O, 'tis Marcius:

Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike,

f Tfieyfight, and all enter the city.

SCENE V.—lVithin Corioli. A Street.

Unter certain Romans, Tvith spoils,

1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome.
2 Rom. And I this.

3 Rom. A murrain on 't 1 I took this for silver.

[Alarum continues still afar off'.

Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius, -with a truinfet.
Mar. See here these movers, that do prize their

hours
At a crack'd drachm I Cushions, leaden spoons.
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would
Bury with those that wore them, these base slaves,
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up :—down with them !—
And hark, what noise the general makes 1—To him I

There is the man of my soul's hate, Aufidius,
Piercing our Romans : then, vEiliant Titus, take
Convenient numbers to make good the city ;

Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will haste
To help Cominius.
Lart. Worthy sir, thou bleed'st

;

Thy exercise hath been too violent
For a second course of fight.

Mar. Sir, praise me not

;

My work hath yet not warm'd me ; fare you well

:

The blood I drop is rather physical
Than dangerous to me : to Aufidius thus
1 will appear, and fight.

I-art. Now the fair goddess. Fortune,
F.-ill deep in love with thee ; and her great charms
Misguide thy opposers" swords I Bold gentleman,
Prosperity be thy page

!

Mar. Thy friend no less
Th.in those she places highest I So, farewell.
iMrt. Thou worthiest Marcius !

—

\Exit Marcius.
Go, sound thy trumpet in the market-place

;

Call thither all the officers of the town.
Where they shall know our mind : away I

[Exewtt.

SCENE 'VI.

—

Near the Camp ^Cominius.
Enter Cominius andforces, retreating.

Com. Breathe you, my friends : well fought : we are
come off

Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands,
Nor cowardly in retire : believe me, sirs,

We shall be charg'd again. Whiles we have struck,
By interims and conveying gusts wc have heard
The charges of our friends. Ye Roman gods,
Lead their successes as we wish our own,

That both our powej.-;, with smiling fronts encountering,
May give you thankful sacrifice !

—

Enter a Messenger.
Thy news?

A/ess. The citizens of Corioli have issu'd.
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle :

I saw' our party to their trenches driven.
And then I came away.
Com. Though thou speak'st trutli.

Methinks thou speak'st not well. Row long is 't

Mess. Above an hour, my lord. [since 5

Com. 'Tis not a mile : briefly we heard their drums

:

How couldst thou in a mile confound an hour.
And bring thy news so" late ii

Mess. Spies of the Volsces
Held me in chase, that I was forc'd to wheel
Three or four miles about ; else had I, sir.

Half an hour since brought my report.
Com. Who's yonder,

That does appear as he were flay'd ? O gods

!

He has the stamp of Marcius ; and I have
Before-time seen him thus.
Mar. [IFithin.] Come I too late?
Com. The shepherd knows not thunder from a tabor.

More than I know the sound of Marcius' tongue
From every meaner man.

Enter Marcius.
Mar. Come I too late ?

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others.
But mantled in your own.
Mar. O, let me clip you

In arms as sound as when I woo'd ; in heart
As merry as when our nuptial day was done.
And tapers burn'd to bedward I

Com. Flower of warriors.
How is 't with Titus Lartius?
Mar. As with a man busied about decrees

:

Condemning some to death, and some to exile ;

Ransoming him, or pitying, threat'ning the otlier ;

Holding Corioli in the name of Rome,
Even like a fawning greyhound in the leash.
To let him shp at will.

Com. Where is that slave
Which told me they had beat you to your trenches ?

Where is he t Call him hither.
Mar. Let him alone ;He did inform the truth : but for our gentlemen.

The common file. (A plague !—Tribunes for them !)

The mouse ne'er shunn'd the cat, as they did budge
From rascals worse than they.

Com... But how prevail d you I

Mar. Will the time serve to tell? I do not think.
^Vhere is the enemy ? Are you lords o' the field 'i

If not, why cease you till you are so?
Com. Marcius, we have at disadvantage fought.

And chd retire, to win our purpose.
Mar. How lies their battle? Know you on which side

They have plac'd their men of trust ?'

Com. As I guess, Marcius,
Their bands i' the vaward are the Antiates,
Of their best trust ; o'er them Aufidius,
Their very heart of hope.
Mar. I do beseech you.

By all the battles wherein we have fought,
By the blood we have shed together, by the vows
We have made to endure friends, that you directly
Set me against Aufidius and his Antiates ;

And that you not delay the present, but,
Filling the air with swords advanc'd and darts.
We prove this very hour.
Com. Though I could wish

You were conducted to a gentle bath,
And balms applied to you, yet dare 1 never
Deny your asking : take your choice of tliose
That best can aid your action.
Mar. Those are they

That most are willing.—If any such be here
(As it \yere sin to doubt) that love this painting
Wherein you see me smear'd ; if any fear
Lesser his person than an ill report

:

If any think, brave death outweighs bad life.

And that his country's dearer than himself;
Let him, alone, or so many so minded,
Wave thus, to express his disposition,
Andfullnw Ma

( Tliry all shout, and '•

him up in tlieirai
caps.

: their sivords ; take
and cast up thcii
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( 1, me alone ! Make you a sword of me !

If these shows be not outwaril, which of you
But Ls four Volsces ? None of you but is

Able to bear against the great Aulithus
A shield as hard as his. A certain number,
Though thanks to all, must I select from all : the rest

Shall bear the business in some other fight,

As cause will be obey'd. Please you to march ;

And four sliall quickly draw out my command,
Which men are best inclin'd.

Coj?i. March on. my fellows :

Make good this ostentation, and you shall
Divide in all with us. \_ExeicHt.

SCENE \'n.—The ffates o/ConoW.
Titus Lartius, Jiaving set a gitard upon Corioli.^o:'/?^

'L'itk drutn and tyittnpet towards Cominius and
Caius Marcius, enters -vith a Lieutenant, a party
('/"Soldiers and a Scout.

/.art. So let the ports be guarded : keep your
duties,

.\s I have set them down. If I do send, despatch
Those centuries to our aid ; the rest will serve
VoT a short holding ; if we lose the field,

\Vc cannot keep the town.
/.ten. Fear not our care, sir.

Lart. Hence, and shut your gates upon us.

—

Our guider, come ; to the Roman camp conduct us.

\Exeuttt.

SCENE VIII.—^ FietdofBattle between the Rotnan
and tJK Volscian Camps,

.ilaruin. Enter /rotn opposite sides Marcius and
Aufidius.

Mar. I'll fight with none but thee ; for I do hate
A\'orse than a promise-breaker. [thee

li'/. We hate alike:
Ni>t Afric owns a serpent I abhor
More than thy fame and envy. Fix thy foot,
.Mar. Let the first budger die the other's slave.

And the gods doom him after I

-In/. If I fly, Marcius,
Halloo me like a hare.
.Mar. Within these three hours. TuUius,

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls.
And made what work I pleas'd ; 'tis not my blood
Wherein thou seest me mask'd ; for thy revenge,
Wrench up thy power to the highest.

.li</. Wert thou the Hector,
That was the whip of your bragg'd progeny.
Thou should'st not 'scape me here.—

I Theyjight, and certain Volsces cojne to the
rti(/()/"Aufidius.

Ofiicious, and not valiant, you have sham'd me
In your condemned seconds.

\Ux€itntJightins% driven in by Marcius.

SCENE I'K.—TJte Roman Camp.
Atarutn. A retreat sounded. Flourish. Enter
frotn one side , Cominius and Romans: from the
other side, Marcius, -with his arm tn a scar/, and
other Romans.
Com. If I should tcU thee o'er this thy days

work.
Thou It not believe thy deeds: but I'll report it,

Where sen.itors shall mingle tears with smiles;
Where great patricians s'nall attend, and slirug,
r the end, admire ; where ladies sh.iU be frighted.
And, gladly quakd, hear more; where the dull Tri-

bunes,
That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours,
.Shall say, against their hearts, " Wc thank the gods,
Our Rome hath such a soldier I**

Yet camst thou to a morsel of this feast.
Having full dined before.

Enter Titus Lartius, -with hispower, frotn the
pursuit,

tMrt. O general,
Here is the steed, we the caparison

:

Hndst thou beheld—
Mar. Pray now, no more : my mother,

WMio has a charter to extol her bloo<l.
When she does praise mc, grieves mc. I have done
As you have done,—^th.tt's wh.it I can ; induc'd
As you have been,—that's for my country

;He that has but effected his good will,

Hath ovcrta'cn mine act.

Com. You shall not bo
The grave of your deserving ; Rome nmst know
The value of her own : 'twere a concealment
Worse than a theft, no less than a traducement.
To hide your doings ; and to silence that.
Which, to the spire and top of praises vouch*d,

\Vould seem but modest : therefore, I beseech you,
(In sign of what you are, not to reward
What you have done,) before our army hear mc.
Mar. I have some wounds upon me, and they

To hear themselves rememberd. [smart
Com. Should they not.

Well might they fester 'gainst ingratitude.
And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses.
(Whereof we have ta'en good, and good store,) of all
The treasure, in this field achiev'd and city.

We render you the tenth ; to be ta'en forth,
-Vt the common distribution,
At your only choice.
Mar. I thank you, general

;

But cannot make my heart consent to take
A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it

;

And stand upon my common part with those
That have beheld the doing.

\A long Jlojtrish. They all cry *• Marcius!
Marcius!" cast np their caps and lances:
Cominius and Lartius stand bare.

Mar. May these same instruments, which you
profane.

Never sound more, when drums and trumpets shall
r the field prove flatterers 1 Let courts and cities be
Made all of false-fac'd soothing.
When steel grows soft as the parasite's silk 1

Let them be made an overture for the wars !

No more, I say 1 For that I have not wash'd
My nose that bled, or foil'd some debile wretch.
Which, without note, here's many else have done,
V'ou shout me forth
In acclamations hyperbolical

;

.\s if I lov'd my little should be dieted
In praises sauc'd with lies.

Com. Too modest are you ;

.More cruel to your good report, than grateful
To us that give you truly : by your patience
If 'gainst yourself you be incens'd, we 11 put you
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles.
Then reason safely with you.—Therefore, be it known,
.\s to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius
Wear this war's garland : in token of the which.
My noble steed, known to the camp. I give him.
With all his trim belonging ; and from this time,
i'or what he did before Corioli, call him.
With all the applause and clamour of the host,
CAIUS Marcius Coriolanus.—
Bear the addition nobly ever 1

\Fl02trish. Trumpets sound, and drums.
All. Catus Marcius Coriolanus 1

Cor. I will go wash ;

And when my face is fair, you shall perceive
Whether I blush, or no : howbeit. I thank you :—
I mean to stride your steed , and at all times.
To undercrest your good addition
To the fairness of my power.
Com. So. to our tent

;

Where, ere we do repose us. wc will write
To Rome of our success.—You, Titus Lartius,
Must to Corioli back : send us to Rome
The best, with whom we may articulate.
For their own good and ours.
Lart. I shall, my lord.
Cor. The gods begin to mock me. I, that now

Refus'd most princely gifts, am bound to beg
Of my lord general.
Com. Take It ; 'tis yours. What is l ?

Cor. I sometime lay here in Corioli
At a poor man s house ; he usd nie kindly

:

He cried to me ; I saw him prisoner

;

But then Aufidius w.xs within my view.
And wrath oerwhelm'd my pity ; 1 request you
To give my poor host freedom.
Com. O, well bcgg'd

!

Were he the butcher of my son. he should
Be free as is the wind. iJeliver him, Titus.

l.art. Marcius, his name f
Cor. Hy Jupiter, forgot :—

r am weary ; yea, my memory is tir'a—
\\a.ie: we no wine here t

Com, Go we to our tent

:
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The blood upon your visage dries ; 'tis time
It sliould be luok'd to : come. [Hxeujif.

SCENE yi.— T/te Camp ofthe Volsces.

.1 Flourish. Cornets. Enter Tullus Aufidius,
bloody, with tivo or three Soldiers.

.1)1/. The town is ta"en 1

I Sol. 'Twill be deliver'd back on good condition.
.'ht/. Condition !

—

1 would I were a Roman ; for I cannot,
Being a Volace, be that I am.—Condition I

^Vhat good condition can a treaty find
I' the part that is at mercy? 1-ive times, Marcius,
I have fouujit with thee; so often hast thou beat m;?;
And wouldsE do so, I think, should we encounter
As often as we eat.—By the elements.
If e'er again I meet him beard to beard.
He is mine, or I am his: mine eniulation
Hath not that honour in 't it had ; for where
I thought to crush him in an equal force,
(True sword to sword) I'll potch at him some way.
Or wrath or craft may get him.

t Sot. He's the devil.

-lu/. Bolder, though not so subtle. My valour's
poison'd

With only siiffering stain by him ; for him
Shall fly out of itself: nor sleep nor sanctuary.
Being naked, sick ; nor fane nor capitol, •

The prayers of priests nor times of sacrifice,

Umbarquements all of fury, shall lift up
Their rotten privilege and custom 'gainst
My hate to Marcius : where I find him, were it

At home, upon ray brother's guard, even there
Against the hospitable canon, would I
Wash my fierce hand in 's heart. Go you to the city

;

l^earn how 'tis held ; and what they are that must
Be hostages for Rome.

z Sol. Will not you go?
.Iny. I am attended at the cypress grove : I pray

('Tis south the city mills,) bring me word thither
How the world goes, that to the pace of it

I may spur on my journey.
I Sol. I shall, sir. [Exeimt-

ACT II.

SCENE I.-Rome. A Public Place.

Ejtter Menenius. Sicinius, and Brutus.

Men, The augurer tells me we shall have news to-

Bru. Good or bad S fnight.
Men. Not according to the prayer of the people,

for they love not Marcius.
Sic. Nature teaches beasts to know their friends.
Men. Pray you, who does the wolf love?
Sic. The lamb.
Men. Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry plebeians

•would the noble M.arcius,
Erie. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear.
Men. He's a bear indeed, that lives like a lanib.

You two are old men ; tell me one thing that I shall
Botii Trib Well, sir. [ask you.
Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor in that you

two have not m abundance ?

Urn. He's poor in no one fault, but stored with all.

SiC. Especially in pride.
Hrii. And topping all others in boasting.
Men. This is strange now : do you two know how

you are censured here in the city, I mean of us o' the
riglu-hand file V Do you?

Botli Trib. Why, how are we censured ?

Mejt. Because you talk ot pride now,—Will you not
be angry?

Jiot'h Trib. Well, well, sir, well.

Men. Why, 'tis no great matter ; for a very little

thief of occasion will rob you of a great deal of
patience ; give your dispositions the reins, and be
angry at your pleasures ; at the least, if you take it as
a pleasure to you in being so. You blan?e Marcius for

being proud?
Prn. We do it not .alone, sir.

Men. I know you can do very little alone ; for your
helps are many, or else your actions wotild grow
wondrous single : your abilities are too infant-likr, for

doing much alone. You talk of pride : O that you

could turu your eyes towards the napes of your necks,
and make but an interior survey of your good selves I

O that you could !

Bru. What then, sir?

Men. Why, then you should discover a brace of
unmeriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates (alias
fools) as any m Rome.

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too.
Men. I am known to be a humorous patrician, and

one that loves a cup of hot wine, with not a drop of
allaying Tiber in 't ; said to be something imperfect hi
favouring the first complaint, hasty and tinder-like
upon too trivial motion ; one that converses more with
the buttock of the night, than with the forehead of the
morning. What I thmk I utter, and spend my malice
in my breath. Meeting two such weals-men as you
are, (I cannot call you Lycurguses,) if the drink you
give me touch my palate adversely, I make a crooked
face at it. I cannot say your worships have deliveretl
the matter well, when 1 find the ass in compound with
the major part of your syllables : and though I must be
content to bear with those that say j'ou are reverend
grave men, yet they lie deadly, that tell you have good
faces. If you see this in the map of my microcosm,
follows it that I am known well enough too ? What
harm can your bison conspectuities glean out of this
character, if I be known well enough" too ?

Bru. Come, sir, come, we know you well enough.
Afeji. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any-

thing. You are .ambitious for poor knaves' caps and
legs: you wear out a good wholesome forenoon in
hearing a cause between an orange-wife and a fosset-

seller ; and then rejourn the controversy of three-pencc
to a second day of audience. When you are hearing
a matter between party and party, if you chance to be
pinched with the colic, you make faces like mummers;
set up the bloody flag against all patience ; and, in

roaring for a chamber-pot, dismiss the controversy
bleeding, the more entangled by your hearing : all the
peace you make in their cause is, calling both the
parties knaves. You are a pair of strange ones.
Bru, Come, come, you are well understood to be

a perfecter giber for the table than a necessary
bencher in the capitol.

Men. Our very priests must become mockers, if

they shall encounter such ridiculous subjects as j'ou

are. When you speak best unto the purpose, it is not
worth the wagging of your beards ; and your beards
deserve not so honourable a gr-tve as to stuff .a

botcher's cushion, or to be entombed in an ass's pack-
saddle. Yet you nmst be saying, Marcius is proud

;

who, in a cheap estimation, is worth all your prede-
cessors since Deucalion ; though peradventure some
of the best of 'em were hereditary hangmen. Good
den to your worships : more of your conversation
would infect my brain, being the herdsmen of the
beastly plebeians : I will be bold to take my leave of
you. [Brutus itnd Sicinius retire.

i:?i/^;'Volumnia, Virgilia, rti/rf Valeria, ib'c.

How now, my as fair as noble ladies, (and the moon,
were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do you follow
your eyes so fast ?

yd. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius ap-
proaches : for the love of Juno, let's go. ,

Afen. Hal Marcius conung home I

l-'ol. Ay, worthy Menenius; and with most pros-
perous approbation.
Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee.

—

Hoo 1 Marcius coming home I

Vol., I'ir. Nay, 'tis true.

Vol. Look, here's a letter from him : the state hath
another, his wife another ; and, I think, there's one at
home for you.
Men. I will make my very house reel to-night :—

a

letter for me I

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you ; I saw it.

Men. A letter for me 1 It gives me an estate of
seven years' health ; in which time I will make a lip

at the physician : the most sovereign prescription in

Galen is but empiricutic, and,
^
to this preserv.ative, of

no better report than a horse-drench.— Is he not
wounded ? he wiis wont to come home wounded.

yir. O. no, no, no.
Vol. O, he is wounded, I thank the gods for 't.

Men. So do I too, if it be not too nmch :—brings 'a

victory in his pocket ?-^The wounds become him.'
Vol. On 's brows : Menenius, he comes tlie third

time home with the oaken garland.
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Mfii Has he disciplined Aufidius ?oundIy !

(<!/. Titus Larti'js writes,—they (ought together.

Init Aufidius t;o' <"T.

M^>t. And 'twas time for him too, T'U warrant him
tliat : an he hatl stay'd by him. 1 would not have beei^

so tidiused for all the chests in Corioli, and the gold
that's in them. Is the senate possessed of this ?

;<>/. Good ladies, let's go.—'V'es. yes, yes; the
senate has letters from the general, wherein he gives
my son the whole name of the war : he hath in this

Lictinn oiitilone his fonner deeds doublj'.

/ 'a/. In troth, there's wondrous things spoke of him.
.!/(•«. Wondrous! ay, 1 warrant you, and not without

his tnie purchasing.
*(>. The gods grant them true 1

i W. True I pow, wow.
Afen. True! I'll be sworn they are true.—Where is

he wounded ?—[ To the Tribunes, -^ho coiiie/pnuard.
j

God save your good worships ! Marcius is coming
home : he has more cause to be proud.—[ To Vol.]

\\'here is he wounded ?

I'ol. Y the shoulder, and i' the left arm: there will

be large cicatrices to show the people, when he shall

stand for his place. He received in the repulse of
Tarquin seven hurts i" the body.
Men. One i' the neck, and two i' the thigh,—there's

nine that I know.
I'ol. He had, before this last expedition, twenty-five

wounds upon him.
Men. Now, it's twenty-seven: ever>' gash was an

enemy's grave. \A shout a}idJloiirisk.\ Harkltlie
trumpets.

I'oi. These are the ushers of Marcius : before him
He carries noise, and behind him he leaves tears

:

Death, that dark spirit, in s nervy arm doth lie ;

^\ hich, being advanc'd, declines, and then men die.

A sennet. Trntnpets sound. Enter Cominius a7ic

Titus Lartius ; betiueen t/um, Coriolanus, crowned
ivith an oakenseirland : Tf'/Wt Captains, Soldiers,
and a Herald.

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fi^ht

Within Conoli gates; where he hath won.
With fame, a name to Cains Marcius ; these
In honour follows, Coriolanus ;

—

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus I [Flourish.
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus!
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart

;

Pray now, no more.
Com. Look, sir, your mother 1

Cor. O, you have, I know, petition'd all the gods
For my prosperity

!

\ Kneels.
Vol. Nay. my good soldier, up ;

My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and
By deed-achieving honour newly nam'd,
\\'\\\.\\ is it? Coriolanus must I call thee?
But O, thy wife 1

Cor. My gracious silence, hail

!

Wouldst thou have laugh'd had I come coffind home.
That weep'st to see me triumph t Ah, my dear,
.Such eyes the widows in Conoli wear,
And mothers that lack sons.

Men. Now, the gods crown thee !

Cor. And live you yet?—i To Valeria.] O my sweet
lady, pardon.

Vol. 1 know rot where to turn ;—O, welcome home ;

And welcome, general :—and you are welcome .all.

.\fen. A hundred thousand welcomes: I could
weep.

And I could laugh ; I .im light, and heavy : welcome

:

A curse begin .it very root of his heart.
That is not glad to see thee .'—You are three,
Th.at Rome should dote on ; yet by the faith of men
We have some old crab-trees here at home, that will

not
Be grafted to your relish. 'Vet. welcome, warriors

;

We call a nettle, but a nettle, and
The faults of fools but folly.

Com. Kver right.
Cor. Mencniu.s, ever. ever.
Her. Give w.iy there, and go on I

Cor. \To his Wi/e and AfatJier.] 'Vour hand,—
and yours

:

Ere in our own house" I do shade my head,
The |;ood patricians must be visited ;

I-roni whom 1 have receiv'd not only greetings,
Hut with them change of honours.

I have liv'dVol.
To see inherited my very wishes,
And the buildings of my fancy ;

Only there s one thing wanting, which I doubt not
But our Rome will cast upon thee.
Cor. Know, good mother,

I had rather be their servant in my way.
Than sway with them in theirs.

Corn. On, to the Capitol I

[Flourish. Cornets. Exeunt in state^ as before.

The Tribunes renmin.
Bru. All tongues speak of him, and the bleared

sights
Are spectacled to see him: your prattling nurse
Into a rapture lets her baby cry
While she chats him ; the kitchen malkin pins
Her richest lockram bout her reechy neck,
Clamb'ring tlie walls to eye him : stalls, bulks, win-

dows.
Are smother'd up, leads fill'd. and ridges hors'd
With v.ariable complexions ; all agreeing
I n earnestness to see him ; seld-s^iown flamens
r»o press among the popular throngs, and puff
To win a vulgar station ; our veil'd dames
Commit the war of white and damask, in

Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil

Of Phccbus' burning kisses ; such a pother.
.Vs if that whatsoever god who leads him.
Were slily crept into his human powers.
And gave him graceful posture.

Sic. On the sudden
I warrant him consul.
Bru. Then our office may.

During his power, go sleep.
Sic. He cannot temperately transport his honours

From where he should begin, and end ; but will

Lose those he hath won.
Bnc. In that's there's comfort.
Sic. Doubt not, the commoners, for whom we stand.

But they, upon their ancient malice, will

l-'orget, with the least cause, these his new lionours ;

U'hich that he'll give them, make I as little question
As he is proud to do t.

Bru. I heard him swear.
Were he to stand for consul, never would he
Appear i' the market-place, nor on him put
The napless vesture of humility

;

Nor, showing (as the manner is) his wounds
To the people, beg their stinking breaths.

Sic. 'Tis right.

Bru. It was his word. O. he would miss it, rather
Than carry it by tlie suit o' the gentry to him.
And the desire of the nobles.

Sic. I wish no better
Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it

In execution.
Bru. 'Tis most like he will.

Sic. It shall be to him, then, as our good wills.

A sure destruction.
Bru. So it must fall out

To him, or our authorities. For an end.
We must suggest the people, in wh.it hatred
He still hath held them ; that to his power he would
Have made them mules, silenc'd their pleaders, anil

Dispropertied their freedoms : holding them.
In human action and c;ipacity.
Of no more soul, nor fitness for the world.'

c.imels in the war ; who h.ive their provand
Only for bearing burdens, and sore blows
For sinking under them.

Si/:. This, as you say, suggested
At some time when his soaring insolence
Sh.all touch the people, (which time shall not want.
If he be put upon 't ; and that's as easy
As to set dogs on sheep) will be his fire

To kindle their dry stubble ; and their bla^e
.Sh.ill darken him tor ever.

Enter a Messenger.
Bru. What's the matter?
Mess. Vou arc sent for to the Capitol. ' lis thought

That Marcius shall be consul : I have seen
The dumb men throng to sec him. and the blind
To hear him speak ; matrons flung gloves.
Ladies and maids their scarfs .in(rh.in<lkerchiefs.
Upon him as he pass'd : the nobles bended
As to Jove's statue ; and the conmions made
A shower and thunder with iluir caps and shouts :

I never saw the like.
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£yu. Let's to the Capitol

;

And carry with us ears and eyes for the time,

Bat hearts for the event.
Sic. Have with you.

SCENE II.—Rome. Tke Capitol.

Enter two Officers to lay cushions,

1 Off. Come, come, they are almost here. How
many stand for consulships?

2 Off. Three, they sajr; but 'tis thought of every
one Coriolanus will carry it.

1 Off. That's a brave fellow ; but he's vengeance
proud, and loves not the common people.
2 Off 'Faith, there have been many great men that

have flattered the people, who ne er loved them

;

and there be many that they have loved, they know
not wherefore : so that if they love they know not
why, they hate upon no better a ground : therefore,
for Coriolanus neither to care whether they love or
hate him, manifests the true knowledge he has in

their disposition ; and, out of his noble carelessness,
lets them plainly see *t.

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their love
or no, he waved indifferently 'twixt doing them neither
good nor harm : but he seeks their hate with greater
devotion than they can render it him ; and leaves
nothing undone that may fully discover him their

opposite. Now, to seem to affect the malice and
displeasure of the people, is as bad as that which he
dislikes, to flatter them for their love.

2 Off. He hath deserved worthily of his country:
and his ascent is not by such easy degrees as those,
who, having been supple and courteous to the people,
bonneted, without any farther deed to have them at
all into their estimation and report : but he hath so
planted his honours in their eyes, and his actions in

their hearts, that for their tongues to be silent, and
not confess so much, were a kind of ingrateful injury

;

to report otherwise, were a malice, that, giving itself

the he, would pluck reproof and rebuke from every
ear that heard it.

I Off. No more of him ; he is a worthy man. Make
way, they are coming.

A sennet. Enter, with Lictors beforetkem., Cominius
the Consul, Menenius, Coriolanus, many other
Senators. Sicinius, and Brutus. The Senators
take their places ; the Tribunes take tJieirs also
by tJiemselvcs.

Men. Having determin'd of the Volsces,
And to send for Titus Lartius. it remains,
As the main point of this our after-meeting.
To gratify his noble service, that hath thus
Stood for his country : therefore, please you.
Most reverend and grave elders, to desire
The present consul, and last general
In our well-found successes, to report
A little of that worthy work perform'd
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus : whom
We meet here, both to thank, and to remember
With honours like himself.

I Sen, Speak, good Cominius :

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think
Rather our state's defective for requital,

Than we to stretch it out. Masters o' the people,
We do request j^our kindest ears ; and, after.

Your loving motion toward the common body,
To yield wliat passes here.

Sic. We are convented
Upon a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts
Inclinable to honour and advance
The theme of our assembly.
nru. Which the rather

We shall be bless'd to do. if he remember
A kinder value of the people, than
He iiath hereto priz'd them at.

Mot. That's off. that's off

:

I would you rather had been silent. Please you
To hear Cominius speak?

Hrii. Most willini^ly:

Rut yet my caution was more pertinent,

Than the rebuke you give it.

Men. He loves your people 1

But tie him not to be their bedfellow.—
Worthy Cominius, speak.

—

[Coriolanus rises, and offers to ^o aiuay.
Nay, keep your place.

I Sen. Sit, Coriolanus ; never shame to hear
What you have nobly done.
Cor. Your honours' pardon :

I had rather have my wounds to heal again,
Than hear say how I got them.

Brii. Sir, I hope
My words dis-bench'd you not.
Cor. No, sir : yet oft,

When blows have made me stay, I fled from words.
You sooth'd not, therefore hurt not : but, your people,
I love them as they weigh.
Men. Pray now, sit down.
Cor. I had rather have one scratch my head i' the

When the alarum were struck, than idly sit [sun.
To hear my nothings monster'd. \Iixit.

Men. Masters of the people.
Your multiplying spawn how can he flatter,

(That's thousand to one good one,) when you noAV see.
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour.
Than one of his ears to hear it ?— Proceed. Cominius.

Coin. I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriolanus
Should not be utter'd feebly.— It is held.
That valour is the chiefest virtue, and
Most dignifies the haver : if it be.
The man I speak of cannot in the world
Be singly counterpoised. At sixteen years,
When Tarqum made ahead for Rome, he fought
Beyond the mark of others: our then dictator.
Whom with all praise I point at, saw him fight.
When with his Amazonian chin he drove
The bristled Hps before him : he bestrid
An o"er-press*d Roman, and i' the consul's view
Slew three opposers : Tarquin's self he met.
And struck him on his knee : in that day's feats,

When he might act the woman in the scene,
He prov'd best man i" the field ; and for his meed
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age
Man-enter'd thus, he waxt^d like a sea;
And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since.
He lurch'd all swords of the garland. For this last,

Before and in Corioli, let me "say,

I cannot speak him home : he stopp'd the fliers

;

And, by his rare example, made the coward
Turn terror into sport : as weeds before
A vessel under savl, so men obey'd
And fell below his stem : his sword, (death's stamp,)
Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot
He was a thine of blood, whose every motion
Was tim'd with dying cries ; alone he enter'd
The mortal gate of the city, which he painted
With shunless destiny; aidless came off.

And with a sudden re-enforcement struck
Corioli Uke a planet : now all 's his

:

When, by and by, the din of war 'gan pierce
His ready sense ; then straight his doubled spirit

Re-quicken'd what in flesh was fatigate.

And to the battle came he ; where he did
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if

'Twere a perpetual spoil: and till we call'd

Both field and city ours, he never stood
To case his breast with panting.
Men. Worthy man I

I Se7i. He cannot but with measure fit the honours
Which we devise him.
Com. Our spoils he kick'd at

;

And look'd upon things precious, as they were
The common muck o' the world ; he covets less

Than misery itself would .£five ; rewards
His deeds with doing them ; and is content]
To spend the time, to end it.

Men. He *s right noble

:

Let him be called for.

I Sen. Call Coriolanus.

Off. He doth appear.

Re-enter Coriolanus.

Men. The senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd
To make tliee consul.

Cor, I do owe them still

My life and services.
Men. It then remains,

That you do speak to the people.
Cor. I do beseech you.

Let me o'erleap that custom ; for I cannot
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat them.
Tor my wounds' sake, to give their suffrage ; please
That 1 may pass this doing. Iy""p

.S"/V-. Sir, tlie people
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Must have their voices, neither will they bate
One jot of ceremony.
Mtn. Put them not to "t :—

Pray you. jjo fit you to the custom ; and
T.ike to you, as your predecessors have,
Vour honour with your form.

Cor. It is a part
That I shall blush in acting, and might well

Be taken from the people.
Km. \^.4side to Sic.J Mark you that?
Cor. To brag unto them,—thus I did. and thus ;—

Show theni the imaching scars which I should hide,
-\s if I had receiv'd them for the hire
C>f their breath only !

—

Men. Do not st.ind upon't I

—

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people,
( )nr purpose to them ;—and to our noble consul
Wish we all joy and honour.
Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour I

[Flourish. Exftttit SGn?iiors.

Brii. You see how he intends to use the people.
Sic. May they perceive his intent ! He will require

As if he did contemn what he requested [them,
Sliould be iu them to give.
Km. Come, we 'U inform them

' If our proceedings here : on the market-place,
1 know, they do attend us. [E.\-eunl.

SCENE HI.—Rome. TAf Forum.

Enter several Citizens.

1 Ctl. Once, if he do require our voices, we ought
2 Cit We may, sir, if we will. [not to deny him.

3 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it, but it is

a power that we have no power to do : for if he shoiv

us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to put ou
tongues into those wounds, and speak for them : so, i

he tell us his noble deeds, we must also tell him ou
noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is monstrous :

and for the multitude to be ingrateful, were to make a
monster of the multitude : of the which, we, bein;

.

members, should bring ourselves to be monstrous
members.

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little

help will serve ; for once we stood up about the corn,
he himself stuck not to call us the many-headed
nuiltitude.

3 Cit. We have been called so of many ; not that
onr heads are some brown, some black, some auburn,
some bald, but that our wits are so diversely coloured

:

and truly. I think, if all our wits were to issue out of
one skull, they would fly east, west, north, south ; and
their consent of one direct way should be at once to
all the points o' the compass.

2 Cit. Think you so2 Which way do you judge my
wit would fly?

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as another
man s will, 'tis strongly wedged up in a blockhead

;

but if it were at liberty, 'twould, sure, southward.
2 Cit. Why that way?
3 Cit. To lose itself in a fog ; where being three

parts melted <"iw.'iy with rotten dews, the fourtn would
return for conscience* sake, to help to get thee a wife.

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks :—you m.ay,
you may.

3 Cit. Are you all resolved to give your voices ?

But that s no matter ; the greater part carries it. I

say, if l\e would incline to the people, there was never
a worthier man.

Enter Coriolanus and Menenius.
Here he comes, and in the gown of humility ; mark

his behaviour. We arc not to stay all together, but
to come by him where he stands, by ones, by twos,
anil by threes. He's to make his requests by par-
ticulars : wherein every one of us has a single honour.
In giving him our own voices with our own tongues :

th,.-re(ore follow ine, and I'll direct you how you shall
go by him.

--///. Content, content {Exeunt.
.Men O, sir, you are not right : have you not known

The worthiest men have dune 'tt

Cor. What must I say ?—
*' I pr.iy, sir,"—Plague upon't! I cannot bring
My tongue to such a pace :—" Look, sir ; my

wounds;— '

I got them in my country's service, when
Siimc rertain of your brethren roar'd, and ran
From the noise of our o«u drums.

"
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Men. O me, the gods

!

You must not speak of that : you must desire them
To think upon you.
Cor. Tliink upon me 1 Hang 'em 1

I would they would forget me, like the virtues
Which our divines lose by them.
Men. You'll mar all

;

I'll leave you : pray you, speak to them, I pray you.
In wliolesome manner.
Ccr. Bid them wash their faces.

And keep their teeth clean.

—

[Exit Menenius.
So, here comes a brace.

Enter t^uo Citizens.
Vou know the cause, sir, of my standing here?

1 Cii. We do, sir; tell us what hath brought you
to 't.

Cor. Mine own desert.
2 Cit. Your own desert?
Cor. Ay, not mine own desire.
I Cit. How I not your own desire ?

Cor. No, sir, 'twas never my desire yet to trouble the
poor with begging.

I Cit. You must think, if we give you any thing, we
hope to gain by you.

Cor. 'Well, then. 1 pray, your price o' the consulship?
I Cit. The price is, to ask it kindly.
Cor. Kindly, sir ? I pray, let me ha 't : I have wounds

to show you, which shall be yours in private.—Your
good voice, sir ; what say you ?

2 Cit. You shall have it, worthy sir.

Cor. A match, sir.—There is in all two worthy voices
begged.— I have your alms : adieu.

1 Cit, But this IS something odd.
2 at. An 'twere to give agahi,—but 'tis no ma'cter.

[Exeunt the two Citizens

Enter two other Citizens.

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the tune of
your voices that I may be consul, I have here the cus-
tomary gown.

3 Cit. You have deserved nobly of your country, and
you have not deserved nobly.

Cor. Your enigma ?

3 Cit. You have been a scourge to her enemies, you
have been a rod to her friends ; you have not, indeed,
loved the common people.

Cor. \'ou should account me the more virtuous, that
I have not been common in my love. I will, sir, flatter

my sworn brother, the people, to earn a dearer esti-

mation of them ; 'tis a condition they account gentle
and since the wisdom of their choice is rather to have
my hat than my heart, I will practice the insinuating
nod, and be off to them most counterfeitly : that is, sir,

I will counterfeit the bewitchment of some popular
man, and give it bountifully to the desirers. Tliere-
fore. beseech you, I may be consul.

4 C';A We hope to find you our friend; and there-
fore give you our voices heartily.

3 Cit. You have received many wounds for your
country.

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with showing
them. I will make much of your voices, and so
trouble you no further.
Both Cit. The Gods give you joy, sir, heartily

!

[ Exeunt.
Cor Most sweet voices I—

Better it is to die, better to starve.
Than crave the liire which first we do deserve.
Wily ill tins woolvisli toge should I stand here.
To beg of Hob .uul Dick, that do .appear,

ir needless vouches? Custom calls me to 't :

—

What custom wills, in all things should we ilo 't,

The dust on anli(|ue time would lie unswept.
And mountainous error be too higlily lic.ip'd

I'or truth to o'er-peer. Rather than fool it so.

Let the high ofiice and the honour go
To one that would do thus.— I am half through ;

The one part sulfer'd, the other will 1 do.
Here come more voices.

—

Enter three other Citizens.
Your voices: for your voices I h.ive fought

;

Watch d for your voices ; for your voices bear
f wounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six

1 li.ive seen and hcanl of; for your voices,

.n'e done m.iny things, some less, some more ;

t>ur voices : iiulei.d I would be consul.

5 Cit. He has done, nobly, and cannot go without
any honest man's voice.
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6 at. Therefore let him be consul : the gods giTe
him joy, and make him good friend to the people 1

u4h. Amen, amen.

—

God save thee, noble consul I [Exeunt Citizens.
Cor. Worthy voices I

Re-enter Menenius, -with Brutus atid Sicinius.
Men. You have stood your limitation ; and the

tribunes
Endue you with the people's voice : remains
That, in the othcial marks invested, you
Anon do meet the senate.
Cor. Is this done ?

Sic. The custom of request you have discharg'd :

Tlie people do admit you; and are summon'd
To meet anon, upon your approbation.

Cor. Where ? at the senate-house?
Sic. There, Coriolanus.
Cor. May I change these garments?
Sic. You may, sir. [again.
Cor. That I'll straight do; and, knowing myself

Repair to the senate-house.
Men^ I'll keep you company.—Will you along?
Brti. We stay here lor the people.
Sic. Fare you well.

\Exeu7it QoTvoX. fl7irf Menen.
He has it now ; and by his looks, methinks,
'Tis warm at his heart.
Bru. With a proud heart he wore

His humble weeds. Will you dismiss the people ?

Reenter Citizens.
Sic. How now, my masters I have you chose this

man ?

1 at. He has our voices, sir.

Bru. We pray the gods he may deserve your love.
2 Cit. Amen, sir. To my poor unworthy notice,

He mock'd us when he beggd our voices.

3 Cit. Certainly
He flouted us down-right.

1 Cit. No, 'tis his kind of speech, he did not mock
us.

2 Cit. Not one amongst us, save yourself, but says
He ased us scornfully : he should have show'd us
His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for his country.

Sic. Why, so he did, I ajn sure.
All. No. no ; no man saw 'em
3 Cit. He said he had wounds, which he could

show in private

;

And with his hat, thus waving it in scorn,
" / would be coitsuly^ says he. " aged custom.
But byyour 'voices, 'will not so permit 7ne :

Your foices therefore

:

" when we granted that,

Here was, ** Itluinkyou/oryour 'voices,—thankyou,—
Your most sweet voices:—fiotu you Jiave Ic/t your

I have no/urther 'with ^i??^."—Was not this mockery ?

Sic. Why, either were you ignorant to see "t ?

Or. seeing it, of such childish friendliness
To yield your voices?
Bru. Could you not have told him,

As you were lesson'd,—When he had no power,
But was a petty servant to the state,
He was your enemy ; ever spake against
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear
1' the body of the weal ; and now. arriving
A place of potency, and sway o' the state,
If he should still malignantly remain
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might
Be curses to yourselves ? Vou should have said,

That, as his worthy deeds did claim no less

Than what- he stood for, so his gracious nature
Would think upon you for your voices, and
Translate his malice towards you into love,

Standing your friendly lord.

Sic. Thus to have said.

As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his spirit.

And tried his incUnation ; from him pluckd
Mither his gracious promise, which you might,
As cause had called you up. have held him to ;

Or else it would have gall'd his surly nature,
Which easily endures not article

Tying him to aught ; so, putting him to rage.
You should have ta'en the advantage of hii choler.
And passd him unelected.
Bru. Did you perceive

He did solicit you in free contempt.
When he did need your loves; and do you think
That his contempt shall not be bruising to you,
When he hath power to crush? Why, had your bodies

Ado^.

No heart among you ? or had you tongues to cry
Against the rectorship ofjudgments

Sic. Have you.
Ere now. denied the asker? and now again,
Of him that did not ask, but mock, bestow
Your sued-for tongues?

3 Cit. He's not coniirni'd; we may deny him yet.

2 Ctt. And will deny Itim

;

I'll have five hundred voices of that sound.
I Cit. Ay, twice five hundred, and their friends In

Siece 'em.
et you hence instantly ; and tell those friend-,,

They have chose a consul that will from them take
Their liberties ; make them of no more voice
Than dogs, that .-^re as often beat for barking.
As therefore kept to do so.

Sic. Let them assemble ;

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke
Your ignorant election : enforce his pridt,
And his old hate unto you : besides, forget n"t
Witli what contempt he wore the humble weed ;

How in his suit he scorn'd you : but your loves.
Thinking upon his services, took from you
The apprehension of his present portance,
VVhidi most gibingly, ungravely. he did fashion
.\fter the inveterate hate he bears you.

Hrti. Lay
A fault on us, your tribunes ; that we labour'd
(No impediment between,) but that you must
Cast your election on him.

Stc. Say, you chose him
More after our commandment, than as guided
By your own true affections ; and that, your minds,
Pre-occupied with what you rather must do.
Than what you should, made you against the grain
To voice him consul : lay the fault on us.

Bru. Ay, spare us not. Saj', we read lectures to

How youngly he began to serve his country. [you.
How long continu'd : and what stock he springs of.

The noble house o' the Marcians ; from whence came
That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter's son.
Who, after great Hostilius, here was king;
Of the same house Publius and Quiinus were.
That our best water brought by conduits hither;
And Censorinus. darhng of the people,
And nobly nam'd so, twice being censor,
Was his great ancestor.

Sic. One thus descended.
That hath beside well in his person «Tought
To be set high in place, we did commend
To your remembrances : but you have found,
Scaling his present bearing with his past,

Tliat lie 's your fi.\ed enemy, and revoke
Your sudden approbation.
Bru. Say. yon ne'er had done 't,

(Harp on that still.) but by our putting on

:

.^nd presently, when you have drawn your number.
Repair to the Capitol.

.

All. AVe will so : almost .ill

Repent in their election. \E.\cunt CitiEens.

Bru. Let them go on
;

This mutiny were better put in hazard.
Then stay, past doubt, for greater :

If. as his nature is, he fall in rage
With their refusal, both observe ami answer
The vantage of his anger.
Sic. To the Capitol,

Come, we 11 be there before the stream o' the people ;

And this shall seem, as partly 'tis, their own.
Which we have goaded onward, [/•'.vcttftt.

ACT III.

SCENE r.—Rome. A Street.

Cornets. linter Coriolanus. Menenius, Coiuinius, Titus
Lartius, Senators, and Patricians.

Cor. Tullus AuSdius. then, had made new head »

Lart. He had, my lord; and that it was, which
Our swifter composition. [caus'd

Cor. So then, the Volsces stand but as at first

;

Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make road
Ujion us agaiiL
Com. They are worn, lord consul, so,

That we shall hardly in-nur ages see
Their banners wave again.

Cor. Saw you Aufidiust
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Lart. On SAfe-guard he came to me ; and did curse
Against tile N'olsces. for they had so vilely

Yielded the to\vn : he is retir'd to Antium.
Cor. Spoke he of me ?

I^rt. He did, my lord.

Cor. How? what!
J.art. How often he had met you. sword to sword

;

That of all things upon the eartli he hated
^ our person most ; that he would pawn his fortunes
To hopeless restitution, so he might
lie calld your vanquisher.
Cor At Antium lives he

!

/ .irt. At Antium.
(. or. I wish I had a cause to seek him there.

To oppose his hatred fully.—[ 7"u Lartius. J
Welcome

home.

—

Enter Sicinius and Bnitus.

Behold ! these are the tribunes of the people,
The tona^es o' the common mouth : I do despise

them.
For they do prank them in authority,
A;;ainst all noble sufferance.
Sic Pass no further.
Cor. Ha! what is that?
Br7t. It will be dangerous to go on : no further.

Cor. What makes this change?
Me>i. The matter ?

Com. Hath he not pass'd the nobles, and the com-
JBni. Cominius, no. Imons ?

Cor. Have I had children's voices ?

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way ; he shall to the market-
place.

Urn. The people are incens"d against him.
Sic. Stop,

Or all wiU fall in broil.

Cor. Are these your herd ?

—

Must these have voices, that can yield them now,
And straight disclaim their tongues?—What are your

omces?
Vou being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ?

Have you not set them on?
^fen. Be calm, be calm.
Cor. It is ,a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot,

To curb the will of the nobility :

Suffer 't. and live with such as cannot rule.

Nor ever will be rul'd.

/Srii. Call 't not a plot

:

The people crj', you mock'd them ; and of late.

When corn was given them gratis, you repin d ;

Scandalld the suppliants for the people, call'd them
Time-ple.asers. flatterers, foes to nobleness.

Cor. Why, this was known before.
Brii. Not to them all.

Cor. Have you inforra'd them sithence ?

Jiru. How I 1 inform them !

Cor. You are like to do such business.
liru. Not unlike,

Itacli way, to better yours.
Cor. Why, then, should I be consul? By yon

clouds.
Let me dc-scrvc so ill as you, and make me
Your fellow tribune.

.Sic. You show too much of that
For which the people stir: if you will pass
To where you arc bound, you must inquire your way.
Which you are out of. with a gentler spirit

;

Or never be so noble as a consul.
Nor yoke with him for tribune.

Men. Let 's be calm.
Com The people arc abus'd ; set on. This palterin^

Becomes not Rome ; nor h.as Coriolanus
I)eser/'d this so dishonourVI rub, laid falsely

1 the plain way of his merit.
Cor. Tell me of com !

This was my speech, ami I will speak 't again,

—

.tA-«. Not now, not nf»w.

I Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now.
Cor. Now, as I live, I will. My nobler friends,

I crave their pardons :

I-or theinntable, rank-sccntcd many, let them
Rcg.iril inc as I do not flatter, and
Therein behold themselves ; I say again.
In sriothing Ihem, we^nourish 'gainst our senate
Ih.- cockle of rel>tlli..n, inw.lcnce, sctlilinn,

Which we ourselves li.ave plough'd for, sow'd, and
sc.itteril.

liy mingling them with us. the honour'd number-.

\\\\a lack'd not virtue, no, nor power, but that

Which they have given to beggars.
Men. Well, no more.

I Sen. No more words, we beseech you.

Cor. How ! no more 1

As for my country I have shed my blood.
Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs
Coin words till they decay, against those meazels.
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought
The very way to catch them.

Brii. You speak o' the people.

As if you were a god to punish, not
A mail of their infirmity.

Sic. 'Twere well

We let the people know't.
Men. What, what ? his choler!
Cor. Choler

!

Were I as patient as the midnight sleep.

By Jove, 'tivould be my mind I

Sic. It is a mind
That shall remain a poison where it is,

Not poison any further.

Cor. Shall remain !

—

Hear you this Triton of the minnows? mark you
His .absolute "shall ?"

Com. 'Twas from the canon.
Cor. •' Shall!'
good, but most unwise p<atricians I why,

\'ou grave, but reckless senators, have you thus
Given Hydra here to choose an officer.

That with his peremptory " shall, " being but
The horn and noise o' the monster, wants not spirit

To say he'll turn your current in a ditch.

And make your channel his? If he have power.
Then vail your ignorance : if none, awake
\'our dangerous lenity. If you are learned.
Be not as common fools ; if you are not.

Let them have cushions by you. You are plebeians.

If they be senators : and they are no less.

When, both your voices blended, the great'st taste

Most palates theirs. They choose their magistrate ;

And such a one as he, who puts his " shall,"

His popular " shall," against a graver bench
Than ever frown'd in Greece. By Jove himselt.

It makes the consuls base ! and my soul aches
To know, when two authorities are up,
.Neither supreme, how soon confusion
May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take
The one by the other.

Com. Well,—on to the market-place.
Cor. "WTioever gave that counsel, to give forth

Tlie corn o' the store-house gratis, as 'twas us'd
Sometime in Greece,

—

Men. Well, well, no more of th.il.

Cor. Though there the people had more absolute
power,

1 say, they nourish'd disobedience, fed
The ruin of the state.

llrii. Why, shall the people give
One that speaks thus, their voice?

Cor. I'll give my reasons.
More worthier than their voices. They know the corn
Was not our recompense, resting well assur'tl

They ne'er didservice for 't : being press'tl to the war,
Kven when the navel of the state was touch'd.

They would not thread the gates: this kind of service
Did not deserve corn gratis : being i' the war.
Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show'd
Most valour, spoke not for them : the accusation
Which they have often made against the senate.

All cause unborn, could never be the native
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then ?

How sh.all this bosom multiplied digest
The senate's courtesy? Let deeds express
What's like to be their words :

—" We kid request it

:

lye are t}u greater poll, and in true fear
They tiave us our demands."—Thus wc deb.a-Se

The nature of our seats, and make the rabble
Call our cares, fears; wliich will in time break ope
The locks o' the senate, and bring in the crows
To peck the eagles.
Aien. Come, enough.
Jim. Enough, with over-me.isure.
Cor. No, take more

:

What may be sworn by, both divine and hnin.in,
Se.il wlwt I end withal !—This double worship.

—

\Vhcrcone part does <lisdaiii with cause, the other
Insult without,ill reason: whcrcgentry, title, wisriora.
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Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no
Of ijeneral ignorance.—it must omit
Keal necessities, and g-ive way tlie while
To unstable slightness : purpose so barr'd, it follow?
Nothing: IS done to purpose. Therefore, beseech vou -

V ou that wiU be Jess fearful than discreet •

'

That love the fundamental part of state
More than you doubt the change on 't : that preferA noble life before a long, and wish
To jump a body with a dangerous physic
That s sure of death without it,—at once pluck out
1 he multitudinous tongue : let them not lick
The sweet which is their poison : your dishonour
Mangles true;udgment, and bereaves the stateOf that integrity which should become it

;

Not having the power to do the good it wouldFor the ill which doth control it.

"?>"«
I, , ,-,

^^ ''^s said enough

Astrkito? d^
spoken like a traitor, and shall answ?r

wi"''.- i"*"'"?'.' T^'^'' '
despite o'erwhelm thee !-

Vi hat should the people do with these bald tribunes'On whom depending, their obedience fails
1 o the greater bench : in a rebellion,
Wlien what's not meet, but what must be. was law
1 hen were they chosen : in a better hour.

'

I-et what IS meet, be said, it must be meetAnd throw their power i' the dust.
Sru. Manifest treason 1

ff«;, Ti, jr-j; t
This is a consul ? no.

f,> r; ^r'^i'^^-
^° 'r^'^' ''''" be apprehended.

S,c. Go. call the people; [Exit Brutus] in whosename, myself
Attach thee as a traitorous innovator.A foe to the public weal : obey. I charge thee,And follow to thine answer.

o"'"' , „ .... Hence, old goat 1Sm. and Pat. We'll surety him.
y-"'"',, .. Aged sir, hands off

n.^tTf f?^""'
'°"^" *'"^

'
"i" I ^hall shake thy bonesOut of thy garments. '

J"^- , „ Help, ye citizens

!

Re-enter Brutus, 7vith the ^diles and a rabble of
Citizens.

Men. On both sides more respect.

T^xfl c r,
Here's he that would

1 ake from you all your power.

^v'-' r, . ,
Seize him. .-C diles

!

titii:ens. Down with him ! down with him 1

2 Sen.

CORIOLANUS.
Ac^2-

Citizens. Yield, Marcius, yield I

Be^*^ch yon, tribunes hear me but"a wo"rd.°"'
''""^

^ui. fence, peace

!

Men. Be that you seem, truly your rountrv's frien.IcAnd temperately proceed to wlfat you would
'

1 hus violently reciress.
wuuiu

Tl^^'seem like prudent lfeTp^\°r1 if^, S>ous
Ail'db'^eL-rlfilffo^tli^^if

"-^^^ haUsupSnTim.
Cor. {Drawing his s7vord.-\ No. Ill die hereThere s some among you have beheld me fitht'ine •

Men ^ "P°" ypiTselves wh.at you have slen me
fwMe^ ^""'' !-Tribunes, withdr^iw

Bru. Lay Iiands upon him.

YouJhat be noble ; help him. y"u'n? and o^'-
'""•

Citizens. D<,^n with hiin I down with him

-

!./« this ntntmy. the Tribunes, the JEAWn^
nr r-

""d thepeofU are beaten in.

All wiii b''e°AalghTelse.
"""' '"'"^

'

''' S°"^' ^^^^ =

^-
^"'- Get you gone.

We have as many friends as enemies.
^'^"'^ '^^'

'

Men. Shall it be put to that ?

I pVyrhee, noble friend, home to Thy ^oule''"-'''''^
'

Leave us to cure this cause.

Y^^c'nnot tent yourself : begon;' be'slech y^u"
'"'

Com. Come, sir, along with us.
Cor. I would they were barbarians, (as they areThough^in Rome litter'd.) not Romans, (afthey are

Though cal'v'd i' the porch o' the Capitol)-

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue :One time will owe another.

I c'ould beat forty of them. °" f^'''^°""<'-

t'11'"' -u ,
I could myself

1 ake up a brace of the best of them ; yea, the twc
tribunes.

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic

;

And manhood is call'd foolery, when it stands

Begone I

- .--™-"---. .J .-all ia xuuicry, wuen It bt

. «, .. . I
' riey au uitsiie aooitt \.

1 ribune.?. patricians, citizens .'—what ho '—
bicjnius, Brutus, Coriolanus, citizens 1

V/f'^'wi
!'«?<:'=• peace, peace I stay, hold, peace IMen. W hat is about to be?-I am out of breath •

Confusions near; I cannot spe,ik.-You, tribunes
1 o the people,—Coriolanus, patience :—
bpeak, good Sicinius.

'1-; T .. , ^^^"^ ™^' people
; peace

!

Citizens Lets hear our tribune; peace!—Soeak
speak, speak. ^

Sic. You are at a point to lose your liberties •

Marcius would have all from you ; Marcius
'

n lioin late you have nam'd for consul.

ThV^f ",i . , • J,
!"'«• fie, fie I

1 his IS the way to kindle, not to quench
!.'^"i\.?"°

pnbuild the city, and to lay all flat.
.Sic. What is the citj', but the people?
l.!li:ens.

"^

-j-^^g
The people are the city.

'

Jfru. By the consent of all, we were established
1 he people s magistrates.
Citi^e,is. You so remain.
Men. And so are hke to do.
Corn. That is the way to lay the city flat

;

To bring the roof to the foundation
And bury all. which yet distinctly ranees
In heaps and piles of ruin.

'^"^'
/-. . . ,

'This deserves death.J}rn. Or let us stand to our authority.
Or let us lose it.—We do here pronounce
I. pon the part o' the people, in whose powerWe were elected theirs, Marcius U worthy
<)f present death. '

S/r Therefore Lay hold of him •

Bear him to the rock Tarpei.m, an<l from ilion'ceInto destruction cast him.
'ULnce

'"•
/Ediles. seize him I i

ivhat they are us'd to bear,

fu'^"' 1, ^1, ,^ . ,
Prayyou, begone.-

Hr.V^^ '^*^"l^''
'^y "''^ ^" ^^ >" request

w! h i^^'if
";'' have but little : this must be patchMWith cloth of any colour.

*'"'"•
, ^ . ^ . ,

^^y- come away.

T p^f f^"'"' Coriolanus. Cominius. and others.

\r r
"^ ™^" has marr'd his fortune.

Men. His nature is too noble for the world •

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident
'

Or Jove for 's power to thunder. His heart's lii^mouth

:

l^''j"u'''?
'^'*^^' forges, that his tongue must vent •

And being angry, does forget that everHe heard the name of deatli. [A noise 7vithtn
I

Here's goodly work 1

"'<"(.

a/'"'"r ,j t I would they were abed IMen I would they were in Tiber I —What, the ven-Could he not speak them fair ? [eeance.
Re-enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rabi'le.

Ti f" ,j J .
Where is this viper,

1 hat would depopulate the city, and
lie every man himself?

•J'?'"-,, . „, ,
You worthy tribunes.—

„.•','"• r^ ^hall be throivn down the Tarpeian rock
\V It 1 rigorous hands : he hath resisted law,
And therefore law .shall scorn hiin any further trial
1 h.an tlie seventy of the public power.
Which he so sets at nought.

Ti'
'•''•1

1 . -^ "<= shall well know
1 he noble tribunes are the people's mouths
And we their hands.
Citizens. He sliall, sure on 't.

Men. Sir, sir,—
.V;<. Peace I

\J!f"- ^J°
""' '^'y havoc, where you should but huntWith modest warrant.

i



Scene 2. CORIOLANUS.

Su'. Sir, how comes 't that you
Live holp to make this rescue?
Moi Hear me speak :

—

As I do know the consul's wortliiness,
tjo can I name his faults,

—

Su: Consul I—what consul ?

Men. The consul Coriolanus.
Bnt. He consul!
Cilizeits. No, no, no, no, no. [people,
Men. If, by the tribunes' leave, and yours, good

I may be heard, 1 would crave a word or two ;

The which shall turn you to no further harm.
Than so nmch loss of time.

Sic. Speak briefly, then

;

For we are peremptory to despatch
This viperous traitor : to eject him hence,
AVere but one danger : and to keep him here,
Our certain death : therefore it is decreed
He dies to-night.
Men. Now the good gods forbid

That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude
Towards her deser\'ed children is enroU'd
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam
Should now eat up her own !

Sic. He's a disease that must be cut away.
Men. O, he's a limb, that has but a disease

;

Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, easy.
\Vhat hashe done to Rome that's worthy death ?

Killing our enemies? The blood he hath lost,

(Which. I dare vouch, is more than that he hath,
By many an ounce,) he dropped it for his country :

And what is left, to lose it by his country.
Were to us all, that do 't and suffer it,

A brand to the end o' the world.
Sic. This is clean kam.
Brit. Merely awry. \\Tien he did love his country,

It honour'd him.
^Ten. The service of the foot,

Being once gangren'd, is not then respected
For what before it was ?

Bm. We'll hear no more.

—

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence ;

Lest his infection, being of catching nature,
Spread further.
.Men. One word more, one word.

This tiger-footed rage, when it shall find
The arm of unscann'd s^viftness, will, too late,

Tie leaden pounds to 's heels. Proceed by process ;

Lest parties (as he is belov'd) break out.

And sack great Rome with Romans.
Bru. If'twereso,—
i'ii-. Wh.at do ye talk?

Have we not had a taste of his obedience?
Our i^diles smote ? ourselves resisted ?—come,—
Men. Consiflerthis :—he has been bred i" the wars

Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school'd
In bolted language ; meal and bran together
He throws without distinction. Give me leave,
I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him
Where he shall answer by a lawful form,
(In peace) to his utmost peril.

I Sen. Noble tribunes.
It is the humane way : the other course
Will prove too bloo<fy ; and the end of it

Unknown to the beginning.
Sic. Noble Menenius,

Be you, then, as the people's officer.

—

Masters, lay down your weapons.
Bru. Go not home.
Sic. Meet on the market-place.—We'll attend you

there

:

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed
In our first way.
Men. I'll bring him to you.

—

[must come.
\To tilt Senators.) Let me desire your company : lie

Or what is worst will follow.

I Sen. Pray you, let's to him.
\^l'.xennt.

SCENE W.^A Room in Coriolanus's House.

Enter Coriolanu-; and Patricians.

Cor. Let them pull nil about mine ears ; present mc
Dcith on the wheel, or M wild horses' heels;
Or pile ten hills on il^- T.irpei.in rock,
Th.il the precipitation might down stretch
Ii<lnw the- be.iiu of . i;'ht

; yet will 1 still

Be thus tn them.

I Pat, you do the nobler.
Cor. I muse my mother

Does not .approve me further, who was wont
To call them woollen vassals ; things created
To buy and sell with groats ; to show bare heads
In congreg.Ations, to yawn, be still, and wonder,
When one but of my ordinance stood up
To speak of peace, or war.

Enter Volumni.a.
I talk of you :

Why did you wish me milder ? Would you have mc
False to my nature ? Rather say 1 play
The man I am.

yol. O, sir, sir, sir,

I would have had you put your power well on,
Before you had worn it out.

Cor. Let go.
/ 'ol. You might have been enough the man you are.

With striving less to be so : lesser 'had been
The thwarting of your dispositions, if

^ou had not show'd them how you were dispos'd.
Ere they lack'd power to cross you.

Cor. Let them hang.
Vol. Ay, and burn too.

Enter Menenius and Senators.

Afen. Come, come, you have been too rough, some-
thing too rough

:

You must return and mend it.

I Sen. There's no remedy

;

Unless, by not so doing, our good city
Cleave in the midst, and perish.

I'ol. Pray, be counsell'd

;

I have a heart as little apt as yours.
But yet a brain that leads my use of anger
To better vantage.
Men. Well said, noble woman !

Before he should thus stoop to the herd, but that
The violent fit o" the time craves it as physic
For the whole state, I would put mine armour on.
Which I can scarcely bear.

Cor. What must I do ?

Men. Return to the tribunes.
Cor. Well, what then? what then'i
Men. Repent what you have spoke.
Cor. For them ?— I cannot do it to the gods

;

Must I, then, do 't to them?
t'ol. You are too absolute

;

Though therein you can never be too noble.
But when extremities speak. I have heard you say.
Honour and policy, like unsever'd friends,
I' the war do grow together : grant that, and tell me,
In peace what each of them by th' other lose,
That they combine not there.

Cor. Tush, tush I

Men. A good demand
J^oi. If it be honour in your -wars to seem

The same you are not, (which, for your best ends,
Vou adopt your policy,) how is it less or worse.
That it shall hold companionship in peace
With honour, as in war ; since that to both
It stan<ls in like request

!

Cor. Why force you this?
Vol. Because that now it lies you on to speak

To the people; not by your own instruction,
Xor by the matter which your heart prompts you.
But with such words that are but roted in
Vour tongue, though but bastards, and syllable
Of no allowance to your bosom's truth.
Now, this no more dishonours you at all.

Than to take in a town with gentle words,
Which else would put you to your fortune, and
The liazard of much blood.
I would dissemble with my nature, where,
My fortunes and my friends at stake, requir'd
I should do so in honour : I am in this.

Your wife, your son. these senators, the nobles ;

And you will rather show our general louts
How you can frown, than spend a fawn ujjon them,
For the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard
Of what that want might ruin.

Men. Noble I.ady!—
Come, go with us ; speak fair : you may salve so,
.N'ot what is dangerous present, but the loss
( )f what is past.

yot. I pr'ythcc now, my son,
I ;o to them, with this bonnet in thy hand

;

And thus far having stretched it, {here be with the
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Irf^n f= ^
"'"" ""=

''?"u"-
'fo"" '" ^'''^h businessAction IS eloquence and the eyes of the ignorantMore learned than the ears,) waving thy head,Uhich olten, thus, cwrecting thy stout heart,Now humble as the ripest nu.lberry

That will not hold the handling : o? say to them.

HnSV''n7/h^""^f?''"^'"' ''I'^- ^^'"S bred in broik

Were fir fnAf";'"'^- '^''''='l'
"'°" ''°^' «"f«s.Were fit for thee to use, as they to claim

In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame
Thyself, forsootli, hereafter theirs, so farAs thou hast power and person.

Ev^Js she speaks, why. their hearts 'wer'e you"rs':For they hav.2 pardons, being ask'd, as freeAs words to httle purpose.

^„ „ , , , , ,
Pr"ythee now,

Foilmv ,h^n
"'^^'^ ' ^"^°'!gh I know thou hadst rather

1 ollow thme enemy in a fiery gulf,
Ihan flatter hira in a bower. 'Here is Cominius

i"«^i?r Cominius.
Cow. I have been i' the market-place; and sir

1. ou make strong party, or defend yourself (is fitBy calmness or by absence : all 's in anger.Mm. Only fair speech.

n^S',1' ^ r .. I'hink 'twill serve, if heCan thereto frame his spirit.

PrVfl'^^ .,
'^^ """^t. and will.—

f ythee now, say you will, and go about it

M^rV w^h ' ^°u^°'^
*<=" '"y ""barbed sconce?

A li» \'h^ ^ ""y
"^f^^

tongue, give to my noble heartA he, that it must bear? Well, I will do t
Yet. were there but this single plot to lose.
This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it,And throw tagamstthewind.-Tothe marketplace •-

) ^ V^? P,"' """ "°''' "^ '^"^h =* part, -ivhich never
I shall discharge to the hfe.

"icvcr

i-o/''r nr',^i,»»
^°™^' '^°'"^' '>*''^'" prompt you.i^ai. I prsthee now. sweet son. as thou hast saidMy praises made thee first a soldier so"

'

lo have my praise for this, perform' a partfhou hast not done before.

.i;r- .. .. Well, I must do -t

:

Away my disposition, and possess me
WWh °''5 ^P-'u' ^y """a' °f '"^^ be tum-d,Which quired with my drum, into a pipe
hmall as a eunuch, or the virgin voice

?pnf ^n"™" l""'i '"'^''Pi I^'' 5™"'^^ °f knaves
Thf„i,^ ""^r^^^ ' "V"^

school-boys' tears take up
1 he glasses ofmy sight! A beggars tongue

^
Wh^ h™" M 51

'?^°"'^^ ""y '-P^ • ^"'l "ly •''m'd knees
xh ? i°l "^ ''" '^^"'y ^"'•'"P. bend like his
1 hat hath receiv d an alms I— I will not do 't,
i-est 1 surcease to honour mine own truth
And, by my body's action, teach my mindA most inherent baseness.

-rii^l' r.v • .
At thy choice, then

:

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour,
I lan thou of them. Come all to ruin : let
1 hy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear
1 hy dangerous stoutness

; for I mock at deathWith as big heart as thou Do as thou list
1 hy vahantness was mine, thou suck'dst it from me •

But owe thy pride thyself. '

mS'"' t . .
^ray. be content

:

Mother, I am going to the market-place
;Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves

n?!i Jk"']'^'?,'^^ f'^S' "''='"• «"^' '^ome home belov'dOf all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going •

Commend me to my wife. I'll return consul

;

Or never trust to what my tongue can do
1 the way of flattery further.

^'"''
, . ._

Do your will. 'r/r„y
Co«. Away I the tribunes do attend you armTo answer mildly

; for they are prepar'd [yourselfW ith accusations, as I hear, more strong
ly^urseit

1 han are upon you yet.

I ^fli,J^^
"^°"^ '^' ^"^'y :-P>--iy you, let us go

:

I.et them accuse me by invention. I
VV ill answer in mine honour.

r^v'w.n ,A, V - V
Ay, but mildly.

(.or. Well, mildly be it, then ; mildly.

[/.YCltll/
SCENE III.—Rome. T/!c Forum.

/•liter Sicinius and Brutus.

Acf3.

rJfu. In this point charge him home, that he afl"cctTyniiinicil power : if he evade us there. '-

'•"<-'^'

Enforce him with his envy to the people •

And that the spoil got on the Antiates
'

Was ne er distributed.—
EnUran ^dile.

^</. He-scorning.
^^hat, will he come?

^7^'" nf.t ij ,,
How accompanied?

T(i^-ZlT. fivou'r^" him.''
'^"" "'°^'= ^'^"='"-

Of^the voices that we have p™?urT "" '""^"^^
Set down by the poll ?

^'^'„ „ I have ; 'Hs ready.

^^ Have you collected them by tribes?

\^d'^h^^^!^^'^%
presently the people hither :

^''°'

And when they hear me say, • It shall be so.
1 the right and strength o' the eomimms." he it either

• or death, for fine, or banishment, then let them
f I. say, fine, cry •/^2«<;, "-if death, cry "hTjth "

Insisting on the old prerogative
'

And power i' the truth o' the cause.

D^,; «„j , , .
I shall inform themBn,. And when such time they have begun to cryLet them not cease, but with a din confus'd

^'
tnforce the present execution
Of what we chance to sentence.

Wh» '

^^'^^^ ^!^?™ ^^ ="""" a"d re*ady\oVthis hint\vhen we shall hap to give 't them.
"'• Co about it.

Put him to choler straight : he hath been tf^"
'^''"^•

tver to conquer, and to have his worth

lier^rnM "°"/ being once chaf'd, he cannot
wi'f -^ l^"","

'° temperance
; then he speaks

W h n.'fA' ''?'»,'= ^'"^,"^^' '5 'here, which looks^Vlth us to break his neck.
Sic. Well, here he comes

S„ter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Senators and
Patricians.

V-f"' A ,
Calmly, I do beseech vou

^VM^K ^y- u= ?" °"'«''' '''a' for the poorest pieceWill bear^the knave by the volmne'i-The honour'd

Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justiceSupplied with worthy men I plant love among us IThrong our large temples witli the shows of peaceAnd not our streets with war 1
^ '

\f"' A t. . . Amen, amen.Men. A noble wish.
Re-enter /Edile, 7uith Citizens.

£'j T 1.. * . ,- ^'"a^"' "ear, ye people.^ List to your tnbunes ; audience
; peace I say •

tor. First, hear me speak.
^

'

^|^Ir^-i-^^^^'^^'^^---
Tf '

. .
I do demand.

If you submit you to the people s voices.Allow their oflicers. and are content
I o sutler lawful censure for such faults
Asshall be prov d upon you ?

at',',, t « •..• ,
I am content,

xivf r , • <='"2ens, he says he is content

:

Te warlike service he has done, consider

;

I
I

mk upon the wounds his body bears, which showLike graves i' the holy churchyard.

Scarrto move laughter only.
^"^"^"^^ ^"""' briers.

Ti',.t"'i 1
Consider further.

7i fi i'^"
lie speaks not like a citizen.

'

^ on find him like a soldier : do not take
His rougher accents for m.alicioii5 sounds,
liut, as I say. such .as become a soldier.
Kather than envy you

Sr"wh,.- .,,
Well, well, no more.Co; What IS the matter,

I hat being jiass'd for consul with fuU voice
I am so dishonour'd, that the very hour
> on take It ofl" again?

^-'f- „ ., Answer to us.

V- •

,'u
*'',""^" ' "^ *rue, I ought so.

1- *"'
i!

'^ cli.arge you. that you have contriv'd tn tit^I-rnm Rome all scason'fl office, and to wiml
'**^

\ oursclf into a power tyrannical;
lor which you are a traitor to the people
U'r. How 1 Traitor

I

' i
•



Scene 3.

Afen. Nay, temperatelj; ; your promise.
Cor. The fires i' the lowest hell fold in tlic people 1

C!all me their traitor !—Thou injurious tribune

!

^\'ithiIl thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths,
In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in
Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say.
Thou liest, unto thee, with a voice as free

As 1 do pray the gods.
.Vic. Mark you this, people ?

Citizens. To the rock I to tile rock with him '

Sic. Peace

!

We need not put new matter to his charge :

^\"lKlt you have seen him do, and heard Him speak.
Beating your officers, cursing yourselves.
Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying
Those whose great power must try him ; even this.

So criminal, and in such capital kmd,
Deserves the extremes! death.
Bni. But since he hath

Serv'd well for Rome,

—

Cor. What do you prate of service ?

Bru. I taJk of that, that know it.

Cor. You?
.'l/<r«. Is this

The promise that you made your mother?
Com. Know,

I pray you,

—

Cor. I'll know no further

:

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death,
\'agabond exile, Haying, pent to linger
But with a grain a day, I woukl not l>uy
Their mercy at the price of one fair word

;

Nor check my courage for what they can give.
To have 't with saying, good morrow.

Sii. For that he has
(As nuich as in him lies) from time to time
Envied .ig.ainst the people, seeking means
To pluck away their power ; as now at last
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence
Of dreaded justice, but on the ministers
That do distribute it ; in the name o the people.
And in the power of us, the tribunes, we.
Even from this instant, banish him our city

;

!n peril of precipitation
From off the rock Tarpeian, never more
To enter our Rome gates i' the people's name,
I say, it shall be so.

CitizcHS. It shall be so. it shall be so ; let him away I

He's banish'd, and it shall be so. [friends.—
•iConi. Hear me, my masters, and my common
\Sic. He's sentenced ; no more hearing.
Com. Let me speak :

I have been consul, and can show for Rome,
Her enemies' marks upon me. 1 do love
My country's good with a respect more tender,
More holy, and profound, than mine own life.

My djar wife s estimate, her wombs increase.
And treasure of my loijis ; then, if 1 would
Speak that

—

Sic. We know your drift :—speak what ?

Bru. There's no more to be said, but ne is banishd,
As enemy to the people and Iiis country

:

It shall be so.

Cilizoi^. It shall be so, it shall be so.
Cor. You common cry of curs I whose breath I hate

As reek o' the rotten fens, whose loves I prize
As the dead carcases of unburied men
That do corrupt my air, I banish you ;

And here remain with your uncertainty !

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts 1

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes,
I''an you into despair I Have the power still

To banish your defenders ; till at len^li
Your ignorance, (which finds not, till it feels,)

Making but reservation of yourselves.
(Still your own foes,) deliver you, as most
Abated captives, to some nation
That won you without blows i Despising,
For you, the city, thus I turn my back :

There is a world elsewhere.
\Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius. Mcnenius,

Senators, and Patricians.
^-d. The people's enemy is gone, is gone

!

CUixetis. Our enemy is banish'd I he is gone I

Boo I hoo 1 ,

\Shoitlint^ and ihroivin^ up their caps.
Sic. Co, see nini out at g.ites, and follow him.

As he hath foUow'd you, with all despite

;

gORIOLANUS. 4S3

Give him descrv'd vexation. Let a guard
Attend us through tJie city.

Citizcjis. Come, come, let us sec him out al .gates;

come :

—

Tile gods preserve our noble tribunes 1—Come.
[lixxunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Rome, Be/ore a Gate 0/the City.

Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia. Menenius,
Cominius, and severalyoung Patricians.

Cor. Come, leave your tears ; a brief farewell :—the
beast

With many heads butts me away.—Nay, mother.
Where is your ancient courage t you were us'd
To say, extremity was the tner of spirits

;

Tliat coimnon chances common men could bear ;

That, when the sea was cahn, all boats alike
Show'd mastership in floating ; fortune's blows.
When most struck home, being gentle wounded,

craves
A noble cunning : you were us'd to load me
With precepts, that would make invincible
The heart that conn'd them.

U'ir. O heavens 1 O heavens I

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman,—
Vol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades in

And occupations perish 1 (Rome,
Cor. What, what, what 1

I shall be lov'd when I am lack'd. Nay, mother.
Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say.
If you had been the wife of Hercules,
Six of his labours you'd have done, and sav'd
Your husband so much sweat.—Cominius,
Droop not: adieu.—Farewell, my wife..—my mother;
Ml do well yet.—Thou old and true Menenius,
Thy tears are Salter than a younger man's,
And venomous to thine eyes.—My sometime general,
1 have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld
Heart-hardening spectacles; tell these sad women,
'Tis fond to wail inevitable strokes,
.\.s 'tis to laugh at them.—My mother, you wot well
My hazards still have been your solace : and
Believe *t not lightly, (though 1 go alone
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen
Makes fcar'd andtalk'd of more than seen,) your son
Will or exceed the common, or be caught
With cautelous baits and practice.

^'f'- My first son.
Whither wilt thou go? Take good Cominius
With thee awhile : determine on some course.
More than a wild exposure to each chance
That starts i' the w.ay before thee.

Cor. O the gods I

Cam. I'll follow thee a month, devise with thee
Where thou shalt rest, that thou mayst hear of us,
.\nd we of thee : so, if the time thrust forth
A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send

er the vast world to seek a single man :

And lose advantage, which doth ever cool
1 the absence of the needer.
Cor. Fare ye well

:

Thou hast years upon thee : and thou art too full

Of the wars" surfeits, to .^o rove with one
That's yet unbruis'd : bring me but out at .gate.

Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and
My friends of noble touch ; when I am forth.
Rid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come.
While I remain .-ibovc the ground, you shall
Hear from me still ; .ind never of me aught
But what is like me formerly.

/!/«•«. That's worthily
As any ear can hear.—Come, let's not weej).
If I could shake oflf but one seven years
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods
I'd with thee every foot.
Cor. Civc me thy hand

:

Come. [L'xeiiiit,

SCENE II,—Rome, yt Street near t/u Gate.

/?«/<> Sicinius, Brutus, and an AS.d\\e.

Sic, Bid them all home; he's gone, and we'll no
further

rile nobility are vex'd, who, we sec, have sided
In his behalf.
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Brii. Now we have shown our power,
Let us seem humbler after it is done,
Than when it was doing.

Sic. Bid them home

:

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they
Stand in their ancient strength.
/^m. Dismiss them home,

[Exa.Hdiie.
Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius.

Here comes his raotlier.

Sic. Let's not meet lier.

Bi-u. Wliy !

.'!ic. They say, she's mad.
Bru. They have ta'en note of us : keep on your way.
Vol. O, you're well met: the hoarded plague o the

Requite your love 1 [g*^tis

Afeji. Peace, peace ; be not so loud.
yoi. If that I could for weeping, you should hear.

Nay, and you shall hear some.

—

[To Brutus.] Will you
begone? [tlie power

Viy. I To Sicin. ] You shall stay too : I would I liad

To say so to my husband.
Sic. Are you mankind ?

Vol. Ay, fool ; is that a shame ?—Note but this fool.

Was not a man my father? Hadst thou foxship
To banish him that struck more blows for Rome,
Than thou hast spoken words?

Sic. O blessed heavens 1

Vol. More noble blows than ever thou wise words
;

And for Rome's good.— I'll tell thee what ;—yet go :

—

Nay, but thou shalt stay too :— I would my son
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him,
His good sword in his hand.
Sic. What then?
Vir. What then ?

He'd make an end of thy posterity
Vol. Bastards and all.

—

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome I

Men. Come, come, peace.
Sic. I would he had continu'd to his country,

As he began ; and not unknit, himself.
The noble knot he made.

Brii. I would he had.
Vol. I would he had! 'Twas you incens'd the

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, [rabble ;

—

As I can of those mysteries, which heaven
Will not have earth to know.

Brii. Pray, let us go.
Vol. Now, pray, sir, get you gone ;

You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear
As far as doth the Capitol exceed [this ;

The meanest house in Rome, so far my son,
(This lady's husband here, this, do you see,)
Whom you have banish "d, does exceed you all.

Bni. Well, well, we'll leave you I

Sic. Why stay we to be baited
With one that wants her wits ?

Vol. Take my prayers with you.

—

[Exeunt Tribunes.
I would the gods had nothing else to do.
But to confirm my curses 1 Could I meet them
But once a day, it would unclog my heart
or what lies heavy to 't.

Men. You have told them home ;

And, by my troth, you have cause. You'll sup with
me?

Vol. Anger 's my meat ; I sup upon myself.
And so shall starve with feeding.—Come, let 's go
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do.
In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come.

i^leii. Fie, iie, fie I [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—^ Highway between Kome and
Antiuni.

Enter a Roman and a Volsce, meeti-ng.

Rom. I know you well, sir, and you know me : your
name, I think, is Adrian.

Vols. It is so, sir : truly, I have forgot you.
Jiom. I am a Roman ; and my services are, as you

are, against them : know you me yet?
Vols. Nicanor? No.
Rom. The same, sir.

Vols. You had more beard, when I last saw you

;

but your favour is well appeared by your tongue.
What *s the news in Rome? I have a note from the
Volscian state, to find you out there : you have well

saved me a tlay's journey.

Rom. There hath been in Koine strange insur-

rection ; the people against the senators, patricians,
and nobles.

Vols. Hath been? Is it ended, then? Our state
thinks not so ; they are in a most warlike prepara-
tion, and hope to come upon them in the heat of their
division.

Ron. The main blaze of it is past, but a small
thing would make it flame again : for the nobles re-

ceive so to heart the banislmient of that worthy
Coriolanus, that they are in a ripe aptness to take all

power from the people, and to pluck from them their
tribunes for ever. This lies glowing, I can tell you,
and is almost mature for the violent breaking out.

l 'ols. Coriolanus banished 1

Rofn. Banished, sir. (Nicanor.
Vols. You will be welcome with this intelligence,
Rotn. The day serves well for them now. I have

heard it said, the fittest time to corrupt a man's wife.
is when she 's fallen out with her husband. Your
noble Tullus Aufidius will appear well in these wars,
his great opposer, Coriolanus, being now in no re-

quest of his country.
Vols. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate,

thus accidentally to encounter you : you have ended
my business, and I will merrily accompany you home.
Ro7n. I shall, between this and supper, tell you

most strange things from Rome; all tending to the
good of their adversaries. Have you an army ready,
say you ?

Vols. A most royal one ; the centurions and their

charges, distinctly billeted, already in the entertain-

ment, and to be on foot at an hour s warning.
Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readiness, and

am the man, I think, that shall set them in ]jresent

action. So, sir, heartily well met, and most glad of
your company.

Vols. You take my part from me, sir ; I have the
most cause to be glad of yours.
Rom. Well, let us go together. ]_ExeuHt,

SCENE IV.—Antium. Before XwMms House.

Enter Coriolanus, in mean apparel, dissHisci ani
7nUjffled.

Cor. A goodly city is this Antium : City,
'Tis I that made thy widows : many an heir
Of these fair edifices 'fore my wars
Have I heard groan and drop : then, know me not

;

Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones,
Enter a Citizen.

In puny battle slay me.

—

Save you, sir,

at. And you.
Cor. Direct me, if it be your will.

Where great Aufidius hes : is he in Antium?
at. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state.

At his house this night.
Cor. \Vhich is his house, beseech you
at. This, here, before you.
Cor. Thank you, sir : farewell.

[Exit Citizen.

world, thy slippery turns 1 friends now fast sworn.
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart.
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise.

Are still together, who twin, as 'twere, in love
Unseparable, shall within this hour.
On a dissension of a doit, break out
To bitterest enmity : so, fellest foes, [sleep

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their

To take the one the other, by some chance.
Some trick not worth an ^^^. shall grow dear friends,

And interjoin their issues. So with me :

My birth-place hate I. and my love's upon
This enemy town. I'll enter : if he slay me.
He does fair justice ; if he give me way,
I'll do his country service. [Exit.

SCENE v.—Antium. A HaU in Aufidius' House.

Music within. Enter a Servant.

1 Serv. Wine, wine, wine I—What service is here

!

1 think our fellows are asleep. [Exit.

Enter another .Servant.

2 Serv. Where's Cotus ? my master calls for him.

Cotus I [Exit.

Entei- Coriolanus.
Cor. A goodly house ; the feast smells well ; but I

Appear not like a guest.
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Kc-enUi- thcjirst Servant.

1 Serv. What would you have, friend! Whence
are you t Here's no place for you : pray, go to the
door.
Cor. I have deserved no better entertainment,

In being Coriolanus.

Re-enter second Servant.

•2 Serv. Whence are you, sir? Has the porter his

eyes in his head, that he i^ives entrance to such conj-

panions? Pray, get you out.
Cor. Away !

2 Serv. Away 1 Get you away.
Cor. Now, thou art troublesome.
2 Serv. Are you so brave! I'll have you talked

with anon.
Enter a third Servant. Thefirst meets hitn,

3 Se>-: What fellow's this ?

1 Serv. A strange one as ever I looked our I can-

not get him out o' the house : pr'ythee, call my mas-
ter to him.
3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow ! Pray

you, avoid the house.
Cor. Let me but stand ; I will not hurt your hearth
3 Serv. What are you 1

Cor. A gentleman.
3 Sen'. A marvellous poor one.
Cor. True, so I am.
3 Serzf. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up some

other station ; here's no place for you
;
pray you,

avoid : come.
Cor. Follow your function, go.

And batten on cold bits. [Pnslies him away.
3 Serv. What, you will not?— Pr'ythee, tell my

master what a strange guest he has here,
= Ser-j. And I shall. [Exit.

3 Seni. Where dwell'st thou ?
Cor. Under the canopy.
3 Serv. Under the canopy 1

Cor. Ay.
3 Serv. Where's that

!

Cor. V the city of kites and crows.
3 .'ierv. rt he city of kites and crows?—What an ass

it isl—Then thou dwell'st with daws too?
Cor. No, I scr\'e not thy master.
3 Serzi. How, sir 1 Do you meddle with my

master?
Cor. Ay ; 'tis an honcster service than to meddle

with thy mistress

:

Thou prat'st, and prat'st; serve with thy trencher:
hence. [Heats him away.

Enter Axifidius and the second Serv^mt.
.i2if. Where is this fellow?
2 Serv. Here, sir : I'd have beaten him like a dog,

but for disturbing the lords within.

.III/. Whence cora'st thou? what wouldst thou!
Thy name!

\\'hy speak St not? Speak, man : what's thy name?
Cor. [Unmuffling.\ If, Tullus,

Not yet thou know'st me, and, seeing me, dost not
Think me for the man I am. necessity
Commands me name myseIC
Au/. What is thy name!

[Servants retire.

Cor. A name unmusical to the Volscians' cars.

And harsh in sound to thine.
An/. Say, what's thy name ?

Thou hast .i gricn appearance, and thy face
Bears a command in t ; though thy tackle's torn.

Thou show'st a noble vessel : what's thy name?
Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown :—know'st thou

me yett
Auf. I know thee not :—thy name?
Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done

To thee p.irticularly, and to all the Volsccs,
Great hurt and mischief; thereto witness may
My sumani':, Coriolanus : the p.'tinful service.

The extreme d.ingers, and the drops of blood
Shed for my thankless country, are requited
But with that surname ; a good memory,
And witness of the ni.ilit e .ind displeasure
Which thou .should'st bear me : only that name re-

The cruelty and envy of the people, [main:>

;

Permitted fjy our dast.inl nobles, who
H.ivc all forsook me. Imth devour'd the rest

;

And suflTcr'd me by the voice of slaves to be
Whoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity
Hath brought ine to thy hearth : not out of hope.

Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if

1 h.id feared death, of .ill the men i' the world
I woulcl have 'voided thee \ but in mere spite.

To be full quit of those my banishtr'..

Stand I before thee here. Then, if thou hast
A heart of wreak in thee, that will revenge
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those maims
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee

straight.

And make niy misery serve thy turn : so use it,

That my revengeful services may prove
As benefits to tnee ; for I will fight

Against my canker'd country with the spleen
Of all the under fiends. But if so be
Thou dar'st not this, and that to prove more fortunes
Thou art tir'd, then, in a word, I also am
Longer to live most weary, and present
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice ;

Which not to cut would show thee but a fool.

Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate,
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country's breast,
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless
It be to do thee service.

Auf. O Marcius, Marcius I

Kach word thou hast spoken hath weeded from my
.\ root of ancient emy. If Jupiter [heart
Should from yond' cloud speak divine things.

And say, ""lis true," I'd not believe them more
Than thee, all noble Marcius.—Let me twine
Mine arms about that body, where against
My grained ash a hundred times hath broke.
And scar'd the moon with splinters : here I clip

The anvil of my swordn and do contest
As hotly and as nobly with thy love,

As ever in ambitious strength I did
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first,

I lov'd the maid I married ; never man
Sigh'd truer breath ; but that I see thee here.
Thou noble thing I more dances my rapt heart.
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw
Bestride my threshold. Why. thou Mars 1 I tell thee
We have a power on foot ; and I had purpose
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn.
Or lose mine arm for 't : thou hast beat me out
Twelve several times, and I have nightly since
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyself and me ;

We have been down together in my sleep,

UnbuckUng helms, fisting each other's throat.
And wak'd half dead witli nothing. Worthy Marcius,
Had we no quarrel else to Rome, but that
Thou art thence banish'd, we would nuister all

From twelve to seventy ; and, pouring war
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome,
Like a bold flood o'er-bear. O, come, go in.

And take our friendly senators by the hands ;

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me,
\\'\\a am prepar'd against your territories,

Though not for Rome itself.

Cor. 'you bless me, gods :

.'luf. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou wilt

The leading of thine own revenges, take [have
The one half of my commission ; and set down,

—

As best thou art eiiperienc'd, since thou know'st
Thy country's strength and weakness,—thine own
Whether to knock against the gates of Rome, [ways

;

Or rudely visit them ni parts remote.
To fright them, ere destroy. But come in

:

Let me commend thee first to those those th.at shall

Say, "Yea," to thy desires. A thousand welcomes!
And more a friend than e'er an enemy ;

^'et, Marcius, that was nmch. Your hand : most
welcome I

[Exeunt Coriolanus afid Aufidius.

J. .^erv. [Advancing'.] Here's a strange alteration I

2 Serv. By my hand, I had thought to have strucken
liini with a cucfgel ; and yet my mind gave me, his
clothes made .a false report of hiui.

Serv. What an arm he hasl He tjrneil me about
witli his finger and his thumb, as one would set up
top.

J Serv. Nay, I knew by his face that there was
Muclhing in him : he had, sir, a kind of face, me-
longht.— I cannot tell how to term it.

I Serv. He had so ; looking as it were,—Would I

'-re h.'tnged, but I thought there was more in him
tli.m I could think.

^.Serv. So did I, I'll (be sworn : he is simply the
arest man i' the world.

r I
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1 Sen/. I think he is ; but a greater soldier than he,

you wot one.
2 Sen'. Who, my master ?

1 Serv. Nay, it s no matter for that.

2 Serv. Worth six on him.
1 Senj. Nay, not so neither : but I take him to be

the greatest soldier.

2 'Se>ii. 'Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to

say that? for the defence of a town, our general is

excellent.
I Seyv. Ay, and for an assault too.

Re-enter third Servant.

3 Serv. O slaves, I can tell you news ; news, you
rascals 1

I, iServ. What, what, what ! let 's partake.

3 Serv. I would not be a Roman, of all nations ; 1

had as lief be a condemned man.
I, 2 5'c?-^'. Wherefore? wherefore?
3 Serv. Why here s he that was wont to thwack

our general,—Caius Marcius.
1 Sej~ii. Why do you say, thwack our general ?

3 Serv. 1 do not say. thwack our general ; but he
was always good enough for him.
2 Serv, Come, we are fellows and friends ; he was

ever too hard for him; I have heard hiiu say so
himself.

1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to say the
truth on "t : before Corioli, he scotched him and
notched him like a carbonado.
2 Serv. An he had been cannibally given, he might

have broiled and eaten him too.

1 Serv. But, more of thy news.
3 Serv. Why, he is so made on here within, as if he

were son and heir to Mars ; set at upper end o' the
table; no question asked him by any of the senators,

but they stand bald before him : our general himself
makes a mistress of him ; sanctifies "liimself with 's

hand, and turns up the white o' the eye to his dis-

course. But the bottom of the news is, our general is

cut i' the middle, and but one half of what he was yes-
terday ; for the other has half, by the entreaty and
grant of the whole table. He'll go, he says, and sowle
the porter of Rome gates by the ears : he will mow
down all before him, and leave his passage polled.

2 Serv. And he 's as like to do 't as any man I can
imagine.

3 Serv. Do 't I he will do 't ; for (look you, sir,) he
has as many friends as enemies; which friends, sir

(as it were.) durst not (look you, sir,) show themselves
(as we term it) Iiis friends, whilst he's in directitude.

1 Serv. Directitude I what's that ?

2 Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest up
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their

Durrows, like conies after rain, and revel all with hun.
1 Serv. But when goes this forward ?

3 Serv. To-morrow ; to-day ; presently ; you shall

h.ive the drum struck up this afternoon : 'tis, as it

were, a parcel of their feast, and to be executed ere
they wipe their lips.

2 Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring world
again. This peace is nothing, but to rust iron, mcrease
tailors, and breed ballad-makers.

1 Serv. Let me have war, say I ; it exceeds peace
as far as day does night : it's sprightly, waking, audi-
ble, and full of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, leth-

argy ; mulled, deaf, sleepy, insensible ; a getter of
more bastard children, than war's a destroyer of men.

2 Serv. 'Tis so : and as war, in some sort, may be
said to be a ravisher, so it cannot be denied, but peace
is a great maker of cuckolds.

I Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one another.
^Serv. Reason; because they then less need one

another. The wars for my money. I hope to sec
Romans as cheap as Volscians,—They are rising, they
are rising.

Ati. In, in, in, in 1 [Bxeiiiit.

SCENE VI.—Rome. A Publie Place.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need we fear him

;

His remedies are tame i' the present peace
And quietness o' the people, which before
Were in wild hurry. Here do we make his friends

niush that the world goes well ; who rather had,
Though they themselves did suffer by't, behold
Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see

Act J,.

Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going
About their functions friendly.

Enter IVIenenius.

Brii. We stood to 't in good time. Is this MeneniusI
Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he : 0, he is grown most kind

Of late. Hail, sir I

Men. Hail to you both I

Sic. Vour Coriolanus is not nmch niiss'd.

But with his friends : the commonwealth doth stand
;

And so would do, were he more angry at it.

Men. All's well ; and might have been much better.

He could have temporiz'd. [if

Sic, Where is he, hear you ?

Men. Nay, I hear nothing: his mother and his wife

Hear nothing from him.

Enter three orfour Citizens.

Citizens, The gods preseri'e you both 1

.Sic, Good-den, our neighbours.
Br7t. Good-den to you all, good-den to you all.

I at. Ourselves, our wives, and children, on our
Are bound to pray for you both. [knees.

Sic. Live, and thrive I

Brti. Farewell, kind neighbours: we wish'd Corio-

Had lov'd you as we did. [lanus

Citizens. Now the gods keep you !

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. [Exeunt Ciiizeus.

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time
Than when these fellows ran about the streets

Cr>'ing confusion.
Bru. Caius Marcius was

A worthy officer i' the war ; but insolent,

O'ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking,

Self-loving,

—

Sic, And affecting one sole throne,
Without assistance.
Men. I think not so.

Sic. We should by this, to all our lamentation
If he had gone forth consul, found it so.

Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome
Sits safe and still without him.

Enter an ALAWe.
^d. Worthy tribunes,

There is a slave, whom we have put in prison.

Reports, the Volsces with two several powers
Are enter'd in the Roman territories

;

And with the deepest malice of the war
Destroy what lies before them.
hien. 'Tis Aufidius,

Who, hearing of our Marcius' banishment.
Thrusts forth his horns again into the world ;

Which were inshell'd when Marcius stood for Rome,
And durst not once peep out.

Sic. Come, what talk you
Of Marcius?
Bru. Go see this nimourer whipp'd.— It cannot be

The Volsces dare break with us.

Men. Cannot be

!

We have record that very well it can ;

And three ex.amples of the Uke have been
Within my age. But reason with the fellow.

Before you punish him. where he heard this

:

Lest you shall chance to whip your information,
And beat the messenger who bids beware
Of wh.1t is to be dreaded.

Sic. Tell not me

:

I know this cannot be.
Bru. Not possible.

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. The nobles in great earnestness are going

All to the senate-house : some news is come,
Th.-it turns their countenances.

Sic. 'Tis this slave ;—
Go whip him 'fore the people's eyes :—his raising;

Nothing but his report.
Mess. Yes. worthy sir.

The slave's report is seconded ; and more,
More fearful, is deliver'd.

Sic. ^Vhat m6re fearful ?

Mess. It is spoke freely out of many mouths,
(How probable I do not know) that Marcius,
join'd with Aufidius, leads a power 'g;\iiist Rome,
And vows revenge as spacious as between
The young'st and oldest tiling.

.Sic. This is most likely!

Bru, Rais'd only, that the wealter sort may wish
Good Marcius home again.
Sia The very trick on 't.



Scene 6

Mfti. This is unlikely

:

lie- .intl Aiifidius can no more atone,
Than violentest contrariety.

Enter anotlitr Messenger.
2 Mcs^. You are sent for to the senate :

A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius,
,\ssociated with Autidius, rag^es
Upon our territories; and have already
I )'erborne their way, consum'd with fire, and took
^\|K^t lay before them.

Eiiter Cominius.
O'wi. O, you have made good work !

•>/-«. What newsf what news
Com. You have holp to ravisli your own daughters.

To melt the city leads upon your pates

:

[and
To see your wives dishonour'd to your noses,—
Men. What's the news 1 what's the news?
Corn. Your temples burned in their cement ; and

^'our franchises, whereon you stood, coi.fin'd
Into an auger's bore.

lilen. Pray now. your news?

—

You have made fair work, I fear me.—Pray, your
news?

—

If Marcius should be join'd with Volscians,

—

Com. If
lit,- is their god : he leads them like a thing
Made by some other deity than nature.
That shapes man better : and they follow him,
Aifainst us brats, with no less conhdence
Tlian boys pursuing summer butterflies.
Or butchers killing flies.

Men. You have made good work.
You and your apron-men ; you that stood so much
Upon the voice of occupation, and
The breath of garlic-eaters

!

Com. He will shake
Your Rome about your ears.
Men. As Hercules

Did shake down mellow fruit. You have made fair
Bni. But is this true, sir? [work 1

Cam. Ay ; and you'll look pale
Defore you find it other. All the regions
IJo smilingly revolt : and who resist
Are mock'd for \Tiliant ignorance.
And perish constant fools. \V)io is't can blame him?
Your enemies, and his, find something in him
Men. We are all undone, unless

The noble man have mercy.
Com. Who shall ask it?

The tribunes cannot do 't for shame ; the people
Deserve such pity of him, as the wolf
Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if they
Should say, Be good to Rome," they charg'd him.

even
As those should do that had descrv'd his hate,
And therein show'd like enemies.
Men. 'Tis true

:

If he were putting to my house the brand
That should consume it, I have not the face
To say. " Beseech you, cease."—You have made fair

hands.
^'ou and your cralts I you have crafted fair

!

Com. You liave brought
A trembling upon Rome, such .TSwas never
So incapable of help.
Koih Tri. Say not, we brought it.
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Citizens. 'Faith, we hear fearful news
1 Cit. For mine own part.

When I said, banish him, I said, 'twas pity.
2 Cil. And so did I.

3 Cit. And so did I ; and, to say the truth, so did
very many of us : that we did, we did for the best ;

and though we willingly consented to his banishment,
yet it was ag;ainst our will.

Com. You re goodly things, you voices !

Men. You have made
Good work, you and your cry 1—Shall's to the

Capitol ?

Com. O, aye. what else? \F.xeHntCova.and'iAsn.
Sic. Go. masters, c^et you home . be not dismay'd :

These are a side that would be glad to have
This true, which they so seem to fear. Go home,
.\nd show no sign of fear.

1 Cit. The gods be good to us !—Come, masters,
let's home. I ever said we were i' the wrong when we
banished him.

2 Cit. So did we all. But, come, let's home.
\Exev,nt Citizens.

Km. I do not like this news.
Sic. Nor I.

Ki-u Let's to the Capitol :—would halfmy wealth
Would buy this for a lie 1

Sic. Pray, let us go. \Exetint.

SCENE VII.—.4 Camp at a small distancefro'ii
Rome.

iT;;/^?- Aufidius and his Lieutenant.

Ah/. Do they still fly to the Roman?
LicH. 1 do not know what witchcraft's in him, but

Your soldiers use him as the grace 'fore meat.
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end

;

And you are darken'd in this action, sir.

Even by your own.
An/. I cannot help it now.

Unless, by using means, I lame the foot
Of our design. He bears himself more proudlier.
Even to my person, than I thought he would
When first I did embrace him : yet his nature
In th,at's no changling; and I must excuse
What cannot be amended.
Eieu. Yet I wish, sir,

{ I mean, for your particular.) you had not
Join'd in commission with him ; but either
Had borne theaction of yourself, or else
To him had left it solely.
Au/ I understand thee well; and be thou sure.

When he shaU come to his account, he knows not
What I can urge against him. Althougli it seems.
And so he thiniis, and is no less apparent
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly.
And shows good husbandry for the Volscian stati>.
Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon
As draw his sword

; yet he h.-ith left undone
That which shall break his neck, or hazard mine.
Whene'er we come to our account.

Men. How! Was it we? We lov'd him; but, like
beasts

And cowardly nobles, gave way unto your clusters,
\Mio ilid hoot him out o' the city
^om. But I fear

riiey'l! roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius,
The second name of men, obeys his points
As if he were his officer :—desperation
Is all the policy, strent^h, and defence,
I hat Rome can make against them.

Enter a tronfi 0/ Citizens.
Men. Here come the clusters

—

And IS Aufidius mth him?—You are they
Tliat made the air unwholcsoinc, when you cast
^our stinking greasy caps, in hooting at
Coriolanus' exile. Now he's coining ;

And not a hair upon a soldier's head,
"iVhich will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs.
As you threw ciips up, will lie limibic down.
And pay you for your voices. Tis no matter ; i

If he could bum us all into one coal,
Wc have descrv'd it. I

An/. All places yield to him ere he sits down
;

And the nobility of Rome are his :

The senators and patricians love him too :

The tribunes are no soldiers ; and their people
Will be as rash in the repeal, as hasty
To expel him thence. I think hell be to Rome
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it

Hy sov'reignty of nature. First he was
A noble servant to them ; but he could not
Carry his honours even : whether 'twas pride.
Which out of daily fortune ever taints
The happy man ; whether defect ofjudgment.
To fail 111 the disposing of tlwjse chance's
Which he was lord of; or whclher nature.
.Vot to be other than one thing, not moving

Ml the casque to the cusliion, but commandine;
i-.vLii with the same austerity and garb Ipeacr,
As he controird the war ; liut one of these
(.\s he li.ith spices of llicin all. not all.

lor I dare so far free him.)in.ide hiiii fear'd.
So h.ateil. and so banish'd : but he has a merit
To choke it in the ult'rance. So our virtues
Lie in the interpretation of the time:
And power, unto itself most comiiicnd.able,
I lalh not a tomb so evident as a cli.iir

I'o exiol wh.1t it hath done.
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One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail
;

Rights by rights fouler, strengths by strengths do fail.

Come, let's away. When, Caiys, Rome is thine,

Thou art poor'st of all ; then shortly art thou mine.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Rome. A Public Place.

Men. No, I'll not go ; you hear what he hath said.

Whicli was sometime his general ; who lov'd liini

In a most dear particular. He call'd me father :

But what o' that? Go, you that banish'd him

;

A mile before his tent fall down, and knee
The way into his mercy : nay, if he coy'd
To hear Cominius speak, I'll keep at home.
Com. He would not seem to know me.
Meti. Do 5'ou hear ?

i^oni. Yet one time he did call me by my name

:

I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops
That we have bled together. Coriolanus
He would not answer to : forbade all names;
He was a kind of nothing, titleless,

Till he had forg'd himself a name i' the fire

Of burning Rome.
Men. Why. so,—you have made good work !

A pair of tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome,
To make coals cheap,—a noble memory I

Co7n. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon
"When it was less expected : he replied.
It was a bare petition of a state
To one whom they had punish'd.
Men, Very well : could he say less ?

Coin. I offer'd to awaken his regard
For his private friends : his answer to me was.
He could not stay to pick them in a pile

Of noisome musty chaff : he said 'twas folly,

For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt,
And still to nose the offence.

Men. For one poor grain or two

!

I am one of those ; his mother, wife, his child,

And this brave fellow too, we are the grains
;

You are the musty chaff ; and you are smelt
Above the moon : we nmst be burnt for you.

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient : if you refuse your aid
In this so never-needed help, yet do not
Upbraid 's with our distress. But, sure, if you
Would be your country's pleader, your gootl tongue.
More than the instant army we can make.
Might stop our countryman.
Men. No, I'll not meddle.
Sic. Pray you, go to him.
Men. What should I do ?

Brit Only make trial what your love can do
For Rome, towards Marcius.
Men. Well, and say that Marcius

Return me, as Cominius is return'd,

Unheard; what then?
But as a discontented friend, grief-shot

With his unkindnessj say 't be so!
Sic. Yet your good will

Must have that thanks from Rome, after the measure
As you intended well.

Men. I'll undertake it

:

I think, he'll hear me. Yet, to bite his lip.

And hum at good Cominius. much unhearts me.
He was not taken well ; he had not din'd :

The veins unfiU'd. our blood is cold, and then
We pout upon the morning, are unapt
To give or to forgive ; but when we have stufTd
These pipes and these conveyances of our blood
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls
Than in our priest-like fasts : therefore I'll watch him
'i'ill he be dieted to my request.

And then I'll set upon him.
Brit. You know the very road into his kindness,

And cannot lose your waj'.

Men. Good faith, I'll prove him.
Speed how it will. I shall ere long have knowledge
Of my success. \hxit.

Com. He'll never hear him.
Sic. Not?
Com. I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye

Red as 'twould burn Rome ; and his inj ury

The gaoler to his pity. I kneel'd before him

;

'Twas very faintly he said, ''Rise;" dismiss'd me
Thus, with his speechless hand : what he would do.
He sent in writing after ;ne ; what he would not
Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions :

So that all hope is vain.

Unless his noble mother, and his wife
;

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him
For mercy to his country. Therefore, let's hence.
And with our fair entreaties haste them on.

{Exeunt.

SCENE II.

—

A7t advancedpost oftile Volscian CauiJ
be/ore Rome. The Guard at their stations.

Enter to tJiein, Menenius.

1 G. Stay : whence are you ?

2 G. St.ind, and go bai.k.

/l/f«. You guard hke men ; 'tis well: but, by your
I am an oflicer of state, and come [leave.

To speak with Coriolanus.
I G. • From whence ?

Men. From Rome.
1 G. You may not pass, you must return: our general

Will no more hear from thence.
2 G. You'll see your Rome embrac'd with fire, before

You 11 speak with Coriolanus.
Men. Good my friends.

If you have heard your general talk of Rome,
And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks.
My name hath touch d your ears : it is Menenius.

I G. Be it so ; go back : the virtue of your name
Is not here passable.
Men. I tell thee, fellow,

Thy general is my lover : I have been
The book of his good acts, whence men have read
His fame unparallel'd, haply, amplified

;

For I have ever verified my friends,

(Of whom he 's chief,) with all the size that verity

Would without lapsing suffer: nay, sometimes,
Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground,
I have tumbled past the throw ; and in his praise
Have almost stamp'd the leasing. Therefore, fellow

,

I must have leave to pass.
1 G. 'Faith, sir. if you had told as many lies in his

behalf, as you have uttered words in your own, you
should not piT.ss here ; no, though it were as virtuous
to lie, as to Uve chastely. Therefore, go back.

A/en. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember my name is Mene-
nius, always factionary on the party of your general.

2 G. Howsoever you have been his liar (as you say
you have), I am one that, telling true under hun, must
SAy, you camiot pass. Therefore, go back.
Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell! for I would

not speak with him till after dinner.

I G. You are a Roman, are you!
Men. I am as thy general is.

1 G. Then you should hate Rome, as he does. Can
you, when you have pushed out your gates the very
defender of them, and, in a violent popular ignor.ance,

given your enemy your shield, think to front his re-

venges with the easy groans of old women, the vir-

ginal palms of your daughters, or with the palsied in-

tercession of such a decayed dotant as you seem to

be ! Can you think to blow out the intended fire your
city is ready to flame in, with such weak bre.ith as
this! No, you are deceived ; therefore, back to Rome,
and prepare for your execution : you are condenmed,
our general has sworn you out of reprieve and pardon.
A/en. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I were here, he

would use me with estimation.
2 G. Come, my captain knows you not.

Men. I mean, thy general.
I G. My general cares not for you. Back. I say,

go ; lest 1 let forth your half pint of blood ;—back—
tliat 's the utmost of your havmg;—back.
A/en. Nay. but, fellow, fellow,

—

Enter Coriolanus and Aufidius.

Cor. What 's the matter!
A/en. Now, you companion, I'll say an errand for

you : you sh.all know now that I am in estimation ; you
shall perceive that a Jack guardant cannot office me
from my son Coriolanus ; giiess, but by my entertain-

ment with him, if thou stand'st noti' the state ofhang-
ing, or of some death more long in spectatorship, arid

crueller in suffering: tiehold now presently, and swoon
for what 's to come upon thee.—The glorious gods sit

in hourly synod about thy particular prosperity, and
love thee no worse than thyold father Meneniusdoes I
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An eTident calamity, though we hscl
Our wish, which side sliould win ; for either thou
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led
With manacles throutrh our streets, or else
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin.
And bear the palm, for having bravely shed
Thy wife and children's blood. For myself, son,
I purpose not to wait on fortune, till

These wars determine : if I cannot persuade thee
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts.
Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner
March to assault thy country, than to tread
(Trust to't, thou shalt not) on thy mother's womb,
That brouglit thee to this world.

yi'r. Ay, and mine.
That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name
Living to time.
Hoy. He shall not tread on me ;

I'll run away till I am bigger, but then I'll fight.
Cor. Not of a woman's tenderness to be,

Requires nor child nor woman's face to see.
I have sat too long. [Rising.

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus.
If it were so, that our request did tend
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy
The Volscesw'hom you serve, you might condemn us.
As poisonous of your honour : no ; our .suit

Is, that you reconcile them : while the Volsces
May say, " This mercy we have show'd " the

Romans,
This we receiz'd ;" and each in either side

Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, "Be Hcss'd
For makingup this peace !" 'Thou know'st, great son,
The end of war's uncertain ; but this certain,
That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit
Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a name.
Whose repetition will be dogg'd with curses ;

Whose chronicle thus writ,—" The man was noble,
Bntwith his last attempt he luip'd it out

;

Destroyd his country ; and his juune remains
To the ensuing a.ge abhorrd." Speak to me, son :

Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour,
To imitate the graces of the gods ;

To tear with tliunder the wide cheeks o' the ,air.

And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt
That should buf rive an oak. Why dost not speak ':

Think'st thou it honourable for a noble man
Still to remember wrongs ?—Daughter, speak you :

He cares not for your weeping.—Speak thou, boy :

Perhaps thy childishness will move him more
Than can our reasons.—There is no man in the world
More bound to his mother; yet here he lets me prate
IJke one i' the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life

Show'd thy dear mother any courtesy ;

When she, (poor hen 1) fond of no second brood.
Has cluck'd thee to the wars, and safely home,
1-oaden with honour. Say, my request's unjust,
And spurn me back : but ifit be not so.

Thou art not honest ; and the gods will plague thee,
That thou restrain'st from me tlie duty, Avhich
To a mother's part belongs.—He turns away :

Down, ladies ; let us shame him witli our knees.
To his surname, Coriolanus, 'longs more pride.
Than pity to our prayers. Down : an end

;

Thi's is the last :—so we will home to Rome,
And die among our neighbours.—Nay. behold us :

This boy. that cannot tell what he would have,
Rut kneels and holds up hands for fellowship,
iJoes reason our petition with more strength
Than tliou hast to deny *t —Come, let us go

;

'fhis fellow had a Volscian to his mother
;

His wife is in Corioli, and his cliild

Like him by chance.—Vet give us our despatch :

I am hush'cl until our city be .afire,

And then I'll speak a little.

Cor.[Holding\'o\\xmm7\.by the hand.^ O, mother,
mother 1

What have you done? Behold, the heavens do ope,
The gods look down, and this unn.atural scene
They laugh at. O my mother I mother I O 1

"Vou have won a happy victory to Rome ;

But. for your son,—believe it, O, believe it,

—

Most d.ingerously you have with him iire\'.'urd,

If not most mortal to him. But, let it cnme —
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars,
I'll frame convenient pe.ace. Now, good Aufidms,
Were you in my stead, would you liave heard
A mother less? or granted less, Aufidius!

Act s.

Auf. I was mov'd withal.
Coy. I dare be sworn you were

:

And, sir, it is no little thing to make
Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, g^ood sir,

What peace you'l! make, advise me : for my part,
I'll not to Rome, I'll back with you ; and pray you,
Stand to me in tliis cause.—O mother ! wife i

Aii/.{Aside.\ I am glad thou hast set thy mercy
and thy honour

At difference in thee : out of that I'll work
Myself a former fortune.

[ The ladies make signs to Coriolanus.
Cor. ^ Ay, by and by ;

But we will drink tog'ether ; and you shall bear
A better witness back than words, which we.
On like conditions, would have counter-seal'd.
Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve
To have a temple built you : all the swords
In Italy, and her confederate arms,
Could not have made this peace. {Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—Rome. A Public Place.

Enter Menenius and Sicinius.

Me7i. See you yond* coigne o' the Capitol,—yond'
corner-stone ?

Sic. "Why, what of that ?

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it with
your little fing'cr, there is some hope the ladies of
Rome, especially his mother, may prevail with him.
But I say, there is no hope in 't : our throats are sen-
tenced, and stay upon execution.

Sic. Is "t possible that so short a time can alter the
condition of a man?
Men There is differency between a grub and a

butterfly: yet your butterfly was a grub. This M.ir-

cius is grown from man to dragon; he has wings;
he's more than a creeping thing.

Sic. He loved his mother dearly.
Men. So did he me : and he no more remembers

his mother now, than an eight-year-old horse. The
tartness of his face sours ripe grapes : when he walks,

like an engine, and the ground shrinks before
his treading: he is able to pierce a corslet with his

eye ; talks like a knell, and his hum is a battery. Ho
sitS'in his state, as a thingmade for Alexander. \\'hat

he bids be done, is finished with his bidding. He
wants nothing of a god but eternity, and a heaven to

throne in.

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly.

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark wh.it

mercy his mother shall bring from him : there is no
more mercy in him, than tliere is milk in a ni.ile

tiger; that shall our poor city find: and all this is

'lou^ of you.
Sic. The g"ods be good unto us ]

Men. No. m such a case the ;^ods will not b? good
unto us. When we banished him. we respected not
them ; and, he returning to break our necks, they
respect not us.

Enter a Messenger.
Mf'ss Sir, if you'd save your life, fly to your house ;

The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune.
And hale him up and down ; all swearing, if

The Roman ladies bring not comfort home,
They'll give him death by inches

Enter a Jft-tf^w:' Messenger.
Sic. What's the new^,
2 Mess. Good news, good news :—the ladies have

prevail'd.
The Tolscians are dislodg'd. and Marcius gone ;

-V merrier day did never yet greet Rome,
N"o, not the expulsion of the Tarquins.
Sic. Friend,

Art thou certain this is true? is it most certain?
2 Mess. As certain as I know the sun is tire :

Wliere have you lurk'd. that you ma.ke doubt of it?

N'e'er through an arch so hurried the blown tide.
As the recomforted through the gates. U'hy, hark

you !

{^Trumpets and hautboys souitded, and drums
bcate7t, all together. Shout in,i; also within.

Tlic trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes,

T.ibors. and cymbals, and the shouting Romans,
.Make the sun dance.* Hark you I {.Shouting again^
Men. This is good nr.ws;

I will go meet the ladies. This VoUimnia
lb worth of consuls, senators, patricians.

1



Scene 5. COKiOLANUS.

A city full ; of tribunes, such as you,
A sc.i ami laiid full. You have pray'd well to-day :

This morning for ten thuusaiul of your throats
Id not have jjiven a doit. Hark, how they joy I

[Shoiuinj^ ajid >nusic.
Sic. First, the ,?ods bless you for your tidings ; next.

Accept my thankfulness.
2 Mess. Sir, we have all

Great cause to give great thanks.
Sic. Tliey are near the city 1

I .yicss. Almost at point to enter.
Sic. We will meet them.

And help the joy. \Gciint:.
Enter tfic ladies, accompanied by Senators, Patricians,

ajtdpeople. They pass.
I Sen. Behold our patroness, the life of Rome 1

Call all your tribes together, praise the gods.
And make triumphant fires; strew flowers before
Unshout the noise that banish'd Marcius ; [them :

Repeal hiin with the welcome of his mother ;

Cry,—•' Welcome, ladies, welcome I"
--'''''. Welcome, ladies.

Welcome I \_Aflourish -with drums and trumpets.
yUxeulU.

SCENE v.—Antium. A Public Place.

Enter TuUus Aufidius, with Attendants.

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city 1 am here
Deliver them this paper : having read it.

Bid them repair to the market-place ; where I,

Even in theirs and in the commons' ears,
Will vouch the truth of it. Him t accuse.
The city ports, by this, hath enter'd, and
Intends to appear before the people, hoping
To purge himself ivith words : despatch.

{Exeunt Attendants,
Enter three orfour Conspirators of Kiifidmi.'faction
Most welcome I

1 Con. How is it with our general?
^luf. Even so,

.\s with a man by his own alms empoison'd,
And with his charity slain.

2 Con. Most noble sir.

If you do hold the same intent, wherein
You wish'd us parties, we'll deliver you
Of your great danger.
Auf. Sir, I cannot tell

:

We inust proceed, as we do find the people.
3 Con. The people will remain imcertain, whilst

Twixt you there's difference ; but the fall of either
Makes the survivor heir of all.

Auf I know it

;

.\nd my prete.xt to strike at him admits
A good construction. I raisd him, and I pawn'd
.Muic honour for his truth : who being so heighten'd.
He water'd his new plants with dews of (lattery,
Seducing so my friends ; and, to this end.
He bow d his nature, never known before
liut to be rough, unswayahle. and free.

^ Con. Sir, his stoutness
^V'hen he did stand for consul, which he lost
By lack of stooping,

—

luf. That I would have spoke of:
IJeijig banished for 't, he came unto my hearth

;

Presented to my knife his throat : I took him
;

.Made him joint-servant with me ; gave him way
1 11 all his own desires ; nay, let him choose
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish,
.My best and freshest men ; scrv'd his designments
In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame
Which he did end all his ; and took some pride
To do myself this wrong : till, at the last,
I stcm'd his follower, not partner ; and
He waged me with his countenance, as if
I had been mercenary.
_, C"". So he did, my lord

:

The anny narvell'd at it ; and, in the last,
^^he^ we h.ad carried Rome, and that wc look'd
lor no less spoil than glory,—
.-'"'^.

.
There w;is it :—

if>r which my smews shall be sfretcli'd upon him.
At a few drops of women's rheum, which are
As c heap as lies, ho sold the blood and labour
' n our gre.it action : therefore shall he die.
Acid I'll renew me in his<;ill. But, hark I

[Drums aiul trumpets sound, luUh trreat shouts
0/ the people.

I Con. Your native town you enter'd like a post,
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And had no welcomes home ; but he returns,
Splittuig the iiir with noise.
2 Cott. And patient fools,

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats tear
With giving him glory,

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage,
Ere he express himself, or move the people
With what he would say, let him feel your sword.
Which we will second. When he lies along.
After your way his tale pronounc'd shall biiry
His reasons with his body.
A uf Say no more :

Here come the lords.
Enter the Lords o/' tlie city.

Lords. You are most welcome home.
Auf. I have not descrv'dit

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus d
What I have written to you ?
Lords. We have.
1 Lord. And grieve to hear it.

What faults he made before the last, I think.
Might have found easy fines : but there to end
Where he was to begin, and give away
The benefit of our levies, answering us
With our own charge, making a treaty wliere
There was a yielding.—this admits no excuse.
Auf He approaches : you shall hear him.

f'.nter Coriolanus, ivith drums and colours ; a croTud
0/ Citizens with him.

Cor. Hail, lords I I am return'd your soldier ;

N"o more infected with my country's love
Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting
Under your great command. You are to know.
That prosperously I have attempted, and
With bloody passage, led your wars even to
The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought

home.
Do more than counterpoise, a full third part,
The charges of the action. We have made peace,
With no less honour to the Antiates.
Than shame to the Romans ; and we here deliver,
Subscrib'd by the consuls and patricians. .

Together %vith the seal o' the senate, what
\Ve have compounded on.
Auf. Read it not, noble lords;

Rut tell the traitor, in the highest degree
He hath abus'd your powers.
Cor. Traitor I How now J

Auf Ay, traitor, Marcius,
C^"''. Marcius !

Auf. Ay, Marcius. Cains Marcius: dost thou think
I'll grace thee with that robbery, tliy storn name
Coriolanus in Corioli?
Vou lords and heads of the state, perfidiously
He has betray'd your business, and given up.
For certain drops of s.alt, your city Rome
( 1 sav your city) to his wife and mother

;

Breaking his oath and resolution, like
.A. twist of rotten silk ; never admitting
Counsel o' the war ; but, at his nurse's te.irs.
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory

;

That pages blush'd at him, and men of heart
Look'd wondering each at other.
Cor. Hear'st thou, Mars?
Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears

!

Cor. iia;
Auf No more.
Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart

Too great for what contains it. Boy I O slave !—
Pardon me, lords, 'tis the first time that ever
I was forc'd to scold. Your judgments, my grave

lords.
Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion
( Who wears my stripes impress'd upon him ; that
Must bear my beating to his grave) shall join
1 o thrust the lie unto him.

I Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak
Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volsces ; men and la<is.

Stain all your edges on inc.—Hoy ! F.iisc hound 1

If you have writ your aim.ils true, 'tis there,
Tli.it. like an eagle in a dove-cote, I
Ikiiter'd your Volsciaiis in CorioU :

Alone I did it.—Boy I

Auf Why, noble lords.
Will you be put in mind ofliis blind fortune.
Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart,
Fore your own eyes and ears?
Conspirators. Let him die for 't.
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Cilizeos. [S/'eaktug: promiscuously \ Tear him to

pieces; do it [jresently : lie killed my son;—my
daughter;—he killed my cousin Marcius;—he killed

my father,

—

2 Lord. Peace, ho !—no outrage :—peace 1

The man is noble, and his fame folds in

This orb o" the earth. His last offence to us
Sliall have judicious hearing.— Stand, Aufidius,
And trouble not the peace.

Cor. O that I had him,
With six Aufidiuses, or more, his tribe.

To use my lawful sword I

Anf. Insolent villain !

Conspirators. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him !

[Aufidius ttfid the Conspirators draw, and
kill Coriolanus, luho falls : Aufidius
stands on him.

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold I

Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak.
1 Lord. O TuUus 1

2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour
will weep,

q L^ord. Tread not upon him.—Masters all, be
fut up your swords. [quiet.

—

A iif. My lords, when you shall know (as in this rage,

Pro\ok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice
That he is thus cut off. Please it vour honours
To call me to your senate, I'll deliver
Myself your royal servant, or endure
Your heaviest censure.

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body,

—

And mourn you for him !—let him be regarded
As the most noble corse that ever herald
Did follow to his urn.
2 Lord. His own impatience

Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame.
Lets make the best of it.

Auf. My rage is gone;
And I am struck with sorrow.—Take liim up :

—

Help, three o' the chiefest soldiers ; I'll be one.—
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully

:

Trail your steel pikes—Though in this city he
Hath widow'd and unchilded many a one,
Which to this hour bewail the injury,
Yet he shall have a noble memory.
Assist.

[Exeunt, bearing the hody (?/"Coriolanus.
A dead inarch sounded.

Julius Cesar.

DRAMATIS rERSON.<E.

Julius Caesar.
Octavius C«sar,
Marcus Antonius,
M. .,'Eniil,

Cicero, Publius, ) c..,,/^.
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Marcus Brutus,
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Trebonius,
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Decius Brutus,
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SCENE,—Rome : aftenvards near Sardis and Philippi.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Rome. A Street.

F.ntcr Flavins, Marullus, and a rabble cyCitizen

Flav. Hence I hence, home, you idle creatures, get
Is this a holiday ? What ! know you not, [you home ;

Being mechanical, you ought not walk
Upon a labouring day without the sign
Of your profession ?—Speak, what trade art thou ?

I Cit. Why, sir, a carpenter.
Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule !

\Vhat dost thou with thy best apparel on ?—
You, sir, what trade are you?

1 Cit. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, I am
but, as you would say, a cobbler. [rectly.
Mar. But what trade art thou? An.swer me cii-

2 Cit, A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with a
safe conscience : which is, indeed, sir, a mender of

bad soles. [what trade S

Mar What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty knave,
2 Ctt. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with me :

yet. if you be out, sir, I can mend you.
Mar. What meanest thou by that ? Mend me, thou
2 Cit. Why, sir, cobble you (saucy fellow I

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ?

a Cit. Truly, sir. all that I live by is, with the awl : I

meddle with no tradesman's matters, nor women's
matters, but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, a .surgeon to
old shoes ; when they are in great danger, I recover
them. As proper men as ever trod upon neats-leather
have gone upon ray handywork.
Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day?

Why dost thou lead these men about the streets?
2 Cit. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get

myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make
holiday, to see Caesar, and to rejoice in his tiiuinph.
Mar. Wherefore rejoice? what conquest brings

What tributaries follow him to Ronie. (he home?
To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels?
\'ou blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless
() you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, [things,

Knew you not Pompey? Many a time anil oft

Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements.
To towers and winciows, yea, to chimney-tops.
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat
The live-long day, with patient expectation.
To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome

:

And when you saw his chariot but appear,
H.ive you not made a universal sliout.

That Tiber trembled'underneath her banks.
To hear the replication of your sounds
Made in her concave shores?
And do you now put on your best attire

!
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And do you now cull out a holiday

!

Aiui ilo you now strew Howerb m his way,
Tliat comes in triumph over Pompey's blood ?

Be gone I

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees,
Pray to the gods to intermit the plague
That needs 'must light on this ingratitude.

i-'iav. Go, go. good countrymen, and, for this fault,

Assemble all the poor men of j'our sort

,

Draw them to Tiber banks, and weep your tears
Into the channel, till the lowest stream
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all.

—

[Exeunt C\l\zens.
See whe'r their basest metal be not mov"d

;

Tins vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness.

Go you down that way towards the Cajjitol

;

This way will I : disrobe the images.
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies.
May. May we do so ?

You know it is the feast of Lupercal.
/•'Air*. It is no matter ; let no images

Be hung with Cesar's trophies. I'll about.
And drive away the vulgar from the streets :

So do you too, where you perceive them thick.

These growing feathers pluck'd from Caesar's wing,
WiL make him fly an ordinary pitch ;

AV'ho else would soar above the view of men,
And keep us ail in servile fearfulncss. \_Bxeunt.

SCENE II.—Rome. A public nacc.

Enter^ inprocession, with music, Cxsar ; Antony, /or
the course; Calphurnia, Portia, Decius, Cicero,
Brutus, Cassius, a«<3f Casca ; a great crowd foHow-
iug, atnoiig them a Soothsayer

Cos. Calphurnia,

—

Casca. Peace, ho ! Ci-esar speaks.
\_hfiisic ceases.

Cces. Calphurnia,

—

Cal. Here, my lord,
Cas. Stand you directly in Antonius" way.

When he doth run his course.—Antonius.
Ant. Cajsar my lord

?

C(2S. Forget not, in your speed. Antonius,
To touch Calphurnia : for our elders say.
The barren, touched in this holy chase.
Shake off their sterile course.
Ant. I shall remember :

When C.TCsar says, " Do this," it is perform'd.
Ct?s. Set on ; and leave no ceremony out. [Afusic.
Sooth. Caisarl
Ca-s. Hal Who calls?
Casca. Bid every noise be still ;—peace yet again I

[.M/tsic ceases.
Ctes. Who is it in the press that calls on me ?

I hear a tongue, shriller than all the .nusic.

Cry, " Caisar." Speak ; Caesar is lurn'd to hear.
.s'ooth. Beware the ides of March.
Cas. What man is that!
/iru. A soothsayer bids you beware the ides of

March.
CtTs. Set him before me ; let me see his lace.
Cas. Fellow, come from the throng; look upon

Ca;sar. [again.
Ct?s. What say'st thou to me now? Speak once
Sooth. Beware the ides of March.
Ctrs. He is a dreamer ; let us leave him :—pass.

[Sennet. Exeunt all but Bru. atid Cas.
Cas. Will you go see the order of the course ?

Bru. Not I.

Cas. I pray you, do.
Bru, I am not gamesome ; I do lack some part

Of that quick spirit that is in Antony.
1 .et me not hinder, Cassius, your desires

;

I'll leave you.
Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late

:

I have not from your eyes that gentleness.
And show of love, as I w.is wont to liave :

Vou bear too stubborn and too strange a hand
( )ver your friend that loves you.

lirv. Cassius,
H." not decciv'd : if I h.ive vcilVI my look,
I I urn the trouble of my countenance
Mir, ly upon myself. Vexed I am,
< 'I l.i:c. with p.'issions of some difference,
I • iKr|,lions only proper to myself,
Willi Ii give some soil, perhaps, to my bch.iviours

;

);:^i let not therefore my good friends be gricv'd,
j

(Among which number, Cassius, be you one,)
Nor construe any further my neglect.
Than that poor Brutus, with himself at war.
Forgets the shows of love to other men. [sion ;

Cas. Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your pas-
By means whereof, this breast of mine hath buried
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.
Tell me; good Brutus, can you see your face ?

Bru. No, Cassius : for the eye sees not itself,

But by reflection, by some other things.
Cas. 'Tis just

;

And it is very much lamented, Brutus,
That you have no such mirrors as will turn
Your hidden worthiness into your eye.
That you might see your shadow. I have heard.
Where many of the best respect in Rome.
(Except immortal Cajsar.) speaking of Brutus.
And groaning underneath this ages yoke.
Have wish'd that noble Brutus had his eyes.
Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Cassius,

That you would have me seek into myself
For that which is not in me?

C(7 J. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear ;

.\nd, since you know you cannot see yourself
So well as by reflection, I, your glass,
Will modestly discover to yourself
That of yourself which you yet know not of
.\nd be not jealous on me, gentle Brutus

:

\Vere I a common laugher, or did use
To stale with ordinary oaths my love
To every new protester ; if you know
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard,
And after scandal them ; or if you know
That I profess myself, in banqueting.
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

{blourish, and shout.
Bru. What means this shouting? I dofearthepeople

Choose Caesar for their king.
Cas. Ay, do you fear it ?

Then must I think you would not have it so.

Bru. I would not, Cassius ; yet I love him well.—
But wherefore do you hold me here so long?
AVhat is it that you would impart to me?
If it be aught toward the general good,
set honour in one eye, and death i' the other.
And I will look on both indifferently.
For, let the gods so speed me, as I love
The name of honour more than I fear death.

Cas. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus,
As well as I do know your outward favour.
Well, honour is the subject of my stor>^

—

I cannot tell ivhat you and other men
Think of this life ; but, for my single self,

1 had as lief not be. as live to be
In awe of such a thing as I myself.
I was born free as Caesar ; so were you

:

We both have fed as well ; and we can both
Endure the winter's cold as well as he

:

! or once, upon a raw and gusty day.
The troubled Tiber chafing with her shores.
C.-esar said to me, " Oar st thou, Cassius, now
Leap in with tne into this a7igryflood.
And swi7n to youder point 1" Upon the word.
Accoutred .as I was, I plunged in.

And bade hira follow : so, indeed, he did.
The torrent roar'd ; and we did buffet it

With lusty sinews, throwing it aside.
And stemming it, with hearts of controversy:
But ere we could arrive the point propos'd,
Caesar cried, ** Help nic, Cassius, or I sink !"

1, as /line.ts, our gre.it ancestor,
IJid from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder,
The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of Tiber
1 lid 1 the tirid Ca'sar : and this man
Is now become .a god ; and Cassius is

A wretched cre.iture, and must bend his body.
If C.-usar carelessly but nod on him.
He had a fever when he w,is in Siiain,
And, when the tit w.is on him, I (lid innrk
How he did shake : 'tis true, this god di<l shake:
ilis coward lips did from their colour fly;

\nd that same eye, whose bend doih awe the world.
Dill lose his lustre : I did h.-.ir him groan :

Ay. .and th.at tongue of his. ili.it b.ide the Romans
M.irk him. and write his sp.-.-chcs in llicir books,
.\l.is, it cried, " CiTC me some drink, Jitiniuv.'
As a sick girl. Ve gods, it iloth am.izc me,
A man of such a feeble temper should



494 JULIUS CESAR. Act I.

So get the start of the majestic world, _

And bear the palm alone. 1 Flourish, and shotit.

Bru, Another general shout?
I do believe that these applauses are
For some new honours that are heaped on Caesar.

Cas. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow
Like a Colossus ; and we petty men (world,

"Walk under his huge legs, and peep about
To find ourselves dishonourable graves.
Men at some time are masters of their fates :

Tlie fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars.

But in ourselves, that we are underlings.
Brutus, and Caesar : what should be in that Cresar?
Why should that name be sounded more than your^?
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ;

Soimd them, it doth become the mouth as well

;

AVeigti them, it is as heavy ; conjure with them,
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Ciesar.
Now, in the names of all the gods at once.
Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed.
That he is grown so great ? Age, thou art sham'd I

Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods !

When went there by an age. since the great flood.

But it was fam'd with more than with one man?
When could they say, ttU now, that talk'd of Rome
Th.at lier wide walls encompass'd but one man !

Now is it Rome indeed, and room enough,
When there is in it but one only man.
O. you and I have heard our fathers say.

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd
Th' eternal devil to keep his state in Rome,
As easily as a king.
Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous:

What you would work me to, I have some aim :

How I have thought of this, and of these times,

I shall recount hereafter ; for this present,
I would not, so with love I might entreat you.
Be any further mov'd. What you have said,

I will consider ; what you have to say,
I will with patience hear ; and find a time
Both meet to hear, and answer, such high things.
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this ;

Brutus had rather be a villager.

Than to repute himself a son of Rome
Under these hard conditions, as this time
Is like to lay upon us.

Cas. I am glad that my weak words
Have struck but thus much show of fire from Brutus.

Re-enter C.iesar and his train.
Brti. The games are done, and Cresar is returning.
Cas. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve

And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you,
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day.

Brtt. I will do so : but, look you, Cassius,

The angry spot doth glow on Ceesar's brow,
And all the rest look hke a chidden train

:

Calphurnia's cheek is pale ; and Cicero
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes.
As we have seen him in the Capitol,

Being cross'd in conference by some senators.

Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is.

Ci^s. Antonius.
Ant. Ccesar.
Cas. Let me have men about me that are fat

;

Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o' nights :

Yond Cassius luas a lean and hungry look ;

He thinks too much : such men are dangerous.
Ant. Fear him not. Csesar; he's not dangerous:

He is a noble Roman, and well ,^iven.

Cas. 'Would he were fatter I 'but I fear him not

:

Yet if my name were liable to fear,

I do not know the man I should avoid
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much

;

He is a great observer, and he looks
Quite through the deeds of men ; he loves no plays.

As thou dost, Antony : he hears no music

:

Seldom he smiles ; .and smiles in such a sort,

As if he mock'd himself, and scorn'd his spirit

That could be mov'd to smile at anytliing.

Such men as he be never at heart's ease.
Whiles they behold a greater than themselves

;

And therefore are they very dangerous.
1 r.athcr tell thee what is to be fear'd.

Th.m what 1 fear, for always I am C.-es.ir.

(Jome on nty right hand, for this car is deaf.
And tc-M nie truly what lliou think'.st of him.

I
h'.xeu Ht C.Tesar and Ins train, Casca

stays behind.

Casca. You puU'd me by the cloak ; would you
speak with me?
Brii. Ay, Casca ; teli us what hath chanc'd to-day.

That Caesar looks so sad.
Casca. Why, you were with him, were you not?
Bru. I should not, then, ask Casca what had

chanc'd.
Casca. Why, there was a crown offered him ; and,

being offered him, he put it by with the back of his
hand, thus ; and then the people fell a shouting.
Bru. What was the second noise for?
Casca. Why, for that too.
Cas. They shouted thrice : what was the last cry

for?
Casca. Why. for that too.
Km. Was the crown offer'd him thrice ?

Casca. Ay, marry, was 't. and he put it by thrice,
every time gentler than other; .and at every putring
by mine honest neighbours shouted.

Cas. Who offered htm the crown ?

Ca.'ca. Why, Antony.
Brn. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca.
Casca. I can as well be hanged, as tell the manner

of it : It was mere foolery; I did not mark it. I sa%v
Mark Antony offer him a crown ;—yet 'twas not a
crown neither, 'twas one of these coronets :— and, as I

told you, he put it by once : but. for all that, to my
thinking, he would fain have had it. Then he offered
it to him again ; then he put it by again : but, to my
thinking, he was very loth to lay his fingers off it.

And then he oflfered it the third time : he put it the
third time by ; and still as he refused it. the rabble-
ment hooted, and clapped their chapped hands, and
threw up their sweaty nightcaps, and uttered such a
deal of stinking breath, because Csesar refused the
crown, that it had aUnost choked Caesar ; for he
swooned and fell do\vn at it: and for mine own part, I

durst not laugh, for fear of opening ray hps, and re-
ceiving the bad air.

Cas. But soft, I pray you : what, did Ca:sar swoon ?

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and foameil
at mouth, and was speechless.
Bru. 'Tis very like, he hath the falling-sickness.
Cas. No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and I,

And honest Casca, we have the falling-sickness.
Casca. I know not what you mean by that ; but. I

am sure Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people did
not clap him and hiss him, according as he pleased
and displeased them, as they used to do the players in
the theatre, I am no true man.
Bru. What said he, when he came unto himself?
Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he pcr-

ceiv'd the common herd was glad he refused the crown-
he plucked me ope his doublet, and offered them his

throat to cut:—an I had been a man ofany occupation,
if I would not have taken him at a word, I wouM I

might go to hell among the rogues :—and so he fell.

When he came to himself again, he said, if he had
done or said any thing amiss, he desired their worships
to think it was his infirmity. Three or four wenches,
where I stood, cried, "Alas, ^ood soul r' and for-

gave him with all their hearts: but there's no heed to
be taken ofthem ; ifCaesar had stabbed their mothers,
they would have done no less.

Bru. And after that, he came, thus sad, away?
Casca. Ay.
Cas. Did Cicero say any thing?
Casca. Ay. he spoke Greek.
Cas. To what effect?
Casca. Nay, an I tell you that, I'll ne'er look you i'

the face again : but those that understood him smiled
at one another, and shook their heads ; but. lor mine
own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more
news too : Marullus and Flavins, for pulling scarfs off

C.'esar's images, .are put to silence. Fare you well.

There was more foolery yet, if I could remember it.

Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca?
Caica. No, I am promised forth.

Cas. Will you dine with me to-morrow?
Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and

your dinner worth the eating.
Cas. Good : I will expect you.
Casca. Do so : farewell, both. [l-.xit.

Bru. What a bhint fellow is this grown to be ?

He was quick mettle wlien he went to school.
Cas. .So is he now, in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprise.
However he puts on this tardy form.
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This rudeness is a s;iuco to his good wit,

>Vliich gives men stomach to (li;;obt his words
\\M\ better api>etite.

Bni. And so it is. For tliis time I will leave you

;

To-morrow, if you please to speak with me,
I will come home to you ; or, if you will.

Come home to me, and 1 will wait for you.
Cas. I will do so :—till tlien, tliink of tlie world.

[Exit Brutus.

Well, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet. I see,

Thy honourable metal may be wrought
1-rum that it is dispos'd : therefore 'tis meet
That noble minds keep ever with their likes;

I"cir who so firm that cannot be seduc"d?
C.-csar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus

:

If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius,

He should not humour me. I will this mtjht.

In se\eral hands, in at his windows throw.
As if they came from several citizens.

Writings, all tending to the great opinion
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely
Ca:sar's ambition shall be glanced at

:

And, after this, let Caesar seat him sure ;

For we will shake him, or worse days endure.
[Exit.

SCENE III.—Rome. A Street.

Thunder and liglUning. E,titer,/rom opposite sides,

Casca, with his s^'ord draion, and Cxct^xo.

Cic. Good even, Casca : brought you Ca:sar home ?

Why are you breathless? and wny stare you so!
Casca. Are not you mov'd, when all the sway of

earth
Shakes like a thing unfinn ! O Cicero,

I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds
Have riv'd the knotty oaks ; and I liave seen
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam,
1 o be exalted with the tlireatening clouds:
But never till to-night, never till now,
I >id I go through a tempest dropping fire.

Hither there is a civil strife in heaven.
Or else the world, too saucy with the gods.
Incenses them to send destruction.

Cic. Why, saw you any thing more wonderful ?

Casca. A common slave (you know him well bv
sight)

Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn
I .ike twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand.
Not sensible of fire, remain'd unscorch'd.
Besides, (I have not since put up my sword.)
,\ gainst the Capitol I met a lion.

Who glar'd upon me, and went surly by.
\\ithout annoying me : and there were dravra
l|ion a heap a hundred ghastly women.
Transformed with their fear; who s«ore they saw
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets.

And yesterday the bird of night did sit,

Kven at noon-day, upon the market-place,
^looting and shrieking. When these i>rudigies

Do so conjointly meet, let not men say.
" T/urse aretluir reasons.—lliey are natural ;"

For. I believe, they are portentous things
Unto the climate that they point upon.

Cic. Indeed, it is a strange disp^»scd time :

But men may construe things after their fashion,

Cle.m from the purpose of the things themselves.
Comes Casar to the Capitol to.morrow?

Casca. He doth ; for he ilid bid Antonius
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow.

Cic. Good night, then, Casca : this disturbed sky
Is not to walk in.

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. [£«/ Cicero.

Enter Cassius.

Cas. Who's there?
Casca, A Roman.
Cas. Casca, by your voice.

Casca. 'your ear is good. Cassius, what night is

thist
Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men.
Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so?
Cas. Those that have known the earth so full of

faults.

For my part, I h.ive walk'd about the streets,

SnlHinttmg me unto »he perilous night;
Ami. tlm-, unbraced, Ca^ca, as you see.

Have b.ir'd my bosom to the thunder-stone:
And, wlien tile cross-blue lightning sccm'd to open

The breast of heaven. I did present myself
Hven in the aim and very flash of it.

Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt the
heavens'?

It is the part of men to fear and tremble,
Wh.en the most mighty gods, by tokens, send
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us.

Cas. You are dull, Casca ; and those sparks of lite

Tliat "should be in a Roman you do want.
Or else you use not. You look pale, and gaze.
And put on fear, and cast yourself in woniler.
To see the strange impatience of the heavens:
But if you would consider the true cause
Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts.
Why birds and beasts, from quality and kuid

,

^\'lly old men, fools, and children calculate ;

^\hy all these things change, from their ordinance.
Their natures, and prb-formed faculties.

To monstrous quality;—why, you shall tind

That heaven hath infus'd them with these spirits.

To make them instruments of fear and warning
Unto some monstrous state.

Now could I, Casca. name to thee a man
Most like this dreadful night

;

,
That thunders, lightens, opens graves and roars
As doth the lion in the Capitol.
A man no mightier than thyself, or me.
In personal action : yet prodigious grown.
And fearful, as these strange eruptions are.

Casca. "Tis Ciesar that you mean; is it not,

Cassius ?

Cas. Let it be who it is ; for Romans now
Have thewes and limbs like to their ancestors ;

But. woe the while ! our fathers' minds are dead.
And we are govern'd with our mothers' spirits

;

Our yoke and sutferance show us womanish.
Casca. Indeed, they say, the senators to-morrow

Mean to establish Cassar as .1 king ;

And he shall wear his crown by sea and land.
In every place, save here in Italy.

Cas. I know where I will wear this dagger then ;

Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius :

Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong ;

Therein, ye gods, you tyr.ints do defeat

:

Xor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass.

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron,

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit

;

But life, being weary of those worldly bars.
Never lacks power to dismiss itself

I f I know this, know all the world besides,
TIat part of tyranny, that I do bear,
I can shake off at pleasure.
Casca. So c*in I :

So every bondman in his own hand bears
The power to cancel his captivity.

Cas. And why should Casar be a tyrant, then J

Poor man I I know he would not be a wolf.

But that he sees the Romans are but sheep:
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds
Those that with haste will make a mighty fire.

Begin it with weak straws : what trash is Rome,
What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves
For the base matter to illuminate
So vile a thing as C.-csar I But. O grief.

Where hast thou led me? I, perhaps, speak this

Before a willing bontlman ; then I know
iMy answer must be made : but I am anu'd,
And dangers are to me inditferent

Casca. You speak to Casca; and to such a man
That is no fleering tell tale. Hold, my hand :

Be factious for redress of all these griefs;
And I will set this foot of mine as far

As who goes farthest.
Cas. There's a bargain made.

Now know you. Casca, I have mov'il alre.ady

Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans,
To undergo with nic an enterprise
Of honourable.dangerous consecjiience :

And I do know, by this, they stay for me
In Poinpey's porch : for now. this fe.irful night,

There is no stir, or walking in the streets;
And the complexion of the element
In favour 's like the work we h.ivi- in h.ind.

Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible.

Enter Cimm.
Casca, Stand close a while, for here comes one in

haste.
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Cas. 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait

;

He is a friend. Cinna, where liaste you so ?

Ci'it. To find out you: who's that! Metellus
Ciniber?

Cc2s. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate
To our attempts. Am I not stay'd for, C

Ci>i. I am glad on't. What a fearful night is

this?

There's two or three of us have seen strange sights.

Cus. Am I not stay'd for ? Tell me.
Cm. Yes, you are.

O Cassius, if you could but win the noble Brutus
To our party

—

Cas. Be you content : good Cinna, take this paper,
And look you lay it in the prsetor's cliair,

"Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this

In at his window ; set this up with wax
Upon old Brutus" statue : all this done.
Repair to Pompey's porch, where you shall find us.

Is Uecius Brutus, and Trebonius, there ';

Cin. All but Metellus Cimber ; and he *s gone
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie,

And so bestow these papers as you bade me.
Cas. That done, repair to Pompey's theatre.

[Exit Cinna.
Come, Casca, you and I will yet, ere day.
See Brutus at his house : three parts of him
Is ours already ; and the man entire,

'Upon the next encounter, yields him ours.

Casca. O, he sits hi.gh in all the people's hearts :

And that which would appear offence in us.

His countenance, like richest alchemy.
Will change to virtue and to worthiness.

Cas. Hun, and his worth, and our great need of
him.

You have right well conceited. Let us go
For it is after midnight ; and, ere day.
We will awake him, and be sure of him.

[Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Rome. Brutus's Orchard.

Enter Brutus.

Brtt. "What, Lucius, ho I

—

I cannot, by the progress of the stars.

Give guess how near to day.—Lucius, I say !

—

I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.

—

AVhen, Lucius, when? Awake, I say I what, Lucius!

Enter Lucius.

Ltic. Cnird you, my lord ?

Brii. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius :]

"When it is lighted, come and call me here.
Luc. I will, my lord. [Exit.

Brii. It nmst be by his death : and, for my part,

I know no personal cause to spurn at him.
But for the general. He would be crown'd

:

How that 'might change his nature, there's the
question

:

It is the bright day th.it brings forth the adder

:

And that craves wary walking. Crown him!—that ;—
And then, I grant, we put a sting in him,
That at his will he may do danger with.

The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins

Remorse from power : and, to speak truth of Caesar,

I have not known when his affections sway'd
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof.
That lowliness is young ambition's ladder,
"Wliereto the climber-upward turns his face

;

But when he once attams tlie upmost round,
He then unto the ladder turns his back.
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees
By which he chd ascend : so Ca:sar may ;

Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel
Will bear no colour for the thing he is,

I-ashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented.
Would run to these and these extremities

:

And therefore think him as a serpent's egg.
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mischievous

;

And kill him in the shell.

Re-enter Lucius.
Luc. The taper burnetii in your closet, sir.

Searching the window for a fimt, I found
This paper, thus seal'd up ; and, I am sure,
It diet not he there when I went to bed.

Bru. Get you to bed again ; it is not day.
Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March!
Luc. I know not, sir,

Bru. Look in the calendar, and bring me word.
Luc. I will, sir. [Exit.
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air.

Give so much light, that I may read by them.
[Opens the tetter^ and reads—

*
' Brutus, thou sleep'st : awake and see thysetf.
Shall Rome, &'c. Speak, strike, redress I

Brutus, thou sleep'st : awake I"

Such instigations have been often dropp'd
Where I have took them up.
" Shall Rotne, &€." Thus must I piece it out ;

Shall Rome stand under one man's awe! What,
Rome!

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome
The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a king.
" Speak, strike, redress l"—Am I entreated
To speak, and strike ! O Rome, I make the promise.
If the redress will follow, thou rece iv'st

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus I

Re-enter Lucius.
Luc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days.

[Knocking luithin.

Bru. 'Tis good. Go to the gate : somebody knocks.
[Exit Lucius.

Since Cassius first did whet me against Ciesar,
1 have not slept.

Between the action of a dreadful thing
And the first motion, all the interim is

Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream :

The genius, and the mortal instruments,
.\re then in council ; and the state of man,
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then
The nature of an insurrection.

Re-enter Lucius.
Luc. Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius at the door,

Who doth desire to see you.
Bru. Is he alone!
Luc. No, sir, there are more with him.
Bru, Do you know them ?

Luc. No, sir ; their hats are pluck'd about their

ears.
And half their faces buried in their cloaks,
That by no means I may discover them
By any mark of favour,
Bru, Let them enter.

[Exit Lucius.
They are the faction. O conspiracy,
Sham'st thou to show thy dangerous brow by night,
\\'hen evils are most free? O, then, by day
\V'here wilt thou find a cavern dark enough
To mask tliy monstrous visage ! Seek none. con-
Hide it in smiles and affability : [spiracy ;

For if thou path, thy native semblance on,
Not Erebus itself were dim enough
To hide thee from prevention.
iT^/Cf^Cassius, Casca, Decius. Cinna, Metellus Cimber,

and Trebonius.
IS. I think we are too bold upon your rest

:

Good morrow, Brutus ; do we trouble you?
Bru. I have been up this hour ; awake, all night.

Know I these men that come along with you !

Cas. Yes, every man of them ; and no man here.
But honours you ; and every one doth wish
Vou had but that opinion of yourself,
\Vhich every noble Roman bears of you.
Tliis is Trebonius.
Bru. He is welcome hither.

Cas. This, Decius Brutus.
Bru. He is welcome too.

Cas. This, Casca ; this, Cinna

;

And this, Metellus Cimber.
Bru. They are all welcome.

What watchful cares do interpose themselves
Betwixt your eyes and night?
Cas, Shall I entreat a word ?

[Brutus and Cassius whisper.
Dee. Here lies the east : doth not the day break
Casca. No. (here!
Cin. O, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines

That fret the clouds, arc messengers of day.
Casca. You shall confess that you arc both deceiv'd.

Here, .as I point my* sword, the sun arises:
Which is a great wa}' growing on the south,
Weighing the youthful season of the year.
Some two months hence, up higher toward the north
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lie first presents his fire ; and the high east
Stands, as tlie Capitol, directly here.

/»V«. Give ine yojr liquids all over, one by one.
Cas. And let us swear our resolution.

Jyrii. No, not an oath ; if not the face of men,
The siitferance of our souls, the tune's abuse,

—

If these be motives weak, break off betimes,
And every man hence to his idle bed ;

So let high-sighted tyranny range on.

Till each m;ui drop by lattery. But if these,

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough
To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour
The melting spirits of women ; then, countrymen,
What need we any spur, but our own cause,
To prick us to redress? what other bond.
Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word,
And will not palter? and what other oath,
Than honesty to honesty engagd.
That this shall be, or we will fall for it ?

Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelous,
'>ld feeble carrions, and such suffering souls

That welcome wrongs ; unto bad causes swear
Such creatures as men doubt ; but do not stain
1 he even virtue of our enterprise,

Nor th" insuppressive mettle of our spirits.

To think that or our cause or our performance
Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood,
That every Roman bears, and nobly bears.
Is guilty of a several bastardy.
If he do break the smallest particle

Uf any promise that hath pass'd from him.
Cas. But what of Cicero? Shall we sound him ?

I think he will stand very strong with us.

Oisca. Let us not leave him out.

Cin. No, by no means.
Mel. O, let us have him ; for his silver hairs

Will purchase us a good opinion.
And t)uy men's voices to commend our deeds :

It shall be said, his judgment rul'd our hands ;

Our youths and wildness shall no whit appear.
But all be buried in his gravity.

Brn. O, name him not : let us not break with him
;

For he will never follow any thing
That other men begin.

Cas. Then leave him out.

Casca. Indeed, he is not fit.

Dec. Shall no man else be touch'd but only Caesar V

Cas. Decius, well urg'd :—I think it is not meet,
Mark Antony, so well Delov'd of Caesar,

Should outlive Ca:sar : we will find of him
A shrewd contriver ; and, you know his means,
I f he improve them, may well stretch so far

As to annoy us all : which to prevent.

Let Antony and Ca;sar fall together.

Brn. Our course will seem too bloody, Caius
Cassias,

To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs.

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards

;

For Antony is but a limb of Cxsar:
I^t us be siicrificers, but not butchers, Caius.

We all stand up against the spirit of Caesar ;

And in the spirit of men there is no blood :

O, then that we could come by Cajsar's spirit.

And not dismember Cesar I Bnt, alas,

Co-'sar nmst bleed for it ! And, gentle friends,

Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ;

Lets carve him as a dish tit for the gods.
Not hew him as a carcass fit for hounds

:

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do.

Stir up their servants to an act of rage,

And after seem to chide them. This shall make
<Jur purpose necessary, and not envious

:

Which so appearing to the common eyes.

We shall be call'd purgcrs. not murderers.
And, for Mark Antony, think not of him

;

F"or he can do no more than Caisar's arm.
When Ca-sar's head is off.

Cas. 'Yet I fear him ;

For in the engrafted love he bears to Caesar.—
Bni. Alas, good C.issius, do not think of him :

If he love C.-csar, all th.it he can do
Is to himself, take thought, and die for C:es;ir ;

And that were nmch he should : for he is given
To sports, to wildness, and much comjiany.

Trcb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die :

)-"or he will live, and huigh at this hereafter.
IClKk slrikis.

Jim, Peace I count the clock,

Cis. The clock hath stricken three.

'J'nd. 'Tis time to part.

Cits. But it is doubtful yet,

Whcihcr Cofsar will come forth to-day, or no;
For he is superstitious grown of late ;

Ouite from the main opinion he held once
Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies :

It may be, these apparent prodigies.
The unaccustom'd terror of ;his night.
Ami tile iiersiiosion of his augurers,
.May hold him from the Capitol to-day.

/'if. Never fear that : if he be so resolv'd,

I can o'ersway him ; for he loves to hear
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees.

And bears with glasses, elephants with holes.
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers:

But when I tell him he hates flatterers.

He says he does , being then most flattered.

Let me work

;

For I can give his humour the true bent.
And I will bring him to the Capitol.

Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him,
Bru. By the eighth hour : is that the uttermost i

Ci'n. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then.
.1/f^. Caius Ltgarius doth bear Caesar hard.

Who rated him lor speaking well of Pompey

:

I wonder none of you have thougnt of him.
Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him

:

He loves me well, and I have given him reasons;
Send nim but hither, and 111 fashion him. | Brutus :

Cas. The morning comes upon us : we'll leave you,
.\nd, friends, disperse yourselves: but all remember
What you have said,and show yourselves true Romans.
Bfii. Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily

;

Let not our looks put on our purposes ;

But bear it as our Roman actors do,
'A ith untir'd spirits and formal constancy:
-\iid so, good morrow to you every one.

lE.xeufU all except Brutus.
Boy I Lucius! Fast asleep? It is no matter :

Enjoy the heavy honey-dew of slumber:
Thou hast no figures, nor no fantasies.
Which busy care draws in the brains of men

;

Therefore thou sleep'st so sound.
E)Uer Portia.

Por. Brutus, my lord \

Bru. Portia, what mean you ? Wherefore rise you
It is not for your health thus to commit Inow?
Your weak condition to the raw-cold morning.
Por. Nor for yours neither. You've ungently,

• Brutus,
Stole from my bed : and yesternight, at supper.
You suddenly arose, and walk'd about,
Musing and sighing, with your arms across ;

And wlien I ask'd you what the matter was.
You star'd upon me with ungentle looks :

I urg'd you further ; then you scratch'd your head.
And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot

:

Yet I iiLsisted, yet you answer'd not

;

But, with an angry wafture of your hand.
Gave sign for me to leave you : so I did ;

Fearing to strengthen that impatience.
Which seem'd too much enkindled ; and, withal,
Hoping it was but an effect of humour,
Which sometime liath his hour with every man.
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep

;

And, could it work so much upon your shape,
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition,
I should not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord.

Make me acquainted with your cause of grief.

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all.

Por. Brutus is wise, and were he not in health.
He would embrace the means to come by it

Bru. Why, so I do : good Portia, go to bed.
Por. Is Brutus sick, .ind is it physical

To walk unbrac'd. and suck up the humours
Of the dank morning? Wh.it. is Brutus sick ;

And will he steal out of his wholesome bell,

To dare the vile contagion of the night.
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged .-lir.

To add unto his sickness? No. my Hrulus ;

Y-ni lia''e some sick offence within your mind.
Which, by the right and virtue of my place,

I ought to know of : and, upon iiiy knees,
I ch.irm you, by my once conimeiided beauty,
By ,all your vows of love, and that great vow
Which did incorpor,ite and make us one.
That you i>afola to uic, yourself, your half,
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^\ by arc you heavy ; and wliat men to-nij^ht

1 Live had resurt to you, for here have been
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces
hvcn from darkness.

Jiru. Kneel not, gentle Portia.
Por. I should not need, if you were £jentle Brutus.

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,
Is it excepted, I should know no secrets
That appertain to youV Am I yourself
Hut, as it were, in sort or limitation,
To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed.
And talk to you sometimes? Dwell I but in th(

suburbs
Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more,
Tortiais Brutus' harlot, not his wife.

/>';«. You are my true and honourable wife ;

As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops
That visit my sad heart.
Por. If this were true, then should I know this secret,

1 grant, 1 am a woman ; but, withal,
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife.
1 grant, I am a woman : but, withal,
A woman well-reputed,—Cato"s daughter.
Think you, I am no stronger than my sex,
Being .so father'd, and so husbanded?
Tell me your counsels, I will not disclose them :

1 have made strong proof of my constancy.
Giving myself a voluntary wound
Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience.
And not my husband's secrets

2

Bru. O ye gods.
Render me worthy of this noble wife !

[Knockiiii; ivithui.
Hark, hark ! one knocks: Portia, go in a while

;

And by and by thy bosom shall partake
The secrets of my heart

:

All my engagements I will construe to thee,
All the charactery of my sad brows

:

Leave me with haste. \Exit Portia,

Lucius, who's that, knocks t

Enter Lucius and Ligarius.
Luc. Here is a sick man, that would speak with you,
Brii. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spoke of.—

Boy, stand aside.—Caius Ligarius,—how 1

Lijy. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble tongue.
Brti. O, what a time have you chose out, brave

Caius,
To wear a kerchief 1 Would you were not sick I

Lig. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand
Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

B7'ii Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius,
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it.

Liff. By all the gods that Romans bow before,
I here discard my sickness I Soul of Romcl
Brave son, deriv'd from honourable loins I

Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur'd up
My mortified spirit. Now bid nie run.
And I will strive with things impossible;
Yea, get the better of them. What's to do?

Brti. A piece of work that will make sick men
whole,

Li^. But are not some whole that we must make sick?
Bni. That must we also. What it is, my Caius,

I shall unfold to thee, as we are going
To whom it must be done.

Lis^.
^

Set on your foot

;

And. with a heart new-fired, I follow you,
To do I know not what : but it sufficeth
That Brutus leads me on.
Brit, Follow me, then.

\Ex€%int.

SCENE II.—Rome. In Caesar's Palace.

Thzcnder and lightning. Enter Cassar in his night
go7vn.

Cces. Nor heaven nor earth have been at peace to-

night :

Thrice havh Calphurnia in her sleep cried out,
*' Help, ho t They murder C<esar /"—Who's within f

Enter a Servant.
Serv. My lord ?

Car.r. Go bid the priests do present sacrifice,

And bring me their opinions of success.
Sei'V. r will, my lord. \Exit.

Enter Calphurnia.
Cal. What mean you, CxsarV Think you to walk

forth ?

You shall not stir out of your house to-day.

Cas. C.'L'sar shall forth : the tilings that thrcateud
me,

Ne'er look'd but on my back ; when they shall see
The face of Cresar, they are vanished.

Cal. Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies.
Yet now they fright me. There is one within,
Besides the things that we have heard and seen.
Recounts most horrid sig^hts seen by the watch.
A lioness hath whelpfed m the streets ;

And graves have yawu'd. and yielded up their dead ;

Fierce fi.ery warriors fight upon the clouds.
In ranks, and squadrons, and right form of war.
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol

;

The noise of battle hurtled in the air,

Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan ;

And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets.
Cassar I these things are beyond all use,

And I do fear them.
Cess. What can be avoided,

Whose end is purpos'd by the mighty gods?
Yet Ccesar shall go forth ; for these predictions
Are to the world in general, as to Ca;sar.

Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets seen ;

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of
princes.

Ca!s. Cowards die many times before their deathi
\

The valiant never taste of death but once.
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard.
It seems to me most strange that men should fear

j

Seeing that death, a necessary end,
Will come when it will come.

Rc-e7itcr Servant.
What say the augurers ?

.Stv-t'. They would not have you to stir forth to-day
riucking the entrails of an olTering forth..

They could not find a heart within t'.ie beast.
Ct^s. The gods do this in shame of cowardice :

Ca;sar should be abeast without a heart.
If he should stay at home to-day for fear.

No, Csesar shall not : Danger knows full well
That Ctesar is more dangerous than he :

We are two lions litter'd in one day,
And I the elder and more terrible

;

And Ccesar shall go forth.

Cal. Alas, my lord,
Your wisdom is consum'd in confidence.
Do not go forth to-day: call it my fear
That keeps you in the house, and not your own.
We'll send Mark Antony to the senate-house ;

And he shall say you are not well to-day ;

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

CcEs. Mark Antony shall say I am not well

;

And, for thy humour, I will stay at home.

Enter Decius.

Here's Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so.

Dec. Caesar, all hail 1 Good morrow, worthy Ccesar

:

1 come to fetch you to the senate-house.
Cas. And you are come in very happy time

To bear my greeting to the senators.
And tell them that I will not come to-day :

Cannot is false ; and that I dare not, falser :

I will not come to-day, tell them so, Decius.
Cal. Say he is sick.

Cces. Shall Cresar send a lie ?

Have I in conquest stretch"d mine arm so far,

To be afeard to tell grey-beards the truth?
Decius, go tell them Ccesar will not come.

Dec. Most mighty Coesar, let me know some cause,
Lest I be laugH'd at when I tell them so.

Ctes. The cause is in my will, I will not come;
That is enough to satisfy the senate.
But. for your private satisfaction.

Because I love you, I will let you know.
Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home :

She dreamt to-night she saw my statiia.

Which, like a fountain with a hundred spouts,
Did run pure blood; and many lusty Romans
Came smiling, and did bathe their hands in it

:

And these does she apply for warnings, and portents,

And evils imminent ; and on her knee
Hath bcg^'d that I will stay at home to-day.
Dec. This dream is all amiss interpreted

:

was a vision fair and fortunate :

3ur statue spouting blood in many pipes,

In which so many stuiling Romans bath'd,
Signifies th.it from you great Rome shall suck
Reviving blood; and that great men shall press
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t-"or tinctures, stains, relics, and cognizance.
Till-, by Calphurnias dream is signified.

cVf. And tliis way have you well expounded it.

D':c. I have, when you have heard what t can say :

And know it now : the senate have concluded
To s^ive this day a crown to mighty Cxsar.
If you shall send them word, you will not come.
Tlieir minds may changfe. Besides, it were a mock
Apt to be render'd, for some one to say,
'* Break lip the senate till cxnother time,
Ji'hen C<zsar s wi/e shall meet with better dreamsS''

It* Ccesar hide himself, shall they not whisper,
** /.(!, Casar is afraidV
Pardon nie. d'esar ; for my dear dear love
To your proceeding bids me tell you this ;

Ana reason to vi\y love is liable.

C(zs, How foolish do your fears seem now. Cal-
I am ashamed I did yield to them. [pliurnia !

Give me my robe, for I will go :

Enter Publius, Brutus. Ligarius. Metelius, Casca,
Trebonius, and Cinna.

And look where Publius is come to fetch me.
Pub. Good morrow, Ccesar.
Ci?j. Welcome, Publius.—

AVhat. Brutus, are you stirr'd so early too ?

—

Good morrow. Casca.—Caius Ligarius,
C.'esar was ne'er so much your enemy,
As that same ague -which hath made you lean.

—

What is't o'clock?
Brti. Caesar, 'tis strucken eight.
Cas. I thank you for your pains and courtesy.

Enter Antony.
See ! Antony, that revels long o' nights.
lb notwithstanding up.—Good morrow, Antony.
Ant. So to most noble C^sar.
Cas. Bid them prepare within :

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

.\ow, Cinna: now. Metelius: what, Trebonius I

I have an hour's talk in store for you
;

Remember that you call on me to-day :

Be near me, that I may remember you.
Treb. C.'esar, I will:

—

{Aside.^ and so near will

I be.
That your best friends shall wish I had been further.

C(2s. Good friends, go in, and taste some wine
with me

;

And we. like friends, will straig^htway go together.
Eru. [Aside.] That every like is not the same, O

Caesar.
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon.

[Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Rome. A Street near the Capitol.

Enter Artemidorus, readins a paper.
Art. " Ctpsar, beware 0/ Brtittts : take Jifed of

Cassiits ; covte ftot near Casca/ /tave an eye to

Cinna: trust not Trebonius ; tnark well Metelius
Cimber : Decius Jirutus lores thee not; thou hast
•zvron^eci Cams Lijj-arius. There is but one mind in
all these tnen, and it is bent against Casar. Ifthou
be'st not tntmortal, io-^k about yon : security g-ives
ivay to conspiracy. The inighty gods defend thee !

Thy lover. ARTEMIDORUS."
Here will I stand till Cnesar pass along,
And as a suitor will I give him this.

My heart laments that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.
]f ihou read this, O Caesar, thou mayst live;
If not. the fates with traitors do contrive. \Exit

SCENE IV.—Anotherpart ofthe same Street, before
the House (y Brutus.

Enter Portia and Lucius.

Por. I pr'ytUce. boy, run to the senate-house
;

Stay not to answer nic, but get thee gone.
Why dost thou stay?
Euc. To knov/ my errand, madam.
Por. I would have had thee there, and here again,

Ere I can icil ihcc what thou shouldst do there.

—

constancy, be strong upon my side t

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue 1

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might.
How hard it is for wojncn to keep counsel 1

Art thou here yet?
f-nc. Madam, what should I do?

Run to the Capitol, and nothing else?
And sf) return to you, and nothing else?

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look well,
For he went sickly forth : and take good note
What Caesar doth, what suitors press to him.
Hark, bov 1 what noise is that';?

Erie. 1 hear none, madam.
Por. Pr'ythee, listen well

:

I heard a bustling rumour, like, a fray,
And the wind brings it from the Capitol.
E7iC. Sooth, madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Artemidorus.
Por. Come hither, fellow.

Which way hast thou been?
Art. At mine own house, good lady.
Por. What is 't o'clock?
Art. About the ninth hour, laliy.

Por, Is C?esar yet gone to the Capitol?
Art. Madam, not yet : I go to take my stand,

To see him pass on to the Capitol.
Por. Thou hast some suit to C;ESar, hast thou not?
Art. That I have, lady: if it will please Cassar

To be so good to Cxsar as to hear me,
I shall beseech him to befriend himself.
Por. Why, know'st thou any harm's intended to-

wards him ?

A7't. None that I know will be, but much that I fear
may chance.

Good morrow to you. Here the street is narrow :

The throng that follows Caesar at the heels,
Of senators, pr:etors, common suitors.
Will crowd a feeble man almost to death :

I'll get me to a place more void, and there
Speak to great Ccesar as he comes along. [Exit.
Per. I must go in. Ah me, how weak a thing

The heart of woman is 1 O Brutus.
The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise!
Sure, the boy heard me : Brutus hath a suit
That Ccesar will not grant. O, I grow faint.

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord ;

Say I am merry : come to me again.
And bring me word what he doth say to thee.

[Exeunt, severally.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Rome. 77<^ Capitol ; the Senate sitting:

A crowd ofpeople in the street leading to the Capitol

:

among them Artemidorus and the Soothsayer.
Flourish. Enter Cajsar, Brutus, Cassius, Casca,
Decius, Metelius, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Le-
pidus, Popilius, Publius, and others.

Cces. The ides of March are come.
Sooth. Ay, Cresar ; but not gone.
Art. Hail, Cxsarl Read this schedule.
Dec. Trebonius doth desire you to o'er-read,

At your best leisure, this his humble suit.

Art. O Ca;sar, read mine first ; for mine 's a suit
That touches Ca?sar nearer : read it, j;reat Cesar.

CcFs. What touches us ourself shall be last serv'd.
Art. Delay not, Cffsar ; read it instantly.
Cas. What, is the I'ellow mad ?

Pi'b. Sirrah, give place.
Cas. What, urg^e you your petitions in the street!

Come to the Capitol.
Caesar enters the Capitol, t)u restfollowing.

Pop. I wish your enterprise to-day may thrive.
Cas. What enterprise, Popihus!
Pop. Fare you well.

{Advances to Cajsar.
Eru. What said Popilius Lena?
Cas. He wish d to-day our enterprise might thrive.

I fear our purpose is discovered.
liru. I-ook, how he makes to C.-esar : mark hiiu.
Cas, Casca. be sudden, for we fear prevention.—

Brutus, wh.at shall be done ! If this be known,
Cassius or C.'esar never shall turn back,
I-or I will slay myself.
Uru. Cassius, be constant

:

Popilius I^na speaks not of our purposes ;

l-"or. look, he sniilcs, and C.T-'sar dotli not chance.
Cas. Trebonius knows his time ; for, look you,

I le draws Mark Antony out of the way. [Urutus,
[h.xeuni Antony <r«rf Trebonius,

Dec. Where is Metirllus Cimber? Let him go.
And presently prefer his suit to C.'esar.
Km. He is.nddrcssVI : press near and second him.
Cin. Casca, you aw the lirst that rears your t..>n.l.
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Casca. Are we all ready!
Cas. U'liat is now amiss,

Tiiat Caesar and his senate must redress ?

Mei. Most high, most nii^lity, and most puissant

Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat tCajsar,

A humble heart,

—

[Uneeim^:
Ca-s, I must prevent thee, Cimber.

These couchings and tViese lowly courtesies
^Iight fire the blood of ordinarj' men,
And turn pre-ordinance and first decree
Into the law of children. Be not fond.
To think that Ccesar bears such rebel blood.
That will be thaw'd from the true quality
With that which melteth fools ; I mean, sweet words,
Low-crooked court'sies, and base spaniel f.iwning.

Thy brother by decree is banished :

If thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn for him,
I spurn thee like a cur out of my way.
Know, Caesar doth not wrong, nor without cause
Will he be satisfied.

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own,
To sound more sweetly in great C.'esar's ear,

For the repealing of my banish'd brother?
Bni. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Ca:sar

;

Desiring thee, that Publius Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

C^s. What, Brutus !

Cas. Pardon, Cjesar ; Cresar, pardon :

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall.

To beg enfrancliisement for Publius Cimber.
Ct^s. 1 could be well mov'd, if I were as you ;

If I could pray to move, prayers v.'ould move me :

But I am constant as the northern star.

Of whose true-fix'd and resting quality
There is no fellow in the firmament.
The skies are painted with unnumber'd sparks,
They are all fire, and every one doth shine

;

But there's but one in all doth hold his place :

So, in the world, 'tis furnish'd well with men.
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive ;

Yet in the number 1 do know but one
That unassailable holds on his rank,
Unshak'd of motion : and that I am he.

Let me a little show it, even in this.

That I was constant Cimber should be banish'd.
And constant do remain to keep him so.

Cm. O, Caesar,—
Cl^s. Hence I Wilt thou lift up Olympus !

JJec. Great Cssar,—
C<?J. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel?
Casca. Speak, hands, for me !

[Casca sfads Cccsar 2>; t/ie neck. Ccesar
catches hold of his arm. He is thett

stalibedby several otherconspirators, and
last by Marcus Brutus.

Cas. Et ti(. Brute ?—Then fall, Caesar 1 [Dies.

Cin. Libertj' I Freedom I Tyranny is dead 1

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets.

Cas. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out,
" Liberty, /reedo7n, and enfranchiseynejti !"

Kru. People, and senators be not affrighted.

Fly not ; stand still :—ambition's debt is paid.

Casca. Go to the pulpit, Brutus.
Dec. And Cassius too.

Bru. Where's Publius?
Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny.
Met. Stand fast together, lest some friend of C;esar''

Sliould cliance

—

Bru. Talk not of .standing.—Publius, good cheer :

Tl\ere is no harm intended to your person.

Nor to no Rninau else : so tell them, Publius.

Cas. And leave us. Publius : lest that the people.
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief.

Krn Do so :—and let no man abide this deed,
But we, the doers.

Re-enter Trebonius.
Cas. Where's Antony?
Tre. Fled to his house amaz'd.

Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and run.

As it were doomsday.
Brtt. Fates, we will know your pleasures :

—

Th.at we shall die, we know ; 'tis but the time.

And drawing days out, that men stand upon.
Casca. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life.

Cuts off so many years of fe.aring death.
Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit

:

.So are we Caesar's friends, that liave abridg'd
His time of fearing death.—Stoop, Romans, stoop.

And let lis bathe our hands in Casar's blood
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords

:

Then walk we forth, even to the market-place.
And waving our red weapons o'er our heads.
Let's all cry, " Peace,freedom, and liberty t"

Cas. Stoop, then, and wash. How many ages hence
Shall this our lofty scene be acted over.
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown !

Bru. How many times shall C;esar bleed in sport.
That now on Pompey's basis lies along.
No worthier than the dust 1

Cas. So oft as that shall be.
So often shall the knot of us be call'd

The men. that gave their country liberty.
Dec. What, shall we forth!
Cas. Ay, every man away :

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his lieels

With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome.

Enter a Servant.

Bru. Soft! who comes here? A friend of Antony's.
.Scn<. Thus, Brutus, did my master bid me kneel

;

Ihus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ;

i\nd, being prostrate, thus he bade me say :

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, anil lionest

;

Caesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving

:

Say, I love Brutus, and I honour liim ;

.Say, I fear'd Ccesar, honour'd hiin, and lov'd him.
If Brutus will vouchsafe that Antony
May safely come to him, and be resolv'd
How Caesar hath deserv'd to lie in death,
Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead
So well as Brutus living, but will follow
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus
Through the hazards of this untrod state.
With all true faith. So says iny master Antony.

Bj-h. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman.
I never thought him worse.
Tell him, so please him come unto this place.
He shall be satisfied ; and, by my honour,
Depart untouch'd.
Serv. I'll fetch him presently. [Exit.
Bru. I know that we shall have him well to friend.
Cas. I wish we may ; but yet have I a mind

That fears him much ; and my misgiving still

Falls shrewdly to the purpose.
Re-enter Antony.

Bru. But here comes Antony.
Welcome, Mark Antony.

Ant. O mighty C^sar! dost thou lie.so low!
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils.

Shrunk to this little measure. Fare thee well.

1 know not, gentlemen, what you intend.
\Vho else must be let blood, who else is rank :

If I myself, there is no hour so fit

.\s Caesar's death-hour; nor no instrument
Of half that worth as those your sivords, made 'ich
With the most noble blood of all this world.
I do beseech you, if ye bear me hard.
Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and smoke.
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years,
I shall not find myself so apt to die :

No man will please me so. no mean of death.
As here by Caesar, and by you cut ofl^

The choice and master spirits of this age.
Bru. O Antony, beg not your death of us.

Though now we must' appear bloody and cruel.

As, by our hands, and this our present act.

You see we do ; yet see you but our hands,
.\nd this the bleeding business they have done :

Out hearts you see not, they are pitiful

;

And pity to the general wrong of^ Rome
(As fire drives out fire, so pity, pity)

Hath done this deed on Ca;sar. For your part.
To you our swords have leaden points, Mark Antony

;

Our arms no strength of m,alice, and our liearts.

Of brothers' temper, do receive you in
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.

C<i.f. Your voice sliall be as strong as any man's,
In the disposing of new dignities.
Bru. Only be patient till we have appeas'd

The multitude, beside themselves with fear.

And tlien we will deliver you the cause,
\Vhy I that tlid love Caesar when I struck him,
Have thus proceede'd.
yinl. I doubt not of your wisdom

Let each man render me his bloody hand :

First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you ;



Scene i. JULIUS C^SAR. SOI

Xext, C.iius Cassius. tlo I take your hand;
Now. Dccius Brutus, yours;—now yours, Metellus;
Yours, Cinna; and, my valiant Casca, yours ;

Tliousjh last, not least in love, yours, good Trebonius
(lentlcmcn all,—alas, what shall I say?
My credit now stands on such slippery ground.
That one of two bad ways you must conceit me,
Hither a coward or a flatterer.

That I did love thee, Cajsar, O, 'tis true

:

It. tiien, thy spirit look upon us now,
Shall it not g-rieve thee dearer than thy death.
To see thy Antony making his peace,
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes.

Most noble ! in the presence of thy corse?
Had I as many eyes as thou hast wounds,
M'eeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood,
It would become me better, than to close
In terms of friendship ^\'ith thine enemies.
Pardon me, Julius 1 Here wast thou bay'd, brave hart

;

II ere didst thou fall ; and here thy hunters stand,
Sign'd in thy spoil, and crimson'd in thy lethe.

world, thou wast the forest to this hart

:

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee.

—

How like a deer, stricken by many princes,
Dost thou here he.

Ciis. Mark Antony,

—

A III. Pardon me, Caius Cassius :

The enemies of Caesar shall say this

;

Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty.
Cas. I blame you not for praising Caesar so ;

But what compact mean you to have with us?
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends ;

Or shall we on, and not depend on you?
A)tt. Therefore, I took your hands; but was, indeed,

Swfiy'd from the point, by looking down on Caesar.
Friends .ini I with you all, and love you all

;

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons
Why and wherein C;esar was dangerous.
Bni. Or else were this a savage spectacle.

Our reasons are so full of good regard,
That, were you Antony, the son of Caesar,
You should be satisfied.

Ant. That's all I seek

:

And am moreover suitor that I may
Produce his body to the market place ;

And in the pulpit, as becomes .a friend.
Speak in the order of his funeral.

Brii. You shall, Mark Antony.
Cas. Brutus, a word with you.

\Aside.) You know not what you do : do not consent
That Antony speak in his funeral

:

Know you how much the people may be mov'd
By that which he will utter?
Brn. By your pardon ;

—

1 will myself into the pulpit first.

And show the reason of our C.iesar's death:
What Antony shall spe.ak, I will protest
He speaks by leave and by permission ;

And that we are contented C:esar shall

Have all true rites and lawful ceremonies.
It shall advantage more than do lis wrong.

Cas. I know not what may fall ; I like it not.
nrjt. Mark Antony, here, take you Cxsar's body.

You sh.ail not in your funeral speech blame us.

But speak all good you can devise of Caesar,
And .say you do 't by our permission

;

lilse shall you not have any hand at all

About his funeral ; and you shall speak
In the same pulpit whereto 1 am going.
After my speech is ended.
Ant. Be it so;

I do desire no more.
Bru. Prepare the body, then, and follow us.

\Exeuut all except Antony.
Ant. O, pardon me, thou bleeding pieca of earth.

That I am meek and gentle with these butchers I

Thou art the ruins of llic noblest man
That ever livfed in the tide of times.
Woe to the hand that slicd this costly blood I

Over thy wounds now do I prophesy,

—

Which, like dumb moiillis. do ope ttieir ruby lips.

To beg the voice and uttcr.ince of my tongue,

—

A curse sh.ill light upon lln: limbs of men
;

Ooiiicstic fury, and fierce civil strife,

Sh.dl Climber all the pjrts of Italy

;

lilood and destruction slial! be so in use.
And dreadful objects so f.iiniliar.

That iiiothcrs shall but smile when they behold

Their infants quarter d with the hands of war

;

.\11 pity chok'd with custom of fell deeds :

.\n(l Cresiir's spirit, ranging for revenge.
With Ate by his side, come hot from hell,

Sli.ill in these confines, with a monarch's voice.

Cry " Havoc /" and let slip the dogs of war :

That this foul deed shall smell above the earth
With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter a Servant.
You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not ?

Serv. I do, Mark Antony.
A>it. Csesar did write for him to come to Rome.
ScJ-v. He did receive his letters, and is coming

;

And bid me say to you by word of mouth.

—

[Seeing the body.
O Ciesar I

—

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep.
Passion, I see. is catchmg ; for mine eyes,
Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine.

Began to water. Is thy master coining?
Sen: He lies to-night within seven leagues ofRome.
Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him what hath

chanc'd

:

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,
No R®me of safety for Octavius yet

;

Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay a while :

phou shalt not back, till I have borne this corse
Into the market-place: there shall I try.

In my oration, how the people take
The cruel issue of these bloody men ;

According to the which, thou shalt discourse
To young Octavius of the state of things.
Lend me your hand.

[Exeunt, with Caesar's body.

SCENE II.—Rome. The Forum.

Enter Brutus and Cassius, a>id a throng ^Citizens.

Citizens. We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied.

Brii. Then follow me, and give me audience,
Cassius. go you into the other street, [friends.

And part the numbers.
Those that will hear ine speak, let them stay here;
Those that will follow Cassius. go with him ;

And public reasons shall be rendered
Of Cresar's death.

1 at. I will hear Brutus speak.
2 at. I will hear Cassius ; and compare their

reasons.
When severally we hear them rendered.

[Exit Cassius, witli some o/tJu Citizens

;

Brutus goes into the rostrum.
3 at. The noble Brutus is ascended : silence 1

Bru. Be patient till the last.

Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my
cause : and be silent, that you may hear : believe me
for mine honour ; and have respect to mine honour,
that you may believe : censure me in your wisdom ;

and awake your senses, that you may the better
judge. If there be any in this assembly, any dear
friend of Ca;sar's, to him I say, that Brutus' love to
Caesar was no less than his. If, then, that friend de-
mand why Brutus rose .against C,-cs.ar, this is my
answer,—not that I loved Cisar less, but that I loved
Rome more. H.ad you r.athcr Caesar were living, .and
die all slaves ; than that Caesar were dead, to live all

free men? As Cn?sar loved nie, I weep for him ; as .

he was fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was vali.mt. I

honour him : but, as he was .ambitious. I slew him :

there is tears for his love ; joy for his fortune ; honour
for his valour ; and death for his ambition. Who is

here so base, that would be a bondm.an? If any,
spe.ak ; for him have I offended. Who is here so rude,
that wouUl not be .a Roman ? If any. speak : for him
have I offended. Who is here so vile, that will not
love his country? If .any, speak; for him have I

offended. 1 pause for .a reply.
Citizens. None, Brutus, none.
Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no

more to C.-csar, than you shall do to Itrutus. The
(juestion of his death is enrolled in the Capitol ; his
glory not extenuated, wherein he w.'is wr>rlhy ; nor
his offences enforced, for which he suffered death.

Enter Antony and ot/ters, luiOi C.'esar's body.
Here comes his body, mourned by M.irk Antony:
who. though he had no hand in his death, shall re-
ceive the benefit of his dying, a place in the com-
monwealth; as which of you sli.all not? With this I

depart,—that, as I slew my best lover for the good of
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Rome. I liave the same dagger for myself, when it

shall plekse my country to need my death.
Citizens. Live. Brutus ! live, live I

I at. Brinsj him with triumph home unto his house.
q Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors.

3 at. Let him be Cassar.

4 at. Ccesar's better parts

Shall be crown'd in Brutus.
I Cit. Well bring him to his house with shouts and
Sru. My countrymen,

—

I clamours.
~ at. Peace, silence I Brutus speaks.
I at. Peace, ho 1

Bnt. Good countrymen, let nie depart alone,

And. for my sake, stay here with Antony :

Do grace to Cesar's corse, and grace his speech
Tending to Cassar's glories ; which Mark Antony,
By our permission, is allowed to make.
I do entreat you, not a man depart.
Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. [E.vit.

I Cil. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony.
3 at. Let him go up into the public chair

;

We'll hear him. Noble Antony, go up.

Ant. For Brutus' sake, I am beholden to you.
[Goes np.

4 at. What does he say of Brutus?

3 at. He says, for Brutus' sake.

He finds himself beholden to us all.

4 at. 'Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus
1 at. This Ccesar was a tyrant. (here.

3 at. Nay, that's certain :

We are bless'd that Rome is rid of him,

2 at. Peace I let us hear what Antony can say.

Ant. You gentle Romans.

—

atizens. Peace, ho ! let us hear him.
Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your

I come to bury Ca;sar. not to praise him. [ears

;

The evil that men do lives after theui ;

"The good is oft interred with their bones ;

So let it be with Ca;sar. The noble Brutus
Hath told you C;esar was ambitious:
If it were so, it was a grievous fault

;

And grievously hath Caesar answered it.

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest,

(For Brutus is an honourable man ;

So are they all, all honourable men,)
Come 1 to speak in Cesar's funeral.

He was my friend, faithful and just to me :

But Brutus says he was ambitious :

And Brutus is an honourable man.
He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill

:

Did this in Cresar seem ambitious?
When that the poor have cried. CiEsar hath wept

:

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff:

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious
;

And Brutus is an honourable man.
You all did see that on the Lupercal
I thrice presented him .a kingly crown.
Which he did thrice refuse : was this ambitisn ?

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ;

And, sure, he is an honourable man.
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke.
But here I am to speak what I do know.
You all did love him once, not without cause

:

Wliat cause withholds you. then, to mourn for him ?

judgment, thou art fled to bnitish beasts.

And men have lost their reason !—Bear with me;
My heart is in Ihe coffin there with Ca;sar,

And 1 must pause till it come back to me.
1 at. Methinks there is much reason in his sayings.

2 at. If thou consider rightly of the matter,

C.-esar has had great wrong.

3 at. Has he, masters f

1 fe.ar there will a worse come in his place.

i^at. M.ark'd ye his words? He would not t.ike the
crown

:

Therefore 'tis certain he was not ambitious.

1 at. I f it be found so, some will dear abide it.

2 C/A Poor soul 1 his eyes are red as fire \vith

weeping. [Antony.

3 at. There's not a nobler man in Rome than

4 at. Now mark him, he begins again to speak.
Ant. But yesterday, the word of C.i'sar might

Have stood against the world : now, lies he there.

And none so jioor to do him reverence.
() masters 1 if I were dispos'd to stir

Your liearts and niinrls to mutiny and rage,
I should do Brutus wrong and Cassius wrong,

Who, you all know, are honourable men :

I will not do then\ wrong ; I rather choose
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you,
Th.an 1 will wrong such honourable men.
But here's a parchment with the seal of Caesar,
I found it in his closet ; 'tis his will

:

Let but the connnons hear this testament,
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,)
And they would go and kiss dead C.-esar's wounds.
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood

;

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory.
And. dying, mention it within their wills.

Bequeathing it. as a rich legacy,
Unto their issue.

4 at. We'll hear the will : read it. Mark Antony.
Citizens. The will, the will ! we will hear C;esar's

will. [read it

;

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends. I must not
It is not meet you know how Cresar loved you.
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men

;

.\nd. being men, hearing the will of C:Esar,
It will inflame you, it will make you mad ;

'Tis good you know not that you are his heirs
;

For if you should. O. what would come of it

!

4 Cit. Read the will ; we'll hear it, Antony ;

You shall read us the will ; Caesar's will.

Int. Will you be patient ? Will you stay a while!
I have o'ershot myself to tell you of it :

I fear I wrong the honourable men.
Whose daggers have stabb'd C.-esar ; I do fear it.

4 at. They were traitors : honourable men !

Citizens. The will 1 the testament

!

2 at. Tliey were villains, murderers : the will

:

read the will.

Ant. You will compel me, then, to read the will? •

Then make a ring about the corse of Ca.'sar,

And lot me show you him that made the will.

Shall I descend ? and will you give me leave ?

Citizejis. Come down.
2 Cit. Descend. [Antony comes dcnun.

3 at. You shall have leave.

4 at. A ring ; stand round.
1 at. Stand from the hearse, stand from the body.
2 at. Room for Antony, most noble Antony I

Ant. N.ay, press not so upon me ; stand far off.

Citizens. Stand back ; room : bear back.
ytJit. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now.

You all do know this mantle : I remember
fhe first time ever Cassar put it on ;

'Twas on a summer's evening, in his tent,

That day he overcame the Nervii :

—

Look, in this place, ran Cassius' dagger through :

See what a rent the envious Casca made

:

Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away,
Mark how the blood of Ca;sar follow'd it.

As rusliing out of doors, to be resolv'd

If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no ;

For Brutus, as you know, was C.iesar's angel :

Judge, O you gods, how dearly C.-esar lov'd him
This was the liiost unkindest cut of .all

;

For when the noble Cqesar saw him st.ib,

Ingr.atitude. more strong than traitors' arms.
Quite vanquish'd him : then liurst his mighty heart

And, in his mantle muflling up his face.

Even at the base of Pompey's statua.

Which all the while ran blood, great Ctcsar fell.

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen I

Then I. and you, and all o( us fell down,
Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us.

0. now you weep ; and, I jierceive, you feel

The dint of pity : these are gracious drojjs.

Kind souls, what, weep you when you but behold
Our C,-esar's vesture wounded ? Look you here.

Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors.

1 Cif. O piteous spectacle

!

2 a/. O noble Caesar

!

3 at. O woful day

!

4 at. O traitors, villains

!

1 Cit. O most bloody sight

!

2 at. We will be revenged : revenge.—about.—
seek,—bum,—fire,—kill,—slay,—let not a traitor live

Ant. Stay, countrymen.
1 Cit. Pe.icc there ! hear the noble Antony.
2 at. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die with

him. [you up
Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir

To such a sudden flood of mutiny
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They that have done this deed are honf ur.ihle ;

What private griefs lliey have, alas. 1 know not,

Th.it made tliem do it : tlicy are wise and lionoural'Ic,

And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you.

I come not. friends, to steal away your hearts

:

I am no orator, as Brutus is ,

But. as you know me all. a plain blunt man.
That love my friend ; and that tliey know full well

That gave nie public leave to speak of him :

For I nave neither wit, nor words, nor worth,

.\ction. nor utterance, nor the power of speech.
To stir men's blood : I only speak rig-ht on ;

I tell you that which you yourselves do know

;

Show you sweet Caesar's wounds, poor poor dumb
mouths,

And bid them speak for me: but were I Brutus,
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue

in
every wound of C«sar, that should move

"he stones of Rome to rise and mutiny.
Citizens. W'q'W mutiny.
1 at. We'll burn the house of Brutus.

3 Cil. Away, then I come, seek the conspirators.

A fit. "Yet hear me. countrymen ; yet hear me speak.
Citizens. Peace, ho 1 Hear Antony, most noble

Antony.
Ant. Why, friends, you £;o to do you know not what

:

Wherein hath Caesar thus deserv'd your loves!
Alas, you know not ; I must tell you. then :

you have forgot the will I told you of. fwilK
Citizeus. Most true; the will: let's stay and hear the
A'lt. Here is the will, .and under Ca;sar's seal

:

To every Roman citizen he gives.

To every several man, seventy-tive drachmas.
2 at. Most noble Cassar 1 we'll revenge his death.

3 at. O royal C.-esar!

Atit. Hear me with patience.
Citizens. Peace, ho 1

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his w.alks,

His private arbours, and new-planted orchards,
* Jn this side Tiber; he hath left them you.
And to your heirs for ever, common pleasures.
To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves.
Here was a C^sar I when comes such another?

1 at. Never, never I Come, away, away I

We'll burn his body in the holy place.

And with the brands fire the traitor's houses.
Take up the body.
2 at. Go fetch fire.

3 at. I'luck down benches.
4 at. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing.

{Exeitnt Citizens, with the body.
Ant. Now let it work : mischief, thou art afoot.

Take thou wliat course thou wilt I

—

Lnter a Servant.
How now, fellow

Sirv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome.
Ant. Where is he t

Sei-j. He and Lepidus are at C.-csar's house.
Ant. And thither will I straight to visit him :

He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry.
And in this mood will give us any thing.

Sen'. I heard him say. Brutus and Cassius
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome.
Ant. Belike they had some notice of the people,

How I had mov d them. Bring me to Octavius.
\Exeunt.

SCENE HI—Rome. A Street.

E>Uey Cinna. tJu poet.

Ci'i. I dreamt to-night th.at I did feast whh Cxsar,
And things unlucky charge my fantasy

:

1 have no will to wander forth of doors.
Vet something leads me forth.

Enter Citizens.

1 at. What is your name t

2 at. Whither are you going?
3 at. Where do you dwell?
4 at. Are you a married man, or a bachelor?
2 at. Answer every man directly.

1 at. Ay, and briefly.

4 at. Ay, and wisely.

3 at. Ay, and truly ; yr»u were best.
0>f. What is my name? Whitlter am I going?

Where do I dwell? ' Am I a marrie<l man. or a
bachelor? Then, to answer every man directly and
briefly, wisely ami truly : wisely 1 say, I am a b.ichel'/r

2 at. That's as nmch as to say, they arc fools that

marry : you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear. Pro-

ceed ; directly.

Cin. Directly, I am going to Ca;sar's funeral.

1 at. As a friend, or an enemy?
Ciii. As a friend.

2 at. That matter is answered directly.

4 Cit. For your dwelling, briefly.

Cin. Briefly. I dwell by the Capitol

3 C'i/.'Your name, sir, truly.

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna.
2 at. Tear him to pieces ; he's a conspirator.
Cin. I am Cinna the poet, 1 am Cinna the poet.

4 at. Tear him for his bad verses, tear him for hli

bad verses.
Cin. I am not Cinna the conspirator.

2 Cit. It is no matter, his name's Cinna; pluck but
his name out of his heart, and turn him going.

3 Cit. Tear him, tear him ! Come, brands, ho I fire-

brands I To Brutus, to Cassius; burn all: some to
Decius' house, and some to Casca's ; some to I-iga-

rius' : away, go 1 yiixcunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Rome. A Rootn in Antony's House.

Antony, Octavius, rtz/^;? Lepidus, seated at a table.

Ant. These many, then, shall die ; their names are
prick'd. [Lepidus?

Oct. Your brother too must die ; consent you,
I.ep. I do consent,

—

Oct. Prick him down. Antony.
Lep. Upon condition Publius shall not live.

Who is your sister's son, Mark Antony.
Ant. He shall not live ; look, with a spot I damn him.

But, Lepidus, ijo you to Crvsar's house ;

Fetch the will hither, and we shall determine
How to cut otTsonie charge in legacies.
Lep. What, shall I find you here?
Oct. Or here, or at the Capitol. {Exit Lepidus.
A7it. This is a slight unmeritable man,

Meet to be sent on errands : is it fit,

The threefold world divided, he should stand
One of the three to share it?

Oct. So you thought him,
And took his voice who should be prick'd to die,

111 onr black sentence and proscription.
Ajit. Octavius, I have seen more days than you:

And tlioMgh we lay these lionours on this man,
To ease ouri.elves of divers slanderous loads,
He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold.
To groan and sweat under the business,
Either led or driven, as we point the way

;

And having brought our treasure where we will.

Then take we down his load, and turn him off,

Liktr to the empty ass, to shake his ears,

And gra^e in commons.
Oct. You may do your will

:

But he's a tried and valiant soldier.

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius ; and for that
I do appoint him store of provender:
It is a creature that I teacn to fight,

To wind, to stop, to run directly on ;

His corporal motion govern d by my spirit.

Antl, in some taste, is Lepidus but so

;

He must be taught, and tram d, and bid go forth

;

A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds
On objects, arts, and imitations.
Which, out of use and stal'd by other men.
Begin his fashion : do not talk of him.
But as a property And now, Octavius.
Li^tcn great things :—Brutus and Cassius
Are levying powers : wc must straiijht make hc.td

:

Therefore let our alliance be combin'd.
Our best fricmK made, and our best means strctch'd
And let us presently go sit in council, [out;
H'.w covert matters may be best disclos'd,
And open perils surest answered

Oct. Let us do so : for we are at the stake.
And bay d about with many enemies ;

And some, that smile, liave in their hearts, I fear,
Millions of mischiefs. {/ixeunt.

SCENE n.—Brutus's tent tn the Camp uear Sardis.

mm. /znterMmiws, Liicilius. Lucius, ir;;/;^ Soldiers

t

Tilinius anU rind.iru^ meetlUi* thetn,
Brit. Stand, hoi
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Lucil. Give the word, ho I and stnnd.

Jim. What now, Luciliua 1 is Casiius near?
/.iiciV. He is at hand ; and Pindarub is come

To do you salutation from his master.
[Vindanis ^nvcs a letter to Brutus

Bru. He greets me well. Your master, Pindarus,

In his own change, or by ill olKcers,

Hath i^iveu me some worthy cause to wish
Things done, undone: but, if he be at hand,
I shall be satisfied.

Pin. I do not doubt
But that ray noble master will appear
Such as he is, full of regard and honour.
Bru. He is not doubted. A word. Lucilius

;

How he receiv'd you, let me be resolv'd.

Liicil. With courtesy, and with respect enough

;

But not with such familiar instances.

Nor with such free and friendly conference.
As he hath ud'd of old.

Bru. Thou hast describ'd
A hot friend cooling; ever note, Lucilius,

When love begins to sicken and decay.
It useth an enforced ceremony.
There are no tricks in plain and simple faith

:

But hollow men, like horses hot at haad,
Make gallant show and promise of their mettle;
But when tliey should endure the bloody spur.

They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades.
Sink in the trial. Comes his army on?

Liicit. They mean this night in Sardis to be quar-
The greater part, the horse" in general, [ter'd

;

Are come with Cassius.
Bru. Hark 1 he is arriv'd.

[March within,
March gently on to meet him.

Enter Cassius and Soldiers.

Cas. Stand, ho 1

Bru. Stand, ho I Speak the word along.
Within. Stand!
IVilhin. Standi
jyithin. Standi
Cas. Most noble brother, you have done me wrong,
Bru. Judge me, you gods 1 Wrong I mine enemies?

And. if not so, how should I wrong a brother?
Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yoars hides wrongs

;

And when you do them

—

Bru. Cassius, be content

;

Speak your griefs softly, I do know you well :

—

Before the eyes of both our armies here,
"Wliich should perceive nothing but love from us.

Let U5 not wrangle : bid them move away

;

Then in my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs,

And I will give you audience.
Cas. Pindarus,

Bid our connnanders lead their charges off
A little from this ground.
Bru. Lucilius. do you the like : and let no man

Come to our tent, till we liave done our conference.
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. \ExcH7it.

SCENE \\\.—Within ilie tent c/Brutus.

Enter Brutus and Cassius.

Cas. That you have wrong'd me doth appear in

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella [this :

For taking bribes here of the Sardians ;

Wherein my letters, praying on his side,

Because I knew the man. were slighted off.

Brii. You wrong'd yourself to write in such a case.
Cas. In such a time as this, it is not nieet

That every nice offence should bear his conunent.
Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself

Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm

;

To sell and mart your offices for gold
To undeservers.

Cas. I an itching palm I

You know that you are Brutus that speak this.

Or, by the gods, this speech were else j'our last.

Bru. The name of Cassius honours this corruption.
And chastisement doth therefore hide his head.

Cas. Chastisement! | member :

Bru. Remember March, the ides of March re-

Diil not great Julius bleed for justice' sake?
AVhat villain touch'd his body, that did stab,
.\nd not for justice? What, shall one of us.

That struck the foremost man of all this world,
But for supijorting robbers, sliall we now
Contaminate our fingers with b.ise bribes.

And sell the mighty space of our large honours.
For so nuich trash as may be grasped thus?
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon.
Than such a Roman.

Cas. Brutus, bay not me,
I'll not endure it : you forget yourself,
To hedge me in ; 1 am a soldier, I,

Older in practice, abler tlian yourself
To make conditions.
Bru. Go to

; you are not, Cassius.
Cas. I am.
Brtt. I say, you are not.
Cas. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself;

Have mind upon your health, tempt me no furtlicr.
Bru. Away, slight man 1

Cas. Is 't possible?
Bru. Hear me, for I will speak.

Must I give way and room to your rash clioler ?

Shall I be frighted, when a madman stares?
Cas. O ye gods, ye gods I Must I endure all this?
B}-u. All this ! ay. more : fret till your proud heart

break

;

Go show your slaves how choleric you are.
And make your bondmen tremble. Must 1 liudg^ ?

Must I observe you? Must I stand and crouch
Under your testy humour? By the gods.
You shall digest the venom of your spleen.
Though it do split you ; for, from this day forth,
111 use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter.
When you are waspish.
Cas. Is it come to this?
Bru. You say you are a better soldier

:

Let it appear so ; make your vaunting true.
And it shall please me well : for mine own part,
I shall be glad to learn of noble men.
Cas. You wrong me every way

; you wrong nie,
I s-iid an elder soldier, not a better

:

[Brutus

;

Did I say, better?
Bru. If you did, I care not.
Cas. When Caesar liv'd, he durst not thus haie

moved me.
Bru. Peace, peace I you durst not so have tempted
Cas. I durst not 1 [hiin.

Bi-u. No.
Cas. What, durst not tempt him?
Bru. For your life you durst not
Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love ;

I may do that I shall be sorry for.

Bru. You have done that you should be sorrj- for.
There is no terror, Cassius, in your threats

;

For 1 am arm'd so strong in honesty.
That they pass by me as the idle wind.
Which I respect not. I did send to you
For certain sums of gold, which thou denied me ;

—

For I can raise no money by vile means :

B3' heaven, I had rather coin my heart,
And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wring
From the hard hands of peasants their vile trash
By any indirection ; I did send
To j-ou for gold to pay my legions.
Which you denied me : was that done like Cassius?
Should I have answer'd Caius Cassius so?
When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous,
To lock such rascal counters from his friends,
Ee ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts,
Dash him to pieces 1

Cas. I denied you not.
Bru. You did.
Cas, I did not : he was but a fool

That brought my answer back. Brutus Ii;'.h riv'd
my heart.

A friend should bear his friend's infirmities.
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.
Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me.
Cas. You love me not,
Bru. I do not like your faults.

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults.

Bru. A flatterer's would not, though they do .ippe.ir
As huge as high Olympus.
Cas. Come. Antony, and young Octavius, coino.

Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius,
For Ca.ssius is aweary of the world ;

Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother

:

Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults observ'd.
Set in a note-book, learn'd. and conn'd by rote,
To cast into my teeth. (), I tould weep
My spirit from mine eyes I—There is my dagger,
.\nd here my naked breast; within, a heart'
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Dearer than Plutus'minc. richer than cold :

If that thou be'st a Koni.in, take it forth ;

], tliat denied thee ffold, will give my heart

:

Strike, as thou didst at C.tsar; for, I know.
^\'hen tliou didst hate him worst, thou lov'dst him
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassius. [better

/>;-;(. Sheath your dagger

:

Be aiiijrv when you will, it shall have scope

;

Do what you will, dislionoiir shall be humour.
O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb
That carries anger as the Hint bears fire

;

Who, much enforced shows a hasty spark,
An<l straight is cold again.

Cas. Hath Cassius liv'd

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,
When grief, and blood illtemper'd. vexeth him!
/>>«. ^^"hen I spoke that, I was ill-temper'd too.

Cits. Do you confess so nmch ? Give me your hand.
Bnt. And my heart too.

Cas. O Brutus,—
Bru. What's the matter J

Cos. Have not you love enough to bear with me.
When that rash humour which my mother gave me
Makes me forgetful ?

Bnc. Yes, Cassius : and, from henceforth,
When you are over.earnest with your Brutus,

He'U think your mother chides, and leave you so.

[Noise within.
Poet. [ Within. J

Let me go in to see the generals

;

There is some grudge between them, tis not meet
They be alone.
Lucit. [Il-'ithin.] 'Vou shall not come to Ihem.
Poet. [Within. \ Nothing but death shall stay me.

Enter VaA, folUnued by Lucilius and Titinius.

Cuj. Hownowl What's the matter?
Poet. I- or shame, you generals ! What do you mean 7

Love, and be friends, as two such men should be

;

For 1 have seen more years, I am sure, than ye,

Cas. Ha. ha 1 how vilely doth this cynic rhyme.
liru. Get you hence, sirrah : s.aucy fellow, hence 1

Cas. Bear with him, Brutus ; 'tis his fashion.

Bru. I'll know his humour, when he knows his time ;

What should the wars do with these jigging fools!

Companion, hence I

Cas. Awaj', away, be gone I

[Exit Poet
Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders

Prepare to lodge their companies to-night.

Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Messala with

Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius fl«rf Titinius.

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine I

Cas. I did not think you could have been so angry.

Bru. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs.

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use,

If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru. No man bears sorrow better. Portia Is dead.
Cas. Hal Portia I

Bru. She is dead.
Cas. How scap'd I killing when I cross'd you so

!

O insupportable and touchmg loss I—
Upon what sickness?
Bru. Impatient of my absence.

And grief that young Octavius with Mark Antony
Have made themselves sn strong ;— for with her death
That tidings came :—with this she fell distract.

And, her attendants absent, swallowd fire.

Cas. And died so!
Bru. Even so.

Cas. O ye immortal gods I

Enter Lucius, luith wine and takers.

Bru. Speak no more of her.—Give me a bowl of
wine.

—

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. [Drinks.
Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge-

Fill, Lucius, till the wine oVrswe'.l the cup

;

I cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. [Drinks.
Re-enter Titinius, Ti/ith Messala,

Bru. Come in, Titinius. Welcome, good Messala.
Now sit we close about this taper here,

And call in question our necessities.

Cas. Portia, art thou gone!
firu. No more, I pray you.

—

Mess.ala, I have here* received letters,

That young Octavius and Mark Antony
Come down upon us with a mighty power.
Bending their expedition towards Phllippi,

^^es. Myselfhave letters of the self-same tenor.

Bru. ^Vitll what addition !

Afes. That by proscription, and bills of outlawry,

Oct.ivius, Antony, and Lcpidus,
Have put to death a hundred senators.
Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree

Mine speak of seventy senators that died
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one.

Cas. Cicero one?
Mes. Cicero is dead,

And by that order of proscription.

Had you your letters Irom your wife, my lord!
Bru. No, Messala.
Mes. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her?
Bru. Nothing, ^lessala.

Mes. That, methinks, is strange.

Bnt. Why ask you? Hear you aught of her in

yours!
Mes. No, my lord.

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.

Mes. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell

For certain she is dead, and by strange manner.
Bru. Why, farewell, Portia. We' must die, Mes-

With meditating that she must die once, [sala

:

I have tlie patience to endure it now.
Mes. Even so great men great losses should endure.
Cas. \ have as much of this in art as you.

But yet my nature could not bear it so.

Bru. WeU, to our work alive. What do you think

Of marching to Philippi presently?
Cas. I do not think it good.
Bru. Your reason ?

Cas. This is it

:

'Tis better, that the enemy seek us

:

So sliall he waste his means, weary his soldiers,

Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying still,

Are fiill of rest, defence, and nimbleness.
Br}i. Good reasons must, of force, give place to

The people 'twLxt Philippi and this ground [better,

Do sland but in a forc'd affection ;

For they have grudg'd us contribution :

The enemy, niarchiiig along by them,.
By them shall make a fuller number up.
Come on refresh'd, new-added, and encourag'd

;

From wliich advantage shall we cut him off.

If at Philippi we do face him there.

These people at our back.
Cas. Hear me. good brother
Bric. Under your pardon. You must note beside.

That vie have tried the utmost ol our friends.

Our legions are briin-tuU, our cause is ripe:
The eiieniy increaseth every day ;

We. at the height, are ready to decline.

There is a tide in the affairs of men.
Which, taken at the flood. leads on to fortune ;

Omitted, all the voyage of their life

Is bound in shallows, and in miseries
On such a full sea are w e now afloat

;

And we must take the current when it serves,

Or lose our ventures.
Cas. Then, with your will, go 911

;

We'll along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi.

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,

And natute must obey necessity;
Which we will niggard with a little rest.

There is no more to say t

Cas. No more. Good nig'nt

:

Early tomorrow will we rise, and hence.
Bru. Lucius, my gown.

—

\I:xU Lucius] Farewell,
good Messala:

Good night, Titinius : noble, noble Cassius,
Good night, and good repose

Cas. O my dear brother 1

This was an ill beginning of the night

:

Never come such division twecn our souls 1

Let it not, Brutus,
Bru. Every thing is well.

Cas, Good night, my lord.

Bru. Good night, good brother.

Tit. Mes. Good night, lord Brutus.
Bru. Farewell, every one.

\Exeunt Cas. Tit. and Mes.

Re-enter Lucius, tuith the nown.

Give me the gown. Where is thy Instrument?
/,«<-. Here in the tent.

Bru. What, thou speak'st drowsily!

Poor knave, I blame thee not i
thou art o'er-watch'tL
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Call Claudius, and some other of my men;
\"il have them sleep on cushions in my tent.

Li(C. Varro and Claudius!
Enter Varro and Claudius.

Var. Calls my lord ?

Bri(. I jiray you, sirs, He in my tent, and sleep

;

It may be 1 shall raise you by and by
Siu business to my brother Cassius.
Vur. So please you, we will stand, and watch your

pleasure.
B}ti. 1 will not have it so : lie down, good sirs

;

It may be I shall othenvise bethink nie.

Look, Lucius, here's the book I sought for so ;

I put it in the pocket of my {:;own.

[Servants lie down.
Luc. I was sure your lordship did not g^ive it me.
Br7i. Bear with me, .d^ood boy, I am much forgetful

Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while,
And touch thy instrument a strain or two?

Lite, Ay, my lord, an't please you.
B7'H. It does, my boy :

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.

Luc. It is my duty, sir.

Br7c. I should not urge thy duty past thy might

;

I know young bloods look for a time of rest.

Lite. I have slept, my lord, already.
Brji It waswell done ; and thou shalt sleep again

;

I will not hold thee long : if I do live,

I will be good to thee. [Music, and a Sons-
This is a sleepy tune : O murderous slumber,
Lay'st Ihou thy leaden mace upon my boy,
That plays thee music Y Gentle knave, good night

;

I will not to thee so much wrong to wake thee

;

If thou dost nod, thou break'st thy instrument

;

I'll take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night.
Let me see, let me see :—is not the leaf turn'd down,
Where I left reading? Here it is. I think.

7he Ghost of Caesar enters.
How ill this taper burns !—Ha ! who comes here?
I think it is the weakness of mine eyes
That shapes this monstrous apparition.
It comes upon me. Art thou any thing ?

Art thou some god, some angel, or some devil,

That mak'st my blood cold, and my hair to stare?
Speak to me what thou art.

Ghost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus.
Brte. Why comVt thou?
Ghost. To tell thee thou shalt see me at Philippi.

Brti. AVell; then I shall see thee again?
Ghost. Ay, at Philippi

Bru. Why, I will see thee at Philippi. then.

—

[Ghost vanisJus.
Now I have taken heart thou vanishes!

:

111 spirit. I would hold more talk with thee.
Boy, Lucius]—Varro! Claudius? sirs, awake I—Clau-

dius 1

Luc. The strings, my lord, are false.

Bru. He thinks he still is at his instrument
Lucius, awake I

Luc. My lord? [out?
Bru, Didst thou dream. Lucius, that thou so criedst

Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry.

Bru. Yes. that thou didst : didst thou see any
Luc. Nothing, my lord. (thing?
Bru. Sleep again, Lucius. Sirrah—Claudius I

Fellow thou, awake I

Var My lord?
Clau. My lord?
Brn. Why did you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep?
Var. Clau. Did we, my lord?
Bi'u. Ay : saw you any thing?
Var. No, my lord, I saw nothing.
Clan. Nor I, my lord.

Brn. Go, and commend me to my brother Cassius

;

Bid him set on his powers betimes before.
And we will follow.

Vay. Clan. It shall be done, my lord.

[Exeunt.

ACT V.

SCENE \.—The Plains <i/Philippi.

Enter OzV^\\\x% Antony, and their army.

Oct. Now, Antony, our hopes are answered:
You said the enemy would not come down,
But keep the hills and upper regions

;

It proves not so : their battles are at hand

;

They mean to warn us at FhiUpj)! here.
Answering before we do demand of them.
Ant. Tut, 1 am in their bosoms, and I know

Wherefore they do it : they could be contented
To visit other places ; and come down
With fearful bravery, thinking by this face
To fasten in our thoughts that they have courage ;

But 'tis not so.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Prepare you, generals

;

The enemy comes on in gallant show

;

Their bloody sign of battle is hung out.

And something to be done immediately.
A}tt. Octavius, lead your battle softly on.

Upon the left hand of the even field.

Oct. Upon the right hand 1 ; keep thou the left.

yiut. Why do you cross me in this exigent?
Oct. I do not cross you : but 1 will do so.

[March.
Drum, Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their army

;

Lucilius, Titinius, Messala, and oihers.
Bru, They stand, and would have parley.
Cas. Stand fast. Titinius : we must out and talk.

Oct. Mark Antony, shall we give sign of battle?
Ant, No, Caesar, we will answer on their charge,

Make forth ; the generals would have some words.
Oct. Stir not until the signal.

Bru. Words before blows: is it so, countrymen?
Oct. Not that we love words better, as you do.
Bru. Good words are better than bad strokes,

Octavius. [words:
Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good

Witness the hole you made in Caesar's heart.
Crying, *' Long live ! hail, Cezsar /"

Cas. Antony
The posture of your blows are yet unknown ;

But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,
And leave them honeyless.
Ant. Not stingless too.
Bru. O, yes. and soundless too;

For you have stol'n their buzzing, Antony,
And very wisely threat before you sting.
Ant. Villains, you did not so when your vile

daggers
Hack'd one another in the sides of Ccesar:
You show'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like

hounds,
And bow'd like bondmen, kissing Caesar's feet

;

Whilst damned Casca, like a cur. behind
Struck Ccesar on the neck. O you flatterers I

Cas. Flatterers! Now, Brutus, thank yourself

:

This tongue had not ortended so to-daj',

If Cassius miglu have rul'd. [sweat,
Oct. Come, come, the cause: if arguing make us

The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

—

Look, I draw a sword against conspirators;
When think you that the sword j^oesiip again?
Never, till Caesar's three and thirty wounds
Be well aveng'd ; or till another Csesar
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors.
Bru. Caesar, thou canst not die by traitors' hands,

Unless thou bring'st them with thee.
Oct. So I hope

;

I was not born to die on Brutus' sword.
Brn. O, if thou wert the noblest ofthy strain.

Young man, thou couldst not die more honourable.
IS. A peevish schoolboy, wortliless of such

Join'd with a masker and a reveller 1 [honour.
Ant. Old Cassius still 1

Oct. Come, Antony, away
;

Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth :

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field;

If not, when you have stomachs.
[Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and their army,

Cas, W hv, now, blow wind, swell billow, and swim
bark?

The storm is up. and all is on the Iwzard.
Brn. Ho, Lucilius I hark, a word with you.
Lucil. My lord?

[Brutus rtwrf Lucilius talk aj>arL
Cas, Messala,

—

Mes. What says my general ?

Cas^ . Messala,
This is mj^ birth-day; as this very (i.ay

Was Cassius born. Give me thy hand, Messala :

Be tliou my witness, that, against my will,
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As Pompey was, am I compell'd to set

Upon one battle all our liberties.

Voii know that I held Epicurus strongf,

And his opinion ; now I change my mind,
And partly credit thingfs that do presaojc.

Cominij from Sardis, on our former ensi,i^n

Two mijjhty eagles fell ; and there they perch'd,
Gorgini; and feeding from our soldiers hands ;

Who to Philippi here consorted us :

This morning are they fled away and gone

;

And in their stead do ravens, crows, and kites.

Fly o'er our heads, and downward look on us.

As we were sickly prey : their shadows seem
A canopy most fatal, under which
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost.
Mes. BeUeve not so.

Cas. I but believe it partly
;

For I am fresh of spirit, and resolv'd
To meet all perils very constantly.
Brit. Even so, Lucilius.
Cas. Now. most noble Brutus,

The gods to-day stand friendly, that we may,
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age !

But, since the affairs of men rest still incertain,
Let 's reason with the worst that may befall.

If we do lose this battle, then is this
The very last time we shall speak together

:

What are you, then, determined to do?
Br 11. Even by the rule of that philosophy,

By which 1 did blame Cato for the death
Which he did give himself; I know not how.
But I do find it cowardly and vile.

For fear of what might fall, so to prevent
The time of life : arming myself with patience.
To stay the provitlence of some high powers
That govern us below.

Cas. Then, if we lose this battle.

You are contented to be led in triumph
Thorough the streets of Rome?

JSrii. No. Cassius. no : think not, thou noble Roman,
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ;

He bears too great a mind. But this same day
Must end that wgrk the ides of March begun

;

And whether we shall meet again, I know not.
Therefore, our everlasting farewell take :

—

For ever, and for ever, farewell. Cassius I

I f we do meet again, why, we shall smile ;

If not, why, then, this parting was well made.
Cas. For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus I

If we do meet again, we 11 smile indeed

;

If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made.
Brii. Why, then, lead on. O.th.at a man might know

The end of this d.ays business, ere it come !

But it snfticeth, that the day will end.
And then the end is known.—Come, ho ! away

.

[f^.xeitJtt.

SCENE II.—Philippi. The FUtd of BattU.

Alarutn. Enter Brutus and Messala.

Brii. Kide, ride, Messala, ride, and give these bills

Unto the legions on the other side : [Laiiii a/arw/i.
Let them set on at once ; for I perceive
But coUl demeanour in Octavius' wing.
And sudden ijusli gives them the overthrow.
Kide, ride, \Iessala : let them all come down.

il:xiti):t.

SCENE lU.—Aiiot/ier Part o/ the Field.

Alarum. Hnter Cassius (i«rfTitinius.

Cas. O, look, Tilinius, look, the villains fly I

Myself h.ive to mine own turn'd enemy;
This ensign here of mine w.as turning back ;

1 slew the coward, ,ind did take it from him.
Tit. O Cassius, Brutus gave the word too early

;

Who, having some advantage on Octavius,
Took it too eagerly : his soldiers fell to spoil,
Whilst we by Antony arc all enclos'd.

Enter Pindarus.

Pin. Fly farther n(T, my lord, fly farther ofl;

;

Mark Antony is in your tents, my lord :

I'ly. therefore, noble Cassius. fly f.ir off.

Cas. This hill is far enough. l..iok. look, Titinius
;

Arc those my tents where I perceive the firet
Tit. They are, my lord.
Cas. Titinius, if thou lov'st me.

Mount thou my horse, and hide thy spurs in him.
Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops.

And here .again ; th.at I may rest assur'd
Whether yond' troops are friend or enemy.

Tit. I will be here again, even with a thought.
\E.xit.

Cas. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill

;

My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius,
And tell nie what thou not'st about the field.

—

(
Exit Pindarus.

This day I breathed first : time is come round,
And where I did begin, there shall 1 end ;

My life is run his compass.—Sirrah, what news?
Pin. [From the hUt.\ O my lord;
Cas. What news ?

Pin. \Above.\ Titinius is enclosed round .about
With horsemen, that make to him on the spur :

Yet he spurs on : now they are almost on him ;

.Now, Titinius ! now some light ; O, he lights too :

—

He'sta'en; [Shout. \ and, hark! they shout for joy.
Cas. Come down ; behold no more.

O. coward that I am. to live so long.
To see my best friend ta'en before my face 1

Enter Pindarus.
Come hither, sirrah

:

In Parthia did I take thee prisoner ;

And then I swore thee, saving of thy life.

That whatsoever I did bid thee do.
Thou shouldst attempt it. Come now, keep thine oath ;

Now be a freeman ; and, with this good sword,
rhat ran through Caesar's bowels, search this bosom.
Stand not to answer : here, take thou the hilts

;

And. when my face is cover'd. as 'tis now.
Guide thou the sword. Cossar, thou art reveng'd.
Even with the sword that kill'd thee. \Dies.
Pin. So, I am free : yet would not so have been

;

Durst I have done my will. O Cassius !

Far from this country Pindarus shall run.
Where never Roman shall take note of him. \Exit.

Re-enter Titinius, 7vith Messala.
Mcs. It is hut change. Titinius ; for Octavius

Is overthrown by noble Briuus" power.
As Cassius' legions are by Antony.

Tit. These tidings will well comfort Cassius.
Jifes. \Vhere did you leave him ?

Tit. AH disconsolate.
With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill.

Afes. Is not that he that lies upon the ground?
Tit. He lies not like the living. O my heart 1

Mes. Is not that he?
Tit. No, this was he, Messala,

Cut Cassius is no more. O setting sun.
As in thy red r.ays thou dost sink to-night,
-So in his red blood Cassius' day is set.
The sun of Rome is set I Our day is gone ;

Clouds, <lews, .and dangers come ; our deeds are donel
Mistrust of my success h.ath done this deed.

!^!'s. Mistrust of good success hath done this deed.
O hateful error, melancholy's child.
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not! O error, soon conceiv'd,
Thou never com'st unto a happy birth.
But kill'st the mollit-r that engeuder'd thee !

Tit. What, Pindarus ! Whore art thou, Pindarus?
Mes. Seek him. Titinius. whilst I go to meet

The noble Brutus, thrusting this report
Into his ears : I may say. thrusting it

;

For piercing steel, and darts envenomed.
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus,
As tidings of this sight.

Tit. Hie, you, Messala.
And I will seek for Pindarus the while.

r^."' Messala.Why didst thou send me forth, br.ave Cassius?
Did I not meet thy friends? and did not they
Put on my brows this wreath of victory.
And bid me give it thee? Didst thou not hoar their

shouts ?

Alas, thou h.ist niisconstru'd every thing I

But, hold thee, take this garland on thy 'orow

;

rhy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I

Will do his bidding.— Brutus, come apace.
And see how 1 regarded C.iius Cassius.—
By your leave, gods :—this is a Roman's part

;

Come, Cassius' sword, and find Titinius" heart. \r>ies.
Alarum. Ke.enler Mi-ss.ila. with Briitns, Yoiinj:

Cato, Sirato, Voluiiinius, and Lucilius.
Bru. Where, where, M.-ss.il.i. doth his body lie?
^^"

L;?' yonder ; and Titinius mourning i^
Bru. Titinius' face is upward.
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, , He is slain.

/;•;•» O Julius C.^sar. thou art mighty yet

!

Tl^spidt^valks abroad and turns our s,™rds^^^^^^^^

In our own proper entraus. .L^r

V° //,
Brave Tituims 1

Look whe-r lie have not crown-d dead Cassius !

AV,, Are yet two Romans living such as these J

The last of all the Romans, fare thee well 1

l'h!?u\dCeid ?hy feSw^ ^-rTe'iids. I owe more tears

To this dXd mil, than you shall see me pay.

I shall find time. Cassius 1 shall fi"^ t""^-,
,^ .

Come, therefore, and to Thassos send h.s body .

His funerals shall not be in our camp.

Lest it discomfort us. Lucilius, coine :

And come, young Cato :-let us to the field.-

Laheo and Flavins, set our battles on .—

•IMS three o'clock ; and, R°™ans Vet ere mght

We shall try fortune m a second hght. iii.\ewi'

SCENE VJ.—Another Part of the Field.

Alarum. Hnter fishling: SM\,,xs o/both armies
.

then Brutus, Cato, Lucilius, ami otJttrs.

Bnt Yet, countrymen, 0. yet hold up your heads 1

c"io. What bastard doth not V Who w,ll go with me

I will proclaim my name about the heia

:

I am the son of Marcus Cato, ho !

A foe to tyrants, and my country s friend;

1 am the son of .Marcus Cato. ho
!^^^^^^^^ ^^^^ ^^^^^^^^,

Km. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I

;

Bn^ms, my country's friend ;
know me for Brutus !

cruius, my
^^^^^^ Ihargins the enemy. Cato is over-

foiuered, andfalls
Lncil O young and noble Cato, art thou down?

Why now thou diest as bravely as Titinms ;

And inayst be honour'd being Cato's son.

VSf
Yield, or thou diest.

^^^^ ^ ^.^,^ ^^ ^.^ ^

There is so much that thou wilt kill -^tra^ln
;^^^^^_

Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death.

I Sn/rf. We must not. A noble prisoner !

\ Sold Room, ho ! Tell Antony, Brutus is ta en.

I Sold. I'll tell the news : here comes the general—

Enter Antony.

Brutus is ta'en, my lord.

v4«C. Where ishe?
. ._

Lncil. Safe, Antony : Brutus is safe enough .

I dare .assure thee, that no enemy
Sliall ever take alive the noble Brutus :

The <rods defend him from so great a shame I

When you do find him, or alive or dead.

He will be found like Brutus, like himself.

!j«/ This is not Brutus, friend ; but. 1 assure you,

A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe.

Give him all kindness : I had r.ather I'nye

Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on,

And see ivhe'r Brutus be alive, or dead ;

Aud bring us word, unto Octavius tent.

How every thing is chanc d. |/..»<r,. ..

Cli. Now is that noble vessal full of grief,

That it runs over even at his eyes.
. ,

Tru. Come hither, good Vofumnius ;
hst a word.

I'ol What says my lord?
. . ,, ,^M. lie. , .r

^^^^ ^j^.^^ Volumnius

:

The ghost of Ccesar hath appear;d to me

Two several times by night ; at Sardis once.

And this last night here in Philippi fields.

I know my hour is come.
y^l Not, so, my lord.

Brii Nay, I am sure it is, 'Volumnius.

Thou seest the world, Volumnius, how it goes

;

(5ur enemies have beat us to the pit

:

It is more worthy to leap in o"'?^'''^''.
,,„„„i,,c

Til ^n tarrv till they push us. Good V olu nnius.

Thou knoTv "t that^we two went to school together :

Even for tliat our love of old. I pr ytliee.

Hold thou my sword-hilts, wn''st l."'" °" '''.
.

I -ol. That's not an olhce for a f^e'"''
"J^j^";, ^^,y/_

Clt Fly fly, ray lord ; there is no tarrying liere.

£V«. Farewell to you;-and you ;-and you, Vo-

lumnius.—
. , ., I

Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep

,

Farewell to thee too. Strato.-Countrymen,

My heart doth joy. that yet, in all my lue,

I (Vjund no man but he was true to me.

I shall have glory by t'lis'?^'?^ ."?'•„
More than Octavius and Mark Antony

Bv this vile conquest shall attam unto.

So fare you well at once : for Brutus tongue

Hath almost ended his life's history :

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; niy bones would rest.

That have^ut'^labour'd to attam this hour.

\Alarum. Cry within, tly. ny, iiy i

Cli Fly, my lord, fly- , ,
. .„ ,„„„,„o,„ •" Hence! I wiU follow.

{Exeunt Clitus, Dardanius, and Volumnms.

I pr'ythce, Strato, stay tliou by thy lord :

Thou art a fellow of a good respect

;

_

Thy life liath had some smatch of hono r in it

Hold, then, my sword, and turn aw.ay thy face.

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, btrato? lord

?^a Give me your hand first: fare you well, rr.y

S;;tFare«"u,'^good Strato.-[//. runs on h,s

s^uord. 1 Ca:sar. now be still

,

I kiU'd not thee with half so good a wiU. \Dus.

Alarum. Retreat. /f«/^r Octavius, Antony.

Messala, Lucilius, «k<^ «"«>

?;^.'Mf Sastir'?mL. Strato. where is thy

Stra. F?^'e"rom the bondage you are in Messala

:

The conquerors can but m.ake a fire of hun ;

For Brutus only overcame himselt,

knd no man else hath honour bV his de.ath

Lticil. So Brutus should be found. 1 tnauK ince.

Brutus.
That thou hast prov'd Lucilius saying true.

0^/aU that s?rv'd Brutus, I will entertam them.

FelloW, wilt thou bestow thy tune ''"1' ""; •

Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you

SCENE V.—Another Part ofthe Field.

Enter Brutus. Dardanius. Clitus. Strato, a,id Volum-

nius.

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on this

Ch Stat^ilius show'd the torch-light ; but, my lord.

He came not back : he is or ta'en, or slain

I" Si" Vhee down, Clitus : slaying is the word ;

It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, C"tJ's..^,,^^^^ .

,^

Cli What, I, my lord? No, not for all the world.

Bru. Peace, then, no words.
^.^^ ^^^^^^ ^.,, __^y^^,f

Br^,. Hark thee, Dardanius. {IVhispers

p"l: Shall I do such a deed ?

Cli. O. Dardanius 1

C/'/''wiiii'ilUequest did Brutus niake to theel

Zvl;-. To kill him. Clitus. Look, he meditates.

Oct. bo so, good Messala.

A/es How died my master, StratoT

Stra. I held the sXord and he did run on 1 .

Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thcc.

Th-it did the latest service to my master.

^«r This was the noblest Roman of the.n all

.

All the conspirators, save only •'<;_

Did that they did in envy of grea Cffisar ,

He, only, in a genenU l\o"e=' j"°"Sht,

And common good to all, made one of thun.

His life was gentle : and the eleinents

So mil'd fn hiin, th.at ^-"^[f
.^^ht stand up.

And say to .ill the world, " Phts loas a man

.

o'/! According to his virtue let us use hun.

With all respect and rites of burial.

Within my tent his bones to-n.ght shall he,

Most like a soldier, order'd honour.ab y.-

So, call the field to rest : and let s away.

To part the glories of this happy day.
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ACT I.

SCENE I,—Alexandria. A Room in Cleopatra's
Palace.

Enter Demetrius and Philo.

Phi. Say, but this dotas^e of our general's

O'erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes,
That o'er the files and musters of the war
Have glow'd, like plated Mars, now bend, now turn.

The office and devotion of their view
Upon a ta%vny front : his captain's heart,
Which in the scuffles of great fights hath burst
The buckles on his breast, reneges all temper.
And is become the bellows and the fan
To cool a gipsy's hist. {Flourish •within.] Look,

where they come

:

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, ivith their trains ;

E.unuehs/an>iin^ Iter.

T.ake but good note, and you shall see in him
The tripie pillar ofthe world transform d
Into a strumpet's fool : behold and see.

Cleo. If it be love, indeed, tell me how much.
Ant. There's beggary in the love that can be

reckon'd.
Cleo. I'll set a bourn how far to be bejov'd.
Ant. Then must thou needs find out new heaven,

new earth.
Enter an Attendant.

Alt. News, my good lord, from Rome.
Ant. Crates me ; the sum.
Cleo. Nay. hear Ihem, Antony

:

Fulvia, perchance, is angry ; or, who knows
If the scarce-be.arded Carsar have not sent
His powerful mandate to you. '• Do this, or this ;

Take in that kingdom, and enfranchise that

.

Perform t, or else we damn thee.
'

Ant. How, my love t

CUo. Perchance—nay and most like.

You must not stay here longer : your dismission
Is come from Cicsar : therefore near it, Antony —
Where's Fulvia's process ? Coisar's, I would say!

Both ?—
Call in the messengers.—As I am Egypt's queen.
Thou blushest, Antony ; .iiid tli.it blood of thine
Is Carsar's homager : else so thy cheek pays shame.
When shrill-tongu'd I- iilvia scolcls. 'file messengers I

Ant Let Koine in Tiijcr melt, .ind the wide arch
Of the raiigd empire fill ! Here is my space.
Kiiii'donis.ire clay: our dungy earth alike
I-eeds bc.ast as man : the nobleness of life

Is to do thus ; [Etnln-aei>:j;,[ when such a mutual pair.
And such a tw.iin can do t, in which I bind,
On pain of punishment, the world to wcet,
Wc stand up peerless.

Cleo. Excellent falsehood !

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her';—
1 U seem the fool I am not , Antony
Will be himself.—
Ant. But stirr'd by Cleopatra.

—

Xow, for the love of Love, and her soft hours.
Let 's not confound the time witli conference harsh :

There 's not a minute of our lives should stretch
Without some pleasure noiv : what sport to-night?

Cleo. Hear the ambassadors.
Ant. Fie, wrangling queen I

Whom every thing becomes.—to chide, 'to laugh.
To weep ; whose every passion fully strives
To make itself, in thee, fair and admir'd 1

To messengers : but thine, and all alone,
To-night we'll wander through the streets, and note
The qualities of people. Come, ray queen ;

Last night you did aesire it ;—speak not to us.

[Exeunt Ant. ami Cleo., 7vith t/teir train.
Deni. Is Coesar with Antonius priz'd so slight?
Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony,

He comes too short of that great property
Wliicli still should go with Antony.
Dein. I am full sorry

That he approves the common liar, who
Thus speaks of him at Rome : but I will hope
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy.

I Exeunt.

/:«/(f»- Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a Soothsayer.

Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any thing
-•Mexas, almost most absolute Alexas, wliere's the
soothsayer that you praised so to the queen? Ol that I

knew this husband, which, you say. must charge his

Alex. Soothsayer ! [horns with garlands 1

Sooth. Your will ?

Char. Is this the man? Is 't you, sir, that know
tilings?
Sooth. In nature's infinite book of secrecy

A little I can read.
Alex, Show him your hand.

Enter Enobarbus.
Eno. Bring in the bamiuet quickly ; wine enough

Cleopatra's health to drink.
Char. Good sir, give inc gooii fortune.
Sooth. I make not, but foresee.
Char. Pray, then, foresee me one.
.Sooth. You shall be yet f.ir fairer than you arc.
Char. He means, in rtesh.

Alex. Vex not his prescience ; be attentive.



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. Act I.

C/tar Hush I
, , • .1 i,„i„„vi

Soo/A. You shall be more belovmg than beloy d.

Char. 1 had rather heat my hver with drinkinj;.

Al^x Nav. hear him.
, ^ ,

C/mr. Good now. some excellent fortune 1 ^Let me

be married to three kings in a forenoon, and widow

them allT let me Itave a child at fifty, to whom Herod

of Jewry may do homage : find me to niarry me i^""

Octavius Cajsar, and companion me with my mistress.

Sooth. You shall outlive the lady whom you serve.

Char. O excellent ! I love long hfe better than figs.

Sooth. You have seen, and proved a fairer former

Than that which is to approach.
l°!!l"'^fn

Char. Then, belike, ray children shaU have no

names : prythee, liow many boys and wenches must

I have? . , V, J u
Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb,

And fertile every wish, a million.

Char Out, fool 1 I forgive thee for a witch.

Ale.x. You think none but your sheets are privy to

your wishes.
Cliar. Nay, come, tell Iras hers.

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes.

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night,

shall be,—drunk to bed. . .-..,.
Iras. There s a palm presages chastity, if nothing

^'c;wn Even as the o erflowing Nilus presageth

'^/»-!"r ' Go you wild bedfellow, you cannot soothsay-

Cha'r. Nay. if an oily palm be not a fruitful prog-

nostication, I cannot scratch mine ear.—Pr ythee, tell

her but a worky-day fortune.

Soolh. Your fortunes are alike.
.

has. But how? but how? give me particulars.

Sooth. I have said.
, , x, ©

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than she?

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune

better than I, where would you choose it!

Iras. Not in my husband's nose.

C/iar. Our worser thoughts heaven mend!

Alexas —come, his fortune, his fortune 1—0, let him

marry a woman that cannot go, sweet Isis, I beseech

thee • and let her die too. and give him a worse I and

let worse follow worse, t.ll the worst of aAl [ol ow linii

laughing to his grave, fifty-fold a cuckold I Good

Isist hear me thPs prayer, though thou deny me a

matter of more weight ; good Isis, I beseech theel

Iras Amen Dear goddess, hear that prayer of

the people 1 for, as it is i heart-breaking to see a hand-

some inan loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow to

behold a foul knave uncuckolded : therefore, dear

Isis, keep decorum, and fortune him accordingly I

Char. Amen, ... , » , „ „„
AUv Lo, now, if it lay m their hands to make me

a cuckold, they would make themselves whores, but

they'd do 't

!

Hno. Hush ! here comes Antony
C/iar. N'ot he ;

the queen.

Enter Cleopatra.

CUo. Saw you my lord t

Eno. No, lady.

Cleo. Was he not here !

C&rH'e°%vas"dispos'd to mirth ; but on the sudden,

A Roman thought hath struck him. Enobarbus

.

Eno. Madam? .. ,., nri,„,.„.c

CUo. Seek him, and bring him hither. -NVheies

Alexas?
, ,

, ^

Alex Here, at your service. My lord approaches.

Enter Antony, -with a Messenger and Attendants.

Cleo. We wiU not look upon lum : go with us.

Mess. Fulvia, thy wife, first came into the field.

^«C. Against my brother Lucius!

Bu/soon'^ha't war had end, and the time's state

Made friends of them, jointing their forces gainst

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy,

Upon the first encounter, drave them^^^
^^^^^ ^^^^^^,

Mess. The n.iture of bad news infects the tcUer
_

Ant. When it concerns the fool, or co».^rd un .

Things, that are past, are done, wi h me. Ti. thus

,

Who tells me true, though in lus tale he death.

I hear him as he flatter'd.

Mess Labienus

(This is stiff news) hath, with his Parlhian force.

Extended Asia from Euphrates ;
.

His conquering banner shook, from byria

To Lydia, and to lona ; whilst—

Ant. Antony, thou wouldst say,—
Mess. O, my lord 1 ,

[tongue.

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general

Name Cleopatra as she is called in Rome ;

Rail thou in Fulvia's phrase : and taunt my f,iults

With such full licence, as both truth and malice

Have power to utter. O, then we brmg forth weeds,

When our quick winds lie still ; and our ills told us,

i as our earing. Fare thee well awhUe.

yl/fj-j-. At your noble pleasure.
,1, '„

,

Ant. From Sicyon. ho, the news ! Speak there 1

1 Att. The man from Sicyon,—is there such a one?

2 ^/A He stays upon your will

^,,1 Let him appear.—

These strong Egyptian fetters I must break.

Or lose myself in dotage.—
Enter another Messenger.

What are you f

2 jUti-j-. Fulvia thy wife is dead. j- j ^u.n
^„, Where died she!

2 .Mess. In Sicyon

:

.

Wer length of sickness, with what else more serious

Iniporteth thee to know, this bears.
^^.__^.^ ^ ^.^^^^

. f Forbear me.
[f.vj'/JffO'irf Messenger.

There-s a great spirit gone I Thus did I desire it

;

What our contempts do often hurl from us.

We wish it ours again ; the present pleasure.

By revolution lowering, does become
^

The opposite of itself: she's good, being gone

;

The hand could pluck her back, that shov d her on.

I must from this enchanting queen break off

:

Ten thousand harms, more than the lUs I know.

My idleness doth hatch. Ho. Enobarbus I

Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. What 's your pleasure, sir

!

Ant. I must with haste from hence.

Eno AVhy then, we kiU all our women ; we see

how mortal an unkindness is to them; if they suffer

our departure, death 's the word.

Ant. I must be gone
. , , j- .

Eno Under a compelling occasion, let women die;

it were pity to cast them away for nothing; though,

between them and a great cause, thev should be

esteemed nothing. Cleopatra catching but the least

noise of this, dies instantly; I have seen her die

twenty times upon far poorer moment: 1 do tmnk

there is mettle in death, which commits some loving

act upon her, she hath such a celerity m dying.

Ant She is cunning past man s thought.

Eno Alack, sir, ho ; her p,assions are made ot

I nothing but the finest part of pure love: we cannot

call her winds and waters, sighs and tears ;
they are

greater storms and tempests than alinanacs can

report : this cannot be cunning in her ; if it be, she

makes a shower of rain as well as Jove.

Ant. Would I had never seen her 1

Euo O. sir. you had then left unseen a wonderful

piece of work ; which not to have been blessed withal,

would have discredited your travel.

Ant. Fulvia is dead.
Eno. Sir?
Ant. Fulvia is dead.
Eno. Fulvia 1

7-no. wTy.'sir, give the gods a thankful sacrifice.

When it pleaseth their deities to take the wife of a

man from him. it shows to man the tailors of the

earth ; comforting therein, that when old robes are

worn out. there are members to make new. 11 there

were no more women but Fulvia, then luid J'o" in-

deed a cut, and the case to be laiiienled : this grief

is crowned with consolation: your old smotk brings

forth a new petticoat :-and. indeed, the tears live m
an onion th.it should water this sorrow.

Ant The business she hath broached m the state

Cannot endure my absence.

Eno And the absence you have broached here

cannot be without yau; especially that of Cleop.itras,

which wholly depends on your abode.

Ant. No more light answers. Let our officers

Have notice what we purpose. I bh,-ill break



Scene 3. ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. S"
The cause of our expedience to the queen,

And get her love to p.irt. l-'or not alone

Tlie death of Fulvia. with more urjfent touches,

Do strongly speak to us ; but the letters, too.

Of many our contrivin*^ friends in Rome
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius
Hath ^ven the dare to Cajsar, and commands
The empire of the sea : our slippery people
(Whose love is never link'd to the deserver.

Till his deserts are past) bCLjin to throw
Pompey the Great, and all his diijnities.

Upon his son ; who, liiifh in name and power.
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up
l"or the main soldier ; whose quality, goin^ on.

The sides o' the world may danger : much is breeding,

Which, like the courser's hair, hath yet but life.

And not a serpent's poison. Say, our pleasure,

To such whose place is under us, requires
Our quick remove from hence.

JSno. I shall do it.

[Exeunt.

SCENE m.—Aiiotlter Room in the Pnlace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas.

Cteo. Where is he ?

Char. I did not see him since.

C!eo. See where he is, who's with him. what he does

:

I (lid not send you. If ynu iind him sad.
Say I am dancing ; if in mirth, report
That I am sudden sick : quick, and return.

{E.xit Alex.

Cha r. Madam, methinks. if you did love him dearly.

Yo'.i da not hold the method to enforce
The like from him.
CUo. 'What should I do. I do not

!

Char. In each thing give him way, cross him in

nothing.
Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool, the way to lose him
Char. Tempt him not so too far ; I wish, forbear

:

In time we liate that which we often fear.

But here comes Antony.
Enter Antony.

CUo. I am sick, and suller.

Ant. I am sorry to give breathing to my purpose,—
Cteo. Help me away, dear Charmian ; I shall fall

;

It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature
Will not sustain it.

Aitt- Now, my dearest queen,—
Cleo. Pray you, stand further from me.
Ant What's the matter?
CUo. I know, by that same eye, there's some good

news.
What says the married woman ? You may go :

Would she had never given you leave to come I

I-ct her not say 'tis I that keep you here,

—

1 have no power upon you ; hers you are.

Ant The gods best know,

—

CUo. O, never was there queen
So mightily betray'd ! yet at t!ie first

1 saw the treasons planted.
Aftt. Cleopatra.

—

CUo. Why should I think you can be mine, and true.

Though you in swearing shake the throned gods.
Who have been false to Fulvia! Riotous madness.
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows.
Which break themselves in swearing

!

Ant. Most sweet queen,

—

Cteo Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your going.
Tint bid farewell, and go : when you sud staying.
Then was the time for words : no going then ;

—

Kternity was in our lips and eyes,
liliss in our brows bent ; none our parts so poor.
But was a race of heaven : they are so still.

Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world.
Art turn'd the greatest liar.

Ant. How now, lady !

CUo. I would I had thy inches ; thou shouldst know
There were a he.art in Egypt.
Aut. Hear mc, queen:

The strong necessity of time commands
Our services awhile ; but my full heart
Remains in use with you. <Jur It.ily

Shines o'er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius
M.ikcs his approachc* to the pf)rt of Rome :

Hipnlily of two domestic powers
Dreeils scrupulous faction: the hated, grown to

strength,
I

Arc newly grown to love : the condemn'd Pompey,
Rich ill his fathers honour, creeps apace
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv'd

Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten
;

.\nd qui'Jtncss, grown sick of rest, would purge
13y any desperate change : my more particular.

And that which most with you should safe my going,
Is Fulvia's death.
CUd. Though age from folly could not give me

freedom.
It does from childishness :—can Fulvia die ?

ilnt. She's dead, my queen :

Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read
rhe garboils she awak'd ; at the last, best.

See when and where she died.
CUo. O most false love

!

Where be the sacred vials thou shouldst fill

^V'ith sorrowful water ? Now I see, I see.

In Fulvia's death, how mine receiv'd shall be.
Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know

The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease,

.-Vs you shall give the advice : by the fire

That quickens Nilus' slime. I go from hence
Thy soldier, servant ; making peace, or war,
.\s thou affect'st.

CUo. Cut my lace, Charmian, come :

—

But let it be :—I am quickly ill, and well

;

So Antony loves.

Ant. My precious queen, forbear

;

Antl give true evidence to his love, which stands
An honourable trial.

Cteo. So Fulvia told rae.

I pr'ythee, turn aside, and weep for her;
Tlien bid adieu to me. and say the tears
Belong to Egypt : good now, play one scene
Of excellent dissembling ; and let it look
Like perfect honour.
Ant. You'll heat my blood : no more.
Cleo. You can do better yet ; but this is meetly.
Ant. Now, by my sword,

—

CUo. And target.—Still he mends;
But this is not the best :—look, pr ythee, Charmian,
How this Herculean Roman does become
The carriage of hi> chafe.

Ajit. I'll leave you, lady.
CUo. Courteous lord, one word.

Sir. you and I must part—but that's not it

:

.Sir. you antl I have loved—but there's not it

;

That you know well : something it is I would,—
O. my oblivion is a very Antony,
And I am all forgotten.
Ant. But that your roy.alty

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you
For idleness itself.

Cleo. "Tis sweating labour
To bear such idleness so near the heart.
As Cleopatra this. But. sir, forgive me ;

.Since my becomings kill me. when they do not
I-'ye well to you : your honour calls you hence

;

Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly.

And all the gods go with you I upon your sword
Sit laurel'd victory ! .and smooth success
lie strew'd before your feet I

Ant. Let us go. Come;
Our separation so abides, and flies,

That thou, residing here, go'st yet with me,
.\\\i.\ I. hence fleeting, here remain with ihcc.
Away I {Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—Rome. Ca;s.ar's House.

Enter 0ct3,\{us Cisar, Lepidus, u«n' Attendants.

C^s. You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know,
It is not C'esar's natural vice to hate
')ur great competitor: from Alexandria
This is the news; he fishes, drinks, and wastes
Ihe lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike
Than Cleopatra ; nor the queen of Ptolemy
More womanly than he : hardly gave audience, or
V'ouchsafd to think he had partners: you shall find
A in. in, who is the .abstract of all faults [there
llial all men follow.

/ <•/. I must not think there are
Evils enow to darken all his goodness:
His faults, in him. seem as the spots of heaven,
.\lf.re fiery by night's M.ickness; hereditary,
K.ither than purchas d ; what he cannot change,
I'han what he chooses.



.<I2 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, Acij.

Cas. You are too Indulsjent. Let us £;rant, it is not

Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy

;

To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit

And keep the turn of tippling with a slave ;

To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet

With knaves that smell of sweat : say, this becomes
(As his composure must be rare indeed, [him.
Whom these thinf;5 cannot blemish.) yet must Antony
No way excuse his soils, when we do bear
So great a weight in his lightness. If he fiU'd

His vacancy with his voluptuousness.
Full surfeits and the dryness of his bones
Call on him for t : but, to confound such time.
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as loud
As his own state and ours.

—
'tis to be chid

As we rate bo3^s ; who, being mature in knowledge,
Pawn their experience to their present pleasure.

And so rebel to judgment.
Enter a Messenger.

Lep. Here's more news.
Mess, Thy biddings have been done ; and every

Most noble Csesar, shalt thou have report [hour,

How 'tis abroad. I'ompey is strong at sea

;

And it appears, he is belov'd of those
That only have fear'd Cresar: to the ports
The discontents repair, and men's reports
Give him much wrong'd.

Cc^s. I should have known no less :

It hath been taught us from the primal state.

That he which is, was wish'd, until he were

;

And the ebb'd man ne'er lov'd. till ne'er worth love.

Comes dear'd by being lack'd. This common body.
Like to a vagabond flag upon the stream,
Goes to and back, lackeying the varying tide,

"To rot itself with motion.
Mess. Cresar. I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas. famous pirates,

Make the sea serve them, which they ear and wound
With keels of every kind : many hot inroads
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime
Lack blood to thiiik on 't, and flush youth revolt

:

No vessel can peep forth, but 'tis as soon
Taken as seen ; for Pompey's name strilies more,
Than could his war resisted.

Cu-s. Antony,
Leave thy lascivious wassails. When thou once
Wast be.aten from Modena, where thou slew'st

Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel
Dill famine follow ; whom thou fought'st against,
Tliough daintily brought up, with patience more
Than savages could suffer : thou didst drink
The stale of horses, and the gilded puddle,
NVliich beasts would cough at : thy palate then did

deign
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ;

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets,

The barks of trees thou browsed'st ; on the Alps,
It is reported, thou didst cat strange flesh.

Which some did die to look on : and all this

(It wounds thy honour, that I speak it now)
Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek
So much .as lank'd not.

I.ep. 'Tis pity of him.
Cas. Let his shames quickly

Drive him to Rome : 'tis time we t^v.ain

Did show ourselves i' the field ; and, to that end,
Assemble me immediate council ; Pompey
Tlirives in our idleness.

/.c/. To-morrow, Caesar,

I shall be fiirnish'd to inform you rightly.

Both what by sea and land 1 can be able.

To front this present time.

Ci!s. Till which encounter.
It is my business too. Farewell.

/,<•/. Farewell, my lord : what you shall know mean-
Of stirs abroad, I .shall beseech you, sir, [time
To let me be partaker.
Cas, Doubt not, sir ; I knew it for my bond.

[Exatn!,

SCENE v.—Alexandria. In the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian.

Cteo. Charmian,

—

Chnr. Madam.
Cteo. Ha, ha 1

olive me to drink mandragora.
Char. Why, madam?

Cleo. That I might sleep out this preat ijap of time.
My Antony is away.
Char. You think of him too much.
Cleo. O, 'tis treason !

Char. Madam, I trust, not so.

Cleo. Thou, eunuch Mardian,
Mar. What's your highness" pleasure?
Cleo. Not now to hear thee sing ; I take no pleasure

In aught a eunuch has ; 'tis well for thee.
That, bemg unseminar'd, thy freer thoughts
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hast thou aflfections !

Alar. Yes. gracious madam.
Cleo. Indeed!
Mar. Not in deed, madam ; for I can do nothing

But what ill deed is lionest to be done

;

Yet have I fierce affections, and think
What Venus did with Mars.

Cleo. O Charmian,
Where think'st thou he is now ? Stands he, or sits he ?

Or does he w.alk? or is he on his horse ?

O happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony !

Do bravely, horse ! for wot'st thou whom thou mov'st ?

Thedemi-Atlas of this earth, the arm
And burgonet of men.—He's speaking now,
Or murmuring, " IVhere's my serpent ofold Nile V
For so he calls me : now I feed myself
With most delicious poison :—think on me,
I'hat am with Phoebus' amorous pinches black.
And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted Ccesar,
When thou wast here above the ground. I was
A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey
Would stand, and make his eyes grow^ in my brow

;

There would he anchor his aspect, and die
With looking on his life.

E}iter Alexas.
Alex, Sovereign of Egypt, hail

!

Gleo. How much unlike art thou Mark Antony ;

Yet, coming from him, that great medicine halli

With his tinct gilded thee.—
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony?

Ale.v. Last thing he did, dear queen.
He kiss'd,—the last of many doubled kisses,

—

This orient pearl :—his speech sticks in my heart.
Cloe. Mine ear must pluck it thence.
Alex. " Good/riend" quoth lie,

^^ Say, the firm Roman to^reat Egypt sends
This treasure 0/ait oyster ; atiuhose/oot.
To mend the pettypresent, I will piece
Her opulent throne tuith kiyi^doms ; all the east.

Say tho7t, shall call her mistress." So he nodded,
And soberly did mount an arni-gaunt steed,
Who neigh'd so high, that what X would have spoke
Was beastly dumb'd by him.

Cleo. What, was he sad or merry ?

Alex. Like to the time o" the year between the
extremes

Of hot and cold, he was nor sad nor merry
Cleo. O well-divided disposition 1—Note him,

Note him, good Charmian, 'tis the man ; but note hiin

:

He was not sad ; for he would shine on those
That make their looks by his: he was not merry,
Which seem'd to tell them his remembrance lay
In Egypt with his joy; but between both :

heavenly mingle !—Be'st thou sad or merry.
The violence of either thee becomes.
So does It no man else.— Met'st thou my posts?
Alcr. Ay. madam, twenty several messengers ;

Why do you send so thick?
Cleo. Who's born that day

When I forget to send to Antony,
Sh.UI die a beggar. Ink and paper, Charmian,
Wi.lcnme, my'good Alexas. Did I, Charmian,
Ever love Ca;sar so?
Char. O that brave Caesar

!

Cleo. Be chok'd with such another eiupha-sis !

Say the brave .\ntony.
Char. The v.aliant Cxsar I

Cleo. By Isis, I will give tliee bloody teeth,

If thou with C.-csar paragon again
My man of men.
Char. By your most gracious pardon,

1 sing but after you.
Cleo. My salad days.

When I was green in judgment: cold in bloodi
To say .as I said then t But come, away

;

Get nic ink and paper :

He shall have every day a several greeting.

Or I'll unpeople ligypt. [Exeunt.
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ACT II.

SCENE I.—Messina. A Room in Pompey's //o:is<'.

liuter Pompey, Menecrates, nnd Mouas.

Poyrt. If the great s;o''^ be just, they sliall assist

The deeds ofjustest men.
Mote. Know, worthy Pompey.

Th.it wliat they do delay, they not deny.
Po!n. Whiles we are suitors to tlieir throne, decays

The thing we sue for.

AfcKf. We, ignorant of ourselves,

Beg often our own harms, whicli tlie wise powers
lOeny us for our good ; so find we profit.

By losing of our prayers.
Pom.' I shall do well:

The people love me. and the sea is mine

;

My power s a crescent, and my augurinp; hope
S.iys it will come to the full. .Mark Antony
In'E^'pt sits at dinner, and will make
No wars without doors : Caesar gets money where
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both.
Of both is flatter'd: but he neither loves.
Nor either cares for him.
Afot. Caesar and Lepidus

Are in the field : a mighty strength they carry.
Pom. Where have you this? "tis false.

Mm. From Silvius sir.

Pom. He dreams: I know they ate in Rome together.
Looking for Antony. But all the charms of love,
ijalt Cleopatra, soften thy wand lip I

Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both I

Tie up the libertine in .a field .of feasts

:

Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks.
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite ;

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour.
Even till a Lethe'd dulness !—

EnUr Varrius.
How now. Varrius '!

Var. This is most certain, that I shall deliver

:

Mark .Antony is every hour in Rome
Expected: since lie went from Egypt, 'tis

A space for further travel.

Po>n. I could have given less matter
A better ear.—Menas. 1 did not think
This amorous surfeiter would have donn'd his helm
For such a petty war : his soldiership
Is twice the other twain : but let us rear
The higher our opinion, that our stirring
Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck
The ne'er lust-wearied Antony.

Melt. I cannot hope,
C.irsar and Antony sh.all well greet together:
His wife, that's dead, did tresp.-isses to Cxsar

:

His brother warr'tl upon him ; although, I think.
Not inov'd by Antony.
Pom. I know not. Menas,

How lesser enmities may give way to greater.
Were 't not that we stand up against them all,

'Twere pregnant they should square between them-
For they have entertainiid cause enough [selves:
To draw their swords : but how the fear of us
M.'iy cement their divisions, and bind up
The petty difference, we yet not know.
Be it as our go<ls will have t ! It only stands
Our lives upon, to use our strongest hands.
Come, Menas, {Exeunt
SCENE II.—Rome. A Room in Lepidus' House.

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus.

fjp. Good Enobarbus. 'tis a worthy deed.
And shall become you well, to entreat your captain
To soft and gentle speech.

I'no I sh.all entreat him
To answer like himself; if C.-csar move him.
Let Antony look over C.esar's head.
And speak as loud as Mars, liy Jupiter,
Were I the wearer of Amonius' beard,
I would not shave 't to-day.

l-efi 'Tis not a lime
For private stomaching.
Eno. Every time

Serves for the m.atter tli.it is then bom In 't.

/^fi. But small to grc.itcr in.ittcrs must give way.
Ena. Not if the smajl coine first.

^•'A
'

Your speech is passion

:

Iiui, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comus
Ihc noble Antony,

Eno.
Eittcy Antony nnd V'entidius.

And yonder, C^a^sar.

Enter Caesar, Mecenas, and Agrippa.

.Int. If we compose well here, to Parthia:
Hark you, Ventidius.

Li^s. I do not know.\Ieca;nas ; ask Agrippa.
/c/. Noble friends.

Tliat which combin'd us was most great, and let not
-V leaner action rend us. What's aniiss.

May It be gently heard : when we debate
( lur trivial difference loud, we do commit
Murder in healing wounds : then, noble partners,
('rhe rather, for 1 earnestly beseech).
Touch you the sourest points with sweetest terms.
Nor curstness grow to the matter.
Ant. 'Tis spoken well.

Were we before our armies, and to fight,

I should do thus.

Cits. Welcome to Rome.
Ant. Thank you.
Cits. Sit.

Ant. Sit. sir.

Ctes. Nay. then.
Aut. I learn, you take things ill, which are not so

;

Or. being, concern you not.

Cas. 1 must be laugh'd at.

If, for nothing, or a little, I

Should say myself offended ; and with you
Chiefly i' the world : more laugh'd at, that I should
Once name you derogately, when to sound your name
It not concern'd me.
Ant. My being in Egypt, Ca:sar,

What was 't to you ?

Lies. No more than my residing here at Rome
Micjht be to you in Egypt : yet, if yon there
Did practise on my state, your being in Egypt
.Migln be my question.
Ant. How intend you, practis'd?
Cas. 'You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent.

By what did here befall me. Your wife, and brother,
Made wars upon me ; and their contestation
Was theme for you. you were the word of war.
Ant. You do mistake your business; my brothel

never
Did urge me in his act : I did enquire it;

.\nd iiave my learning from some true reports.
That ilreu- ilicir sunnls wiih you Did he not rather
I-ii^cretiit my .uithority with yours

:

.Viid make llu: w.irs alike .against my stomach.
Having alike your cause? Of this my letters
Before did satisfy you. If you II patch a quarrel.
As iii;itter whole you have to make it with.
It must not be with this.

CV<-J. You praise yourself
By laying defects of judgment to me ; but
\' on p<atchd up your excuses.

ylnt. Not so, not so

;

I know you could not lack. I am certain on t.

Very necessity of this thought, that I.

Your partner in the cause 'gainst which be fought.
Could not with graceful eyes attend those war's
Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife :

I would you had her spirit in sucli .mother

;

The third o' the world is yours : which with a snaffle
You may pace easy, but not such a wife.
Eno. Would we had all such wives, that the men

might go to wars with the women 1

/Int. .So much uncurbable, her garboils. C.-csar,
Made out of her impatience (whicli not wanted
Shrewdness of policy too), I grieving grant,
I )id you I. in much disquiet : (or that, you must
But say, I could not help it.

C^s. I wrote to you.
When rioting in Alexandria ; you
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts
Did gibe my missive Out of audience.
Ant. Sir,

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then
Three kings I had newly feasted, and did ivant

' )f what I was i' the morning : but, next day,
I t'.ld him of myself; which w.as as much
.Vs to have ask d him p;irdon. Let this fellow
He nothing of our strife ; if we contend.
Out of our question wipe him.

(-'"•r. You have broken
The article of your oath ; which yon shall never
Have tunguu to charge iiii; with.
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Lep. Soft, Caesar.

AvI. No, Lepidus, let him speak

:

The honour's sacred which he talks on now,
Supposing that I lack'd it : but on, Cresar

;

The article ofmy oath.
Cas. To lend me arms and aid when I requir'd them

;

The whlcli you both denied.
j4>:t. Neglected, rather

:

And then, when poison'd hours had bound me up
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may,
I'll play the penitent to you: but mine honesty
Shall not maJce poor my sjreatness, nor my power
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia,

To have me out of E^pt, made wars here ;

For which myself, the ignorant motive, do
So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour
To stoop in such a case.
Lep. 'Tis nobly spoken.
Mec. If it might please you, to enforce no further

The griefs between ye : to forget them quite.
Were to remember that the present need
Speaks to atone you.
Lep. Worthily spoken, MecJenas.
E>to. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the

instant, you may. when you hear no more words of
Pompey, return it again ; you shall have time to

wrangle in, when you have nothing else to do.
Aiit. Thou art a soldier only : speak no more.
Mho. That truth should be silent, I had almost forgot.

Ant. You wrong this presence, therefore speak no
more.

Eno. Go to, then ; your considerate stone.
Cas. I do not much dislike the matter, but

The manner of his speech ; for it cannot be.
We shall remain in friendship, our conditions
So ditfering in their acts. Yet, if I knew
What hoop should hold us stanch, from edge to edge
0' the world I would pursue it.

Agr. Give me leave, Ca:sar,

—

Ci^s. Speak, Agrippa.
As^. Thou hast a sister by the mother's side,

Admir'd Octavia : great Mark Antony
Is now a widower.
Cas. Say not so, Agrippa:

If Cleopatra heard you, your reproof
Were well deserv'd of rashness.
A lit. I am not married, Caesar : let me hear

Agrippa further speak.
A^r. To hold you in perpetual amity.

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts
With an nnslipping knot, take Antony
Octavia to his wife ; whose beauty claims
No worse a husband than the best of men;
Whose virtue and whose general graces speak
That which none else can utter. By this marriage.
All little jealousies, which now seem great.

And all great fears, which now import their dangers.
Would then be nothing : truths would be but tales.

Where now half tales'be truths : her love to both.
Would, each to other, and .all loves to both.

Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke ;

For 'tis .a studied, not a present thought.

By duty ruminated,
A I! I. Will Caesar speak!
Cas. Not till he hears how Antony is touched

With what is spoke already.
Ant. What power is in Agrippa,

If I would say, " Agrippa. be it so,"

To make this good t

Cas. The power of Caesar, and
Hit, power unto Octavia.

Jint. Afay I never
To this good purpose, that so fairly shows,
Dre.im of impediment !—Let me have thy hand :

Further this act of grace ; and from this hour
The heart of brothers govern in our loves.

And sway our great designs I

Cas. There is my hand.
A sister I bequeath you. whom no brother
Did ever love so dearly : let her live

To join our kingdoms, and our hearts ; and never
Fly off our loves again !

J.ep. Happily, amen 1 [Pompey;
Ant. I did not think to draw my sword 'gainst

For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great,
Of late upon me : F must thank him only,

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report

;

At heel of that, defy him.

Lep. Time calls upon us :

Of us must Pompey presently be sought.
Or else he seeks out us.

Ant. 'Where lies he !

Cas. About the Mount Misenuui.
Ant. What's his strength

By land ?

Cizs. Great and increasing : but by sea
He is an absolute master.
Ant. So is the fame.

Would we had spoke together I Haste we for it

:

Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we
The business we have talk'd of.

Cas. AVith most gladness

;

And to in\ite you to my sister's view.
Whither straight I'll lead you.
A nt. Let us, Lepidus,

Not lack your company.
Lep. Noble Antony.

Not sickness should detain me.
[Flourish. Exeunt Caesar, Antony, and

Lepidus.
Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir.

Eno. Half the heart of Ccesar. worthy Mecmas I—
my honourable friend. Agrippa !

—

A^r. Good Enobarbus !

Mec. We have cause to be glad that matters are so
well digested. You stay'd well by it in Egypt.

"no. Ay, sir; we did sleep day out of countenance,
and made the night light with drinking.

Mix. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a breakfast,
and but twelve persons tliere ; is this true?
Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle ; we had
uch more monstrous matter of feast, which worthily

deserved noting.
Mec. She's a most triumphant lady, if report be

square to her.
Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she pursed

up his heart, upon the river of Cydnus.
Agr. There she appeared indeed ; or my reporter

devised well for her.
Eno. I will tell you.

The barge she sat in. like a bumish'd throne.
Burn'd on the water : the poop was beaten gold ;

Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that [silver.

The winds were love-sick with them ; the oars were
Whicli to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made
The water, which they beat, to follow faster.

As amorous of their strokes. For her own person.
It beggar'd all description : she did lie

In her pavilion, {cloth-of-gold of tissue,)

O'er-picturing that Venus, where we see
The fancy out-work nature : on each side her
.Stood pretty-dimpled boys, hke smiling Cupids,
With divers-colour'd fans, whose wind did seem
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,

.Vnd what they undid, did.

Ai;r. O, rare for Antony I

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereids,
So many mermaids, tended her i' the eyes.
And made their bends adornings : at the helm
A seeming mermaid steers : the silken tackle
Swell with the touches of those flower-soft hand.s,

That yarely frame the oflice. From the barge
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast

Her people out upon her ; and Antony,
Enthron'd i' the market place, did sit alone.
Whistling to the air ; which, but for vacancy,
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too,

And made a gap in nature.
Azr. Rare Egyptian I

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her.

Invited her to supper : she replied.
It should be better he became her guest;
Which she entreated : our courteous Antony,
Whom ne'er the word of •' No" woman heard speak.
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feast

;

And, for his ordinarj', pays his heart
For what his eyes eat only.
Agr. Royal wench t

She made great C.-Esar lay his sword to bed :

He plough d her, and she cropp'd.
Eno. I saw her once

Hop forty paces throjigh the public street

;

.\nd having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted
That she did make defect perfection,

.\nd, breathless, power breathe forth.
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Aftc. Now Antony must leave her utterly.
Ji)io. Never; lie will not:

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale
Her infinite variety : other women cloy
The appetites they feeJ, but she makes hungry
Where most she satisfies : for vilest things
Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests
Bless her when she is riggish.

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle
The heart of Antony, Octavia is

A blessid lottery to him.
^gT. Let us go.

—

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest
Whilst you abide here.
Eita. Humbly, sir, I thank you.

Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Rome. Ca;sar's House.

Enter Cxsar, Antony, Octavia between them ; and
Attendants.

Ant. Tlie world, and my great office, will sometimes
Divide me from your bosom.

Oct. All which time.
Before the gods my knee shall bow my prayers
To them for you.
Ant. Good night, sir.—My Octavia,

Read not my blemishes in the world's report

:

I have not kept my square ; but that to come
Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear lady.—

Oct. Good night, sir.

Cas. Goodnight. (/r.f««(/ Caesar ««i Octavia.
Enter Soothsayer.

Ant. Now, sirrah, you do wish yourself in Egypt?
Sooth. Would I had never come from thence, nor

you thither

!

Ant. If you can, your reason J

Sooth. I see it in my motion, have it not in my
tongue : but yet hie you to Egypt again.
Ant. Say to me, whose fortunes shall rise higher,

Cajsar's, or mine ?

Sooth. Czesar's.
Therefore, O Antony, stay not by his side :

Thy demon, (thafs thy spirit which keeps thee), is
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable.
Where Caesar's is not ; but, near him, thy angel
Becomes a Fear, as being o'erpowered ; therefore.
Make space enough between you.
Ant. Speak this no more.
Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when to thee.

If thou dost play with him at any game.
Thou art sure to lose ; and. of that natural luck.
He beats thee "gainst the odds : thy lustre thickens,
When he shines by ; I say again, thy spirit
Is all afraid to govern thee near liim

;

But. he away, 'tis noble.
Ant. Get thee gone

:

.)Ar. A.irr.

Lep. Farewell.
Sir, good success 1

YE.xcnnt.

Say to Vcntidius, I would speak with him.
^

. ., ,,

{Exit Soothsayer, i

Thou shouldst come like a fury crown'd with snakes,
He shall to Parthia. Be it art. or hap.
He hath spoken true : the very dice obey him

;

And, in our sports, my better cunning famts
Under his chance : if we draw lots, he speeds

;

Hi? cocks do win the battle still of mine,
W'hen it is all to nought ; and his quails ever
Beat mine, inlioop'd. at odds I will to Egypt :

And though I make this marriage for my" peace,
r the east my pleasure lies

Enter Vcntidius.
O, come, 'Vcntidius,

You must to Parthia : your commission's ready;
Follow me, and receive it. [Exeunt,

SCENE IV —Rome. A Street.

Enter Lepidus, .Mccxnas, and Agrippa.

Lef. Trouble yourselves no further: pray you
hasten

Your generals after.
Aj^r. Sir, Mark Antony

Win e'en but kiss Octavia, and we'll follow.
i-ffi. Till I shall see you in your soldier's dress.

Which will become you both, farewell.
^t'c. We shaU,

As I conceive the journey, be at the Mount
Before you, Lepidus.

/.'fi Your way is shorter

;

My purposes do draw me much aSout

:

YouTI win two days upon nie.

SCENE v.—Alexandria. A Room in tlie Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Alcxas, and
Attendant.

Cleo. Give me some music ; music, moody food
Of us that trade in love.
Attend. The music, ho I

Enter Mardian.
Cleo. Let it alone i let's to billiards: come, Char-

mian.
Char. My arm is sore ; best play with Mardian.
Cleo. As well a woman with a cunucli played,

As with a woman. Come, you'll play with me, sir?
Afar. As well as I can, madam.
Cleo. And when good will is show'd, though 't come

too short.
The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now :

Give me mine angle.—we'll to the river : there.
My music playing far off, I will betray
Tawny-finn'd fishes ; my bended hook shall pierce
Their slimy jaws ; and, as i draw Ihein up,
I'll think them every one an Antony,
.\nd say, " Ah, ah 1 you 're caught."
Char. 'Twas merry, when

V'ou wager'd on your angling ; when your diver
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, which he
With fervency drew up.

Cleo. That time !—O times!

—

I l.iugh'd him out of patience ; and that night
I laugh'd him into patience: and next morn.
Ere iTie ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ;

Then, put my tires and mantles on him, whilst
I wore his sword Philippan.

—

O, from Italy I

Enter a Messenger.
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears,
That long time have been barren.

Afess. Madam, madam,

—

Clca. Antony's dead I if thou say so, villain.

Thou kill'st thy mistress : but well and free.
If thou so yield him, there is gold, and here
My bluest veins to kiss, a hand that kings
"avc lipp'd, and trembled kissing.
Mess. First, madam, he is well.

Cleo. Why, there 's more gold
But. sirrah, mark, we use
To say, the dead are well : bring it to that,
Tlie gold I give thee will I melt, and poui
Down thy ill-uttering tliroat.

Afess. Good madam, hear me.
Cleo. Well, go to, I will

;

i But there's no goodness in thy face, if Antony
! Be free, and healthful :—so tart a favour
To trumpet such good tidings ! if not well,
"""'

• •
• ^^ ^

Not like a formal man.
Mess. Will't please you hear me? i

Cleo. I have a mind to strike thee ere thou speak'st

:

Yet, if thou say Antony lives, is well.
Or friends with Cxsar, or not captive to him,;
I'll .set thee in a shower of gold, and hail
Rich pearls upon thee.
Afess. Madam, he's well.
Cleo. Well said.
A/ess. And friends with Ca;sar.
Cleo. Thou'rt an honest man.
Aless. Ca;sar and he are greater friends tlian ever.
Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me
Afess. But yet, madam,

—

Cleo. I do not like "butyet," it does allay
The good precedence ; fie upon " but yet 1

" liulyet" is as a gaoler to bring forth
Some monstrous malefactor Prythee, friend.
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear.
The good and bad logetlier : he's friends with Caesar ;

In slate of health, thou say'st ; and thou .say'fl, free.
Afess. Free, madam 1 no ; I made no such report

;

He's bound unto Octavia.
Cleo. For what good turn?
Afess. For the best turn i' tlie bed,
Cleo. I iim pale, Charmian.
Afess. Marlam, he's married to Uctavia. "

Cleo. The most infectious iJcstUence upon thee I

ISlriiet him tiown
Mess. Good madam, patiencr
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CUo. What say you?—Ileiice,

[Strikes him aj^atn.

Horrible villain I or I'll spurn thine eyes
Like balls before me; 1"U unhair thy head :

1 [Slie liales him up and down.
Thou shalt be whipp'd with wire, and stew'd in brine,

Smarting in hngering pickle.

Mess. Gracious madam,
1, that do brin^ the news, made not the match.

C/ta. Say, 'tis not So, a province I will give thee.

And make thy fortunes proud : the blow thou hadst
Sliall make thy peace, for moving me to rage ;

And I will boot thee with what gift beside
Thy modesty can beg.
Afcss. He's married, madam.
C!eo. Rogue ! thou hast liv'd too long.

[Draws a dagger.
Mess. Nay, then, I'll run.

What mean you, madam? I have made no fault.

[Exit.

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within yourself:
The man is innocent.
Cko. Some innocents 'scape not the thunderbolt.

Melt Egypt into Nile 1 and kindly creatures
Turn all to serpents !—Call the slave again 1

Though I am mad. I will not bite him : call.

Char. He is afeard to come.
tVto. I will not hurt him :—

lExi( Attendant.
These hands do lack nobility, that they strike
A meaner than myself; since I myself
Have given myself the cause.

—

Re-enter Attendant, "witk Messenger.
Come hither, sir.

Though it be honest, it is never good
To bring bad news : give to a gracious message
A host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell

Themselves, when they be felt.

Mt'ss. I have done my duty.
Cieo. Is he married ?

I cannot hate thee worser than I do,
If thou again say, "Yes."
Mess.

*

He's married, madam.
Cleo. The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold
Atess. Should I lie, madam ? [there still S

Cleo. O, 1 would thou didst,

So halfmy Egypt were submerg'd, and made
A cistern for'scat'd snakes ! Go, get thee hence :

Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me
Thou wouldst appear most ugly. He is married ?

Mess. I crave your highness' pardon.
Cleo. He is married ?

Mess. Take no offence, that I would not offend you :

To punish me for what you make me do,
Seems nuich unequal. He is married to Octavia.

Cieo. O. that his fault should make a knave of thee.
That art not what thou 'rt sure of !—Get thee hence :

The merchandise which thou hast brought from Rome,
Are all too dear for me : lie they upon'thy hand,
And be untione by *em 1 [Exit Messenger.
Char. Good your highness, patience.
Cleo. In praising Antony. 1 have disprais'd Caisar.
Char. Many times, madam.
Cleo. I am paid for 't now.

Lead nic from hence.
I Liiut. O Iris I— Charmian !—'Tis no matter-
Go to tlie fellow, good Alex;is ; bid him
Report the feature of Octavia. her years.
Her inclination, let him not leave out
The colour of her hair : bring me word quickly

\Exil Alexas.
Let him for ever go :—let him not—Charmian.
Though he be painted one way Hke a Gorgon,
The other way 's a Mars :—| To Mardian.

I
Bid you

Ale.xas
Bring me word, how tall she is.—Pity me, Charmian,
But do not speak to rae.—Lead me to my chamber.

\Exintnt,

SCENE VI.—Near Misenum.
Flourish. Enter Pompey and Menas, />•<»« one side,

with drum and trnmpet : from the other, Csesar,

Antony, Lepidus, Enobarbus, Ti/fVA Soldiers wa>cA-
ing.

Pom. Your hostages I have, 50 have you mine ;

And we shall talk before we fight.

C"<?j. Most meet,
That first we come to words; and therefore have we

Our written purposes before us sent

;

Which, if thou hast consider'd, let us know
If 'twill tie up thy discontented sword,
.\nd carry back to Sicily much tall youth.
That else must perish here.
Pom. To you all three,

The senators alone of this great world.
Chief factors for the gods,— I do not know
Wherefore my father should revengers want,
Having a son and friends; since JuUus Cffisar,

Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghosted.
There saw you labouring for him. What was 't

That mov'd pale Cassius to conspire 'i and what
Made the alUhonourd, honest Roman. Brutus,
With the arm'd rest, courtiers of beauteous freedom,
To drench the Capitol ; but that they would
Have one man but a man? And that is it

Hath made me rig my navy ; at whose burden
The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome
Cast on my noble father.

Cess. Take your time. fsails,

Ant. Thou canst not fear us, Pompey, with thy
\\'e'll speak with thee at sea : at land, thou know'st
How much we do o'ercount thee.
Pom. At land, indeed,

Thou dost o'ercount me of my father's house

;

But, since the cuckoo builds not for himself.
Remain in t as thou mayst.
hep. Be pleas'd to tell us

(For this is from the present) how you take
The offers we have sent you.

Cess. There's the point.
Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh

What it is worth embrac'd.
Cces. And what may follow.

To try a larger fortune.
Pom. You have made me offer

Of Sicily, Sardinia ; and I must
Rid all the sea of pirates: then, to send
.Measures of wheat to Rome : this 'greed upon,
To part with unhack'd ed.ges, and bear back
Our targets undinted.

CiFs., Ant., Lep. That "s our offer.

Pom. Know, then,
I came before you here, a man prepar'd
To take tliis oner : but Mark Antony
Put me to some impatience :—though I lose
The praise of it by telling, you must know.
When Cassar and your lirother were at blows,
Vour mother came to Sicily, and did find
Her welcome friendly.

Anc. I have heard it, Pompey;
And am well studied for a Mberal thanks,
Wliich I do owe you.
Pom. Let me have your hand

:

I did not think, sir, to have met you here.
Ant. The beds i* the east are soft ;and tliankstoyou,

That call'd me. timelier than my purpose, hither

;

For I have gain'd by it.

Cess. Since I saw you last.

There is a change upon you.
Potn. Well, I know not

What.»nunts harsh fortune casts upon my face ;

But in my bosom shall she never come.
To make my heart her vassal.
Lep. Well met here.
Pom. I hojie so. Lepidus.—Thus we are agreed :

I crave, our composition may be written.
And seal'd between us.
Cas. That's the next to do.
Pom. We'll feast each other, ere we part ; and let's

Draw lots who shall begin.
Ant. That will I, Pompey.
Pom. No, Antony, take the lot : but, first

Or last, your fine Egyptian cookery
Sluall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius Cxsar
Grew tat with feasting there.
Ant. You have heard nmch.
Pom. I have fair meanings, sir.

Ant. And fair words to them.
Pom. Then, so much have I heard :

—

And I have heard, Apollodorus carried

—

Hno. No more of that:—he did so.
Pom, . Whiit, I pray you!
Eno A certain queen to C^vs.ir in a mattress.
Pom. I know thee now : how far'st thou, soldier?
Eno. Well;
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And well am like to do ; for, I perceive,
Four feasts aie toward.
Pom. Let me shake thy hand

;

1 never hated thee : I have seen thee figlit,

When I have envied thy behaviour.
Ihio. Sir,

I never lov'd you much ; but I have prais'd you.
When you have well deserv'd ten times as much
As I have said you did.

Pom. Enjoy thy plainness.

It nothing ill becomes thee.—
Aboard my galley I invite you all

:

Will you lead, lords ?

Cas. Ant. Lep. Show us the way, sir.

Pom. Come.
[Exeunt all except Menas and hnobarbus.

Men. {Aside.\ Thy father, I'onipey, would ue er

have made this treaty.—You and I have known, sir

Eno. At sea, I think.
^fen. We have. sir.

Eno. You have done well by water.
^fen. And you by land.
Eiio. I will praise any man that will praise me

;

though it cannot be ilenied what 1 have done by land
Men. Nor what I have done by water.
Eno. Yes, something you can deny for your own

safety : you have been a great thief by sea.
^feft. And you by land.
Eno. There I deny my land service. But give ni

your hand, Menas : if our eyes had authority, here
they might take two thieves kissing.

Xfen. All men's faces are true, whatsoe'er their

hands are.

E'lo. But there is never a fair woman has a true face
Men. No slander, they steal hearts.
Eno. AVe came hither to fight with you.
Men. For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a

drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh away hi>

fortune.
Eno. If he do, sure, he cannot weep it back again.
Men. You have said, sir. We looked not for Mark

Antony here : pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ';

Eno. Caesar's sister is call'd Octavia.
lifen. True, sir ; she was the wife of Caius Marcellus.
Eno. But she is now the wife of Marcus Antonius.
Men. Pray you, sir!

Eno. 'Tis true.

Men. Then is Caesar, and he. for ever knit together.
E/io. If I were bound to divine of this unity, 1

would not prophesy so.

i^fen. I think, the policy of that purpose made more
in the marriage, than the love of the parties.
Eno. 1 thintc so too. IJut you shall find, the band

that seems to tie their friendship together will be the
very stranglcr of their enmity: Octavia is of a holy,
cold, and still conversation.
MeJi. Who would not have his wife so?
Eno. Not he, that himself is not so ; \vhicl) is Mark

Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish again : then
shall the sighs of OctaWa blow the fire up in Caesar
and. as I said before, that which is the strength of
their amity, shall prove the immediate author of their
variance. Antony will u<.e his affection where it is

:

he married but his occasion here.
Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you

abojrdf I have a health (or you
Eno. I shall take it, sir: we have used our throat*,

in Egypt.
Men Come, let 's away. [E-teiin'.

SCENE V'll

—

On iaarrf Pompey's Galley, lyittg
near Misenum.

Music. Enter two or three .Servants, 101111 a banquet

1 Serv. Here thcv 'II be. m.an. Some o' their nlaots
are ill-rooted already ; the least wind i' the world will

blow them down.
2 Serv. I.epidus is high-coloured.
1 Serv. They have made him drink alms-drink.
a Serv. As they pincli one another by the disposi-

tion, he cries out, " no more ;" reconciles them to his
ciitrc.ity, an<l hbtLself to the drink.

1 .Sz-rt'. Hut it riises the gre.iter war between hinr
an'.l his discretion.
2 Serv. Why, this \\ is to have an,ime in great men's

fellowship: 1 had .is lief have a reeil that will do me
no service, as ,a partisan I could not Iifcivc.

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not to
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be seen to move in 't. are the holes where eyes should
be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks.
A sennet sounded. Enter C.'esar, Antony, I-epidus,

Pompey, Agrippa, Mecaenas, Enobarbus, Menas,
•with otlier Oaptains.

Ant.
I
To Ca!sar. | Tlius do they, sir : they take the
flow o' the Nile

By certain scales i' the pyramid ; they know,
By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth.
Or foison. follow : the higher N'ilus swells.
The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman
Upon tile shme and oo2e scatters his grain.
And shortly comes to harvest.
Lep. You have strange serpents there.
Ant. Ay. Lepidus.
Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred, now, of your

mud by the operation of your sun : so is your croco-
Ant. They are so. [dile.

P><in. Sit,—and some wine.—A health to Lepidus.
Lep. I am not so well as I should be, but I'll ne'er

out.

Eno. Not till you have slept ; I fear me, you'll be in,

till then.
Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ptolemies"

pyramises are very goodly things; without contradic-
tion. I have heard that.
Men. \Aside.\ Pompey, a word.
Pom. \Aside7\ Say in mine ear : what is 't ?

^len. \_Aside.\ Forsake thy seat, I do beseech
thee, captain.

And hear me speak a word.
Pom. \.'lside.\ Forbear ine till anon. This wine

for Lepidus.
Lep. What manner o' thing is your crocodile?
Ani. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it 15 as broad

as it hathbreadth ; it is just so higli as it is, and moves
with its own organs; it lives by that which nourisheth
it ; and the elements once out of it, it transmigrates.
Lep. What colour is it of V

A)tt. Of its own colour too.

Cces. Will this description satisfy him ?
Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, else

lie is a very epicure.
Pom. {Aside to Men.] Go hang, sir, hangl Tellme

of that? away 1

Do as I bid you. Where 's this cup I call'd for ?
Men. {Aside to Pom.] If for the sake of merit thou

wilt hear me,
Rise from thy stool.

Pom. {.lsideto'^\iin.\ I think, thou'rt mad. The
matter?

{Rises ; and walks aside -with Menas.
t\Ten. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes.
Pom. Thou hast serv'd me with much faith. What's

else to say?

—

Be jolly, lords.
Ant, These quick-sands, Lepidus,

Keep off them, for you sink.
Men. 'Wilt thou be lord of all tlie world ?

Pom. What say'st tliou ?

Men. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ? That's
twice.

Pont. How should that be?
Men. But entertain it.

And though thou think me poor, 1 am the man
Will give thee all the world.
Pom. Hast Ihoii drunk well 1
J\/e>i. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup.

Thou art. if thou dar'st be, the earthly Jove

:

Whate er the ocean pales, or sky inclips,
Is thine, if thou wilt have t.

Pom. Show me which way.
Men. These three world-sharers, these competitors,

Are in thy vessel : let me cut ihe cable ;

And, when we are put off, fall to their throats

:

All there is thine.
Pom. Ah, this thou sliouldst have done.

And not have spoke on 't 1 In me, 'tis villany ,

hi thee, 't had been good service. Thou must know,
'Tis not my profit ih.it does leatl mine honour;
Mine honour, it. Kepent lli.it e'er thy tongue
Hath so betray'd thine act : being done iiiiknown,
I should have found it .ifterwards well done;
But must condemn it now. Desist and drink.
Men. \ Aside.] 1-or this.

I'll never follow thy pall'd fortunes more.—

L L
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\Vho seeks, and will not take, wlien once 'tis offered,
Sliall never iind it more.
Pom. This health to Lepidus.
W«/. Bear him ashore.— I (l pledge it for him

I'ompey.
Eno. Here's to thee, Menas.
Men. Enobarbus, welcome.
Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid.
Eiio. There's a strong fellow, Menas.

lPot»tiii,g to tile Attendant, who carries off
Lepidus.

Men. Why?
Eno. He bears

The third part of the world, man ; see'st not?
Men. The third part, then, is drunk : would it

That it might go on wheels I [were all,

hno. Drink thou ; increase the reels.
Men. Come.
Po>n. This is not yet an Alexandrian feast.
Ant. It ripens towards it.—Strike the vessels, ho I

Here is to Caesar !

Cess. I could well forbear it.

It's monstrous labour, when I wash my brain,
And it grows fouler.
Ant. Be a child o' the time.
Cc^s Possess it, I'll make answer :

But I had rather fast from all four days.
Than drink so much in one.
Eno. [ To Ant.

I Ha, my brave emperor I

Shall we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals,
A.nd celebrate our drink ?

Pom. Let's ha 't, good soldier.
Ant. Come, let's all take hands,

Till that the conquering wine hath steep'd our sense
In soft and delicate Lethe.
Eno. All take hands.

Make battery to our ears with the loud music :

The while I'll place you : then, the boy shall sing ;

The holding every man shall bear, as loud
As his strong sides can volley.

\.Miisicp!ays. Enobarbus //rtfi-j them hand
in hand

SONG.
Come, fhoit monarch of the vine,
Pitutipy Bacchus, luith pink eyne I
In thy vats otir cares be drcnun'd ;
With thy grapes our hairs be crowned

;

Cup Its, tilt the luorldgo round

:

Cup us, till thcivorldgo round I

Cess. What would you more ? Pompey, good night
Good brother.

Let me request you off : our graver business
Frowns at this levity. Gentle lords, let's part

;

You see. we have burnt our cheeks : strong Enobarb
Is weaker than the wine ; and mine own tongue
Splits what it speaks : the wild disguise hatfi almost
Antick'd us all What needs more words ? Good
Good Antony, your hand.

f
night

Pom. I'll try you on the shore.
Ant. And shall, sir: give's your hand
Pom. O, Antony I

You have my father's house—but, what ? we are
friends.

Come, down into the boat.
Eno. Take heed you fall not.

\Exeitnt Pompey, C«sar, Antony, and At-
tendant.

Menas, I'll not on shore.
Mcjt, No. to my cabin.

These drums I these trumpets, flutes 1 what t

Let Neptune hear, we bid a loud farewell
To these great fellows; sound, and be hanged I sound

out 1 \AJlourish.
Eno. Ho I says 'a.—There's my cap
Men, Hoi—noble captain, come.

I
E.xeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—A Plain in Syria.

Enter Vcntidius, in triumph, Silius, and other
Romans, Officers, and Soldiers ; the dead body of
Pacorus borne be/ore hitn.

Ven. Now, darting Partliia, art thou struck : and

Pleas'd fortune does of Marcus Crassus' death

Make me revenger. Bear the king's son's body
Before our army. Thy Pacorus, Orodes,
Pays this for Marcus Crassus.

Sil. Noble 'Ventidius,
Whilst yet with Parthian blood thy sword is warm.
The fugitive Parthians follow : spur through Media,
Mesopotaniia, and the shelters whither
The routed fly : so thy grand captain, Antony,
Shall set thee on triumphant chariots, and
Put garlands on thy head.

Ven. Silius, Silius,

I have done enough : a lower place, note well.

May make too great an act ; for learn this, Silius,

Better to leave undone, than by our deed
.\cquire too high a fame, when him we ser\'e's away.
Ccesar and Antony have ever won
More in their ofhcer, than person : Scssius,
One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant.
For quick accumulation of renown.
Which he achiev'd by the minute, lost his favour.
Who does i' the wars more than his captain can,
Becomes his captains captain: and ambition,
The soldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loss.

Than gain which darkens him.
I could do more to do Antonius .good.
But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence
Should my performance perish.

Sil. Thou hast, Ventidius, that
Without the which a soldier, and his sword.
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt write to Antony?

Ven. I'll humbly signify what in his name,
That magical word of war, we have effected

;

How, with his banners and his well-paid ranks,
The ne'er-yet-beaten horse of Parthia
We have jaded out o* the field.

Sil. Where is he now ?

Ven. He purposeth to Athens : whither, with what
haste

The weight we must convey with us Avill permit.
We shall appear before him. On, there ; pass along 1

\Bxeunt.

SCENE II.—Rome. An Ante-chamber in Caesar's
House.

Enter Agrippa and Enobarbus, tneeting.

Agr. What, are the brothers p.arted ? Lffone :

E}to. They have despatchd with Pompey ; he is

The other three are sealing, Octavia weeps
To part from Rome ; Cce.sar is sad ; and Lepidus,
Since Pompey 's feast, as Menas says, is troubled
With the green sickness.
Agr, 'Tis a noble Lepidus.
Eno. A very fine one : O, how he loves Ca:sar 1

Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony I

Eno. C.^sar? Why, he's the Jupiter of men.
Agr. What s Antony ! The god of Jupiter.

E}to. Spake you of Caesar ? How I the nonpareil I

Agr. O. Antony 1 O thou Arabian bird I

Eno. Would you praise Cajsar, say, "Caesar," go
no further.

Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with excellent
praises.

E710. But he loves C^sar best ; yet he loves Antony

:

Ho 1 hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poetSf
cannot

Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho 1

His love to Antony, But as for C,-Esar,

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder.
Agr. Both he loveS,

Eno. They are his shards, and he their beetle,

—

So,

—

[Trumpets.
This is to horse.—Adieu, noble Agrippa.
A.gr. Good fortune, worthy soldier ; and farewell.

Enter Cssar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia.
Ant. No further, sir.

C(^s. You take from me a great part of myself

;

Use nie well in 't. Sister, (jfove such a wife
.•\s my thoughts make thee, and as my farthest band
Shall pass on thy approof Most noble Antony,
Let not the piece of virtue, which is set
Betwi.xt us as the cement of our love.
To keep it builded, be the ram to batter
The fortress of it ; for better might we
Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts
This be not cherish'd.
Ant. ' Make me not offended

In your distrust.

Cirs. I have said.



Scene 3.

^>il. You shall not find.

Though you be therein curious, the least cause
For \viiat you seem to fear : so, the gods keep you,

And make tlie hearts of Romans serve your ends I

U'e will here part.

Ciis. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well

:

The elements be kind to thee, and make
Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well.

Oct. My noble brother 1

Ant. The April s in her eyes : it is love's spring,

And tliesc the showers to brinij it on. Be cheerful.

Oi!. Sir, look well to my husband's house ; and

—

Cifs. What, Octavia?
Oct. I'll tell you in your car.

Ant. Her tons^e will not obey her heart, nor can
Her heart obey lier tongue ; the swan's-down featliers,

That stands upon the swell at full of tide.

And neither way inclines.

£ni). \j1side to Agj.] Will Cxsar weep !

ytgr, [Aside to Eno.] He has a cloud in 's face.

Eiio. [Astd€ to Agr. ] He were the worse for that,

were he a horse
;

So is he. being a man.
Agr. \ Aside to Eno.] AVhy, Enobarbus,

When Antony found Julius Cresar dead.
He cried almost to roaring , and he wept.
When at Philippi he found Brutus slain.

Eno. [Aside to Agr. | That year, indeed, he was
troubled with a rheum ;

What willingly he did confound, he wail'd

:

Believe 't till I weep too.

Ctss. No, sweet Octavia.
'Vou shall hear from me still ; the time shall not
Out-go my thinking on you.
Aiit. Come, sir, come

;

I'll wrestle with you in my strength oF love :

Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go.
And give you to the gods.

Cu-s. Adieu ; be happy I

/,«•/. I-et all the number of the stars give light

To tny fair way 1

Cas. Farewell, farewell I

[Kisses Octavia.
Aut. Farewell 1

[ Trumpets. Exeunt.

SCENE HI.—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas.

C!eo. Where is the fellow!
^ lex. Half afeard to come.
Cleo. Go to, go to.

Enter a Messenger.
Come, hither, sir.

Alex. Good majesty.
Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you.
But when you are well pleas'd.

Cleo. That Herod's head
I'll have ; but how. when Antony is gone
Through whom I might command it? Come thou
Mess. Most gracious majesty,

—

(near,
Cleo. Didst thou behold

Octavia ?

Mess. Ay, dread queen.
CUo. Where?
Afcss. Madam, in Rome

I look'd her in the face : and saw her led
Between her brotlier and Mark Antony.
Cleo. is she as tall as inc 7

Mess. She is not. madam.
Cleo. Didst hear her speak? Is she shrill-tongu'd,

or low t

Mess. M.adam. I heard lier speak : she is low.voic'd.
Cleo. That's not so good : he cannot like her long.
Char. Like her ! O Isis 1 'tis impossible.
Clto. I think so, Channian: dull of tongue, and

dwarfish I

What majesty is in her gait ? Ucmember,
If e'er thou look'dst on majesty.
Mess. She creeps

;

Her motion and her station .arc as one :

She shows a Iwdy rathi-r than a life

;

A statue, than a breather.
Cleo. Is this certain ?

Mest. Or I have no observance.
Char. ' Three in Egypt

Cannot make belter note.
Clea. He 's very knowing

;
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I do perceive 't : there 's nothing in her yet

:

The tellow has good judgment.
Cliar. Excellent.
Cleo. Guess at her years, I pr'ythec.
Mess. Madam,

She was a widow,

—

Cteo. Widow? Channian, hark.
Mess. And I do think she 's thirty.

Cleo. Bear'st thou her face in mind? is't long ni

Mess. Round, even to faultiness.
j
round 'f

Cleo. For the most part, too, they are foolish that
I ler hair, what colour? [arc so.

Mess. Brown, madam ; and her forehead
As low as she would wish it.

Cleo. There 's gold for thee.
Thou must not take my former sharpness ill

:

I will employ thee back again : 1 tind thee
Most fit for business ; go, make thee ready ;

Our letters are prepar'd. |
Exit Messenger.

Char. A proper man.
Cleo. Indeed, he is so : I repent me much.

That so I harried him. Why, methinks, by him.
This creature 's no such thing.
Char. Notliing, madam. [know.
Cleo. The man hath seen some majesty, and should
Char. Hath he seen majesty ? Isis else defend.

And serving you so long I (Charmian ;

Cleo. 1 have one thing more to ask him yet, good
But 'tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to mo
Where I will write. All may be well enough.
Char. I warrant you, madam. [Exeunt.

SCENE I'V.—Athens. A Room in Antony's House.

Enter Antony and Octavia.

Ant, Nay. nay, Octavia. not only that.

—

Tliat were excusable, that, and thousands more
Of semblable import,—but he hath wag'd
New wars 'gainst Ponipey ; made his will, and read it

To pubhc ear

:

Spoke scanlly of me : when perforce he could not
But j)ay me terms of honour, cold and sickly
He vented them ; most narrow measure lent me:
Wlien the best hint was given him, he not took 't,

Or did it from his teeth.
Oct. O my good lord.

Believe not all; or. if you must believe.
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady.
If this division chance, ne'er stood between,
Praying for both parts:
I'he good gods will mock me presently.
When I shall pray, " O, blessmy lordand husband !"

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud,
"O. bless my brother / ' Husband win, win brother,
Prays, and destroys the prayer i no midway
Twixt these extremes at all.

Ant. Gentle Octavia,
I-et your best love draw to that point, which seeks
Best to preserve it : if I lose mine honour,
1 lose myself; better I were not yours.
Than yours so branchless. But, as you requested,
Yourself shall go between us : the mean time, lady,
I'll raise the preparation of a war
Shall stain your brother ; make yeur soonest haste :

So, your desires are yours.
Oct. Thanks to my lord.

The Jove of power make me must weak, most weak.
Your reconciler ! W.-irs 'twixt you twain w nuM be
As if the world should cleave, and that slain men
Should solder up the rift.

Ant. When it appears (o you where this begins,
Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults
Can never be so equal, that your love
Can equally move uith them. Provide your going

;

Choose your own company, and conunand wh.it cost
Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt,

Enter Enobarbus and Eros, meeting,

Eno. How now, friend Eros I

Eros. There's str.inge news come, sir.

Eno. What, man ?

Eros. Caesar and Lcpidus have made wars upon
Pompey.

Eno. This is old : what is the success?
Eros. C*sar, having made use of him in the wars
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*gainst Pompey. presently denied liim rivality ; would
not let hiiu partake in the ijlory of the action, and
not resting here, accuses him of letters he had for-

merly wrote to Pompey ; upon his own appeal, seizes

iiini : so the poor third is up, till death enlarge his

confine. (more;
I:no. Then, world, thou hast a pair of chaps, no

And throw between them all the food thou hast.

They'll grind the one the other. Where's Antony ?

Eros' \\e.% walking in the garden—thus; and
spurns

The rush that lies before him; cries, " Fool, Le-
And threats the throat of that his officer, [pidus I

"

That murderd Pompey.
hno. Our great navy's rigg'd.

Eros. For Italy, and Csesar. More, Domitius
;

My lord desires you presently: my news
I might have told hereafter.
Hho. "Twill be nought :

But let it be.—Bring me to Antony.
Eros. Come, sir. \Excunt.

SCENE 'VI.—Rome. A Room in Ccesar's House.

Enter Ccesar, Agrippa, and Mec^enas.

Cas, Contemning Rome, he has done all this and
In Alexandria : here's the manner of it :

—

[more.
1' the market-place, on a tribunal silver'd,

Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold
Were publicly enthron'd : at the feet sat

Cresarion, whom tliey call my father's son.
And all the unlawful issue, that their lust

Since then hath made between them. Unto her
He gave the 'stablishment of Kgj'pt , made her
Of Lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,
Absolute queen.
Mec, This in the public eye?
Cas. V the common show-place, where they

exercise.-

His sons he there proclaimed the kings of kings :

Great Media. Parthia. and Armenia.
He gave to .Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assign'd

.Syria, Cilicia, and Phoenicia : she
In the habiliments of the goddess Isis

That day appear'd ; and oft before gave audience,
As 'tis reported, so.

Mec. Let Rome be thus inform'd.

Agr. 'Who, queasy with his insolence already,

AVill their good thoughts call from him.
Cc^s. The people know it ; and have now receiv'd

His accusations.
Agr. Whom does he accuse J

Cces. Caesar : and that, having in Sicily

.Sextus Pompeius spoil'd, we had not rated him
His part o' the isle : then does he say, he lent me
Some shipping unrestor'd : lastly, he frets.

That Lepidus ©f tlie triumvirate
Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain
All his revenue.
Aj^r. Sir, this should he answer'd.
Cas. 'Tis done already, and the messenger gone.

1 have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel

;

TIiat he his high authority abus'd, (
quer'd.

And did deserve his change : for what I have con-
1 grant him part ; hut then, in his Armenia,
And other of his conquer'd kingdoms, I

Demand the like.

Alec. He'll never yield to that.

Cas. Nor must not, then, be yielded to in this.

EiilerOQia.\'a. [Cnesar

!

Oct. Hail, Caesar, and my lord 1 hail, most dear
C<JT. That ever I should call thee cast-away 1

Oct. You have not calld me so, nor have you cause.
Cas. Why have you stol'n upon us thusV You

come not
Like Caesar's sister : the wife of Antony
Should have an army for an usher, and
The neighs of horse to tell of her approach.
Long ere she did appear; the trees by the way.
Should have borne men, and expectation fainted.

Longing for what it had not ; uay, the dust
Should have .ascended to the roof of heaven,
Rais'd by your populous troops : but you are come
A market-maid to Rome, and have prevented
The ostentation of our love, which, left unshown.
Is often left unlov'd : we should have met you
I'.y sea and land ; supplying every st;

Vvith an augmente^l greeting.

Act 2,.

Oct. Good my lord.
To come thus was I not constraiu'd, but did it

On my free-will. My loid, Mark Antonv,
Hearmg that you prepar'd for war. acquainted
My grieved ear withal ; whereon, 1 begg'tl
His pardon for return.

Cas. Which soon he granted.
Being an obstruct 'tween his lust and him.
Oct. Do not say so, my lord.

Cas. I liave eyes upon him,
And his affairs come to me on the wind.
Where is he now ?

Oct. Mv lord, in Athens.
Cas. No, my most wronged sister ; Cleopatra

Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire
Up to .a whore : who now are levying
The kings o' the earth for war : he hath assembled
Bocchus, the king of Lybia ; Archeiaus,
Of Cappadocia ;'Philadelphos, king
Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king. Adallas ;

King Malchus of Arabia ; king of Pont

;

Herod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king
Of Comagene ; Polenion and Amintas,
The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia,
With a more larger list of sceptres.

Oct. Ah me. most wretched.
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends,
That do afflict each other !

Cas. Welcome hither

:

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ;

Till we perceiv d, both how you were wrong led.

And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart

:

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives
O'er your content these strong necessities ;

But let determin'd things to destiny
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome ;

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd
Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods.
To you do justice, make their ministers
Of us and those that love you. Best of comfort

;

And ever welcome to us.

Ag'r. Welcome, lady.
Mec. Welcome, dear madam.

Each heart in Rome does love and pity you;
Only the adulterous Antony, most large
In his abominations, turns you off;

And gives his potent regiment to a trull.

That noises it against us.

Oct. Is it so, sir?

Cas. Most certain. Sister. Avelconie : pray you,
Be ever known to patience : ray dearest sister I

\Exeit>tt.

SCENE VII.—Antony's Camp, near to the Promon-
tory 0/ Actium.

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus.

Cko. I will even witli thee, doubt it not.

Eno. But why, why, why!
Cleo. Thou hast fnrspoke my being in these wars.

And say'st, it is not fit.

Eno. Well, is it. is it ?

Clco. If not denounc'd against us, why should not

Be there in person ? iwe
Eno. [Aside. ] Well, I could reply :—

If we should serve with horse and mares together.

The horse were merely lost : the mares would bear
A soldier, and his horse.

Cleo. What is 't you say 1

J- no. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony ;

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from Ins

time.
What should not then be spar'd. He is alreaily

Traduc'd for levity ; ami 'tis said in Rome,
Tliat Photinus a eunuch, and your maids.
Manage this war.

C/eo. Sink Rome ; and their tongues rot.

That speak against us I A charge we bear i' the war,

And, as the president of my kingdom, will

Appear there for a man. Speak not against it

;

I will not stay behind.
Eno. Nay, I have done.

Here comes the emperor.

Enter Antony and Canidius.

Ant. Is it not strange, Canidius,

That from Tarcntum, and Brimdusiuni,
He could so quickly cut the loni.an sea.

And take in Toryne! You have heard on t. sweet?



Scene 8. ANTONY A.Nn CLEOPATRA.
Ckc. Celerity is never more admir'd,

Th.in by the negligent.
•''""• A good rebuke,

\\'hii.li misht have well become the best of men,
To t.uint at slackness. Canulius, we
\\'\\\ hght with him by sea.

<^.'''"-
, ,

By seal What else!
C.i)/. \Vhy will my lord do soj
'''"'• For that he dares us to t

J: no. So hath my lord dar'd him to single fight.
Can. Ay, and to wage his battle at Pliarsafia,

U'here Caesar fought with Pompcy : but these offers,
\\ hich serve not for his vantage, he shakes oli ;And so should you.

•'-'"'•
.

Vour ships are not well mannd,
Your manners are muleteers, reapers, people
Ingross'd by smft impress ; in Caesars fleet
.\re those, that often have 'gamst Pompey fought

:

1 heir ships are yare ; yours heavy : no disgraceHhM fall you for refusing him at sea,
Bemg prepar'd for land.

-' "'• By sea, by sea.
fi"o. Most worthy sir, you therein throw away

The absolute soldiership you have by land ,

Distract your army, which doth must consist
Of war.mark"d footmen ; leave unexecuted
Your own renownfed knowledge ; quite forego
The way which promises assurance ; and
Give ui) yourself merely to chance and hazard,
r rom firm security.
>*«'• I'll fight at sea.
C/to. I have si.xty sails. C.-esar none better.
Jlnt. Our overplus of shipping will we burn

;

And, with the rest, full.mann'd, from the head of
Actium

Beat the approaching C.-esar : but if we fail,
u e then can do t at land.

52

1

Enter Antony and Enobarbus.
Inf. Set we our squadrons on yon side o" the hill,

111 eye of Cxsar's battle; from which placeWo may the number of the ships behold,
.Viid so proceed accordingly. [Exeunt.

Enter u Messenger.

Thy business!
Mess. The news is true, my lord ; he is descried ;Ca;sar has taken Toryne.
Anl. Can he be tlic-re in person! 'tis impossible

;Strange, that his power should be.—Canidius
Ournmeteen legions thou shalt hold by land,
.•\nd our twelve thousand horse We'U to our shin •

Away, my Thetis

!

'

Enter a Soldier

<• ,j ^ V,
How now, worthy soldier I

i>old. O noble emperor, do not fight by sea
Trust not to rotten pl.mks : do you niis(loubt

'

1 his sword, and these my wounds ! Let the Egyptians,
.XndthePhcemci.ins. goaducking: we
. '"."^.."^ '^ '" conquer, standing on the earth.And fighting foot to foot.
^"'- Well, well : away
„ ,j r, rs

'^«"»',Ant., Cleo..rt«ar Enobarbus.
Sold. By Hercules. I think I am i the right
C.I7/. Soldier, thou .art ; but his whole action growsNot in the power on t : so our leaders led.

And we are women's men.

Ti"^'"i'''
• ,u .

You keep by landThe legions and the horse whole, do you not!
Lan. Marcus Octavius, Marcus lustelus.

Pubhcol.a. and C.-chus, arc- for sea •

liut we keep whole by land, fhis'specd of Ca;sar's
C.irries beyond behef.

,

,•'""'''• While he was yet in Rome
II IS power went out in such distractions.
As beguild all spies.

<!?w -ri,
^^')?'' •"'* lieutenant, hear you !Sold. They say, one Taurus.

''"'•
^ , „ Well I know the man.

,, _, /-"/•"<» Messenger.
Mess. The emperor calls Canidius.
Ca«. With news the time's with labour ; an.l

throes forth.
Each minute, some. {Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.-W Plain «ir<Tr Actium.
Enter Ca^sar, Taurus, Officers, and others.

Cas. Taurus,

—

Taur. My|.,rd?

I, '""^i' . , .
Strike not by land ; keep whole :Provoke not battle, till we have (lone at seaDo not cucecd the prescript of this scroll: "

IOur fortune lies upon tliii jump. [Exeunt

/;«/?>- Canidius. marchiti^ tvith his land army one
may ; and Taurus, the lientejiant 0/ Cxsar, with
his army, the other way. A/lcr they are gone,
the noise 0/a seafight is heard.

Alarum. Re-enter Enobarbus.
Eno Naught, naught, all naught I I can behold

no longer :

The Antoniad, the Egyptian admiral.
With all their si.vty, fl'y. and turn the rudder :

To see t, mine eyes ;ire blasted.
Enter Scarus.

. rF"!'"' ,. . . - .
Gods, and goddesses.

All the whole synod of them I

^'"'- ^, What's tliat passion!
Siar. The greater cantle of the world is lost

With very ignorance ; we have kiss'd away
Kingdoms and provinces.
^'"'- „ How appears the fight

!

.Scar. On our side like the token'd pestilence.
Where death is sure. Yon nhald-rid nag of Egypt,
Wliom leprosy o'ertake ! i' the midst o' tlie figin.
When vantage like a pair of twins .ippear'd.
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder.
The brize upon her, like a cow in June-
Hoists sails, and flies.

Eno. That I beheld
;

Mine eyes did sicken at the sight, and could not
Endure a further view.
Scar. She once being loofd.

The noble rum of her magic, Antony,
Claps on his sea-wing, and like a doting mallard.
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her :

I never saw an action of such shame;
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before
Did violate so itself.

/-'>">. Alack, alack I

Enter Canidius.
Cati Our fortune on the sea is out of bre.ath.

And sinks most lamentably. I lad our general
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well

:

O, he has given example for our flight,
Most grossly, by his own.
Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? Why, then, good

night, indeed.
Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled

,„€''"; "^'' ^^^y '" ' • '>"d there I will attend
What further comes.

, f"''-

.

,
To Caesar will I renderMy legions, ,-ind my horse : six kings already

.Show me the way of yielding.
'"<>

, , , ,
I'll vet follow

1 Me vvounded chance of Antony, though my reason
Sits m the wind against me.

| Exeunt.

SCENE IX.—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Antony and Attendants.
Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more

upon 't,

It is asham'd to bear me I—Friends, come hither,
I am so lated in Ihe world, that I

Have lost my w.iy for ever ;— I have a ship
Laden with gold ; lake that, divide it , fly.
And make your peace with Ca;sar.
Attendant!. Fly I not we.
Ant. I have fled myself, and have instructed

cowards
To run, and showtheir shoulders.—Friends, begone:
have myself resolv d ujion a course,

\\ hich has no need of you ; be gone :My treasures in the harbour, take it.—O.
1 Ir.llow'd that I blush to look upon :My very hairs do mutiny; for the white
Reprove the brown for r.ashness, and ilicy Ihem
•or .ear and doting -Friends, be gon,- : yon shallnave letters from mc to some friends, that will
Sweep your way for you. Pray you. ln„k not sad,Nor make replies of loatliness : take the hint
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be leftU Inch leaves itself : to ilie seaside straightway

:

I will possess you of that ship and Ircasurc
Leave mc, I pray, a lilile ; pray you now :—
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Nay, do so ; for, indeed, I have lost command,
Therefore I pray you ;— I'll see you by and by,

iSi'/s dowjt.

Enter Eros ,and Cleopatra, led by Charniian and Iras.

Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him, comfort Iiim.

Jrm. Do, most dear queen.
C/i«r. Dol Why, what else ?

C/fO. Let me sit down. O Juno I

.flnt. No, no, no, no. no.

Ercs. See you here, sir !

Ant. O fie, fie, fie !

Char. IVIadam,

—

Jras. Madam, O good empress,

—

Eros. Sir, sir,

—

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes ;—he, at Philippi. kept
His sword e'en like a dancer ; while I struck
The lean and wrinkled Cassius; and 'twas 1

"That the mad Brutus ended : he alone
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no jjractice had
In the brave squares of war : yet now—No matter.

Cleo. Ah. stand by.
Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen.
Irai. Go to him, madam, speak to him

:

He is unciualitied with very shame.
Cteo. Well then— sustain me :—O I

Eros. Most noble sir, arise ; the queen approaches :

Her head s declind, and death will seize her, but
Your comfort makes the rescue.

A/tt. I have offended reputation,

A most unnoble swerving.
Eros. Sir, the queen.
Ant. O, whither hast thou led me. Egypt? See,

How I convey my shame out of thine eyes,
By looking back what I have left behind
'Stroy'd in dishonour.

Cleo. O my lord, my lord I

Forgive my fearful sails : 1 little thought
You would have foUow'd.
Ant. E.srypt. thou knew'st too well.

My heart was to thy rudder tied by the strings.

And thou shouldst tow me after : o'er my spirit

Thy full supremacy thou knew'st, and that

Tliy beck might from the bidding of the gods
Command me.

Cleo. O, my pardon

!

Ant.
'

Now I must
To the young man send humble treaties, dodge
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who
With half the bulk o' llie world play'd as I pleas'd.

Making and marring fortunes. You did know
How much you were my conqueror ; and that

My sword, made weak by my affection, would
Obey it on all cause.

Cleo. Pardon, pardon

!

Ant. Fall not .a tear, I .say ; one of them rates
All that is won and lost : give me a kiss ;

Hven this repays me.—We sent our schoolmaster

;

Is he come back ?— Love, I am full of lead :

Some wine, within there, and our viands : Fortune
knows.

We scorn her most when most she offers blows.
{Exeunt.

SCENE X.—C.'ESar's Camp in Egypt

Enter Cjesar, Dolabella, Thyreus, and others.

Cas Let him appear that's come from Antony.
Know you him?
Dot. C,-esar, 'tis his schoolmaster:

An argument that he ^ pluck'd, when huhur
He sends so jioor a pinion of his wing.
Winch hadsu|)erfluous kings for messengers,
Not many moons gone by.

Enter Euphronius.

Cas. Approach, and speak
Enph. Such as I am, I come from Antony.

I was of late as petty to his ends.
As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf
To his grand sea.
Cas. Be it .so : dechre thine office.

Euph. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and
Requires to live in Lgypt : which not granted.
He lessons his rcciuosts ; ;\nd to thee sues
To let liiiu lircalhe between the he.avensand earth,
A private man m Athens : this for him.
Next. Cli-"i)atr.i di^es confess thy greatness:
Subinitb lier tu t!i>- might; and of thee craves

The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs.

Now hazarded to thy grace.
Cas. For Antony,

I have no ears to his request. The queen
Of audience, nor desire, shall fail : so she
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend.

Or take his life there : this if she perfor;ii.

She shall not sue unheard. So to them both.
Enph. Fortune pursue thee !

Cas. Bring him tlirough the bands.
\Hxit Euphronius.

[ToThyr. J To try thy eloquence, now 'tis time;
despatch :

From A"to"y "i" Cleopatra: j-'romise,

And in our name, what she requires: add more.
From thine invention, offers : women are not
In their best fortunes strong: but want will perjure
The ne'er-touch'd vestal : try thy cunning, Thyreus

;

Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we
^Vill answer as a law.

Thyr. Ca;sar, I go.
Cces. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw,

.A.nd what thou think'st his very action speaks
In every power that moves.
Ihyr Cassar, I shall.

\ExeHnt

SCENE XI —Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, andXx^i,

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus?
Enii. Think, and die.

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ?

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will

Lord of his reason. What though you fled

From that great face of war. whose several ranges
Frighted each other, why should he follow?
The itch of his affection should not then
Have nick'd his captainship : at such a point
When half to half the world oppos'd, he being
The mered question : 'twas a shame no less

Than was his loss, to course your flying flags,

And leave his navy gazing.
Cleo. Pr'ythee, peace.

Enter Antony, ivith Euphronius.
Ant. Is that his answer?
Eitph. Ay. my lord.

Ant. The queen shall, then, have courtesy, so she
Will yield us up?
Euph. He says so.

Ant. Let her know it.

—

To the boy Ca:sar send this grizzled head,
.\nd he will fill thy wishes to the brim
With principalities.

Cleo. That head, my lord 1

Ant. To him again : tell him. he wears the rose
Of youth upon liihi : from which the world should note
Something particular ; his coin, ships, legiims.

May be a" coward's : whose ministers would prevail
Under the service of a child, .as soon
As i' the command of Caesar : I dare him, therefore.
To lay his gay comparisons apart.
And answer ine declin'd, sword against sword.
Ourselves alone : I'll write it : follow me.

\Excnut Antony and Euphronius.
Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Caesar will

Unstate his happiness, and be stag'd to the show
Against a sworder. 1 see. men's judgments are
A parcel of their fortunes; and things outward
I.)o draw the inward qualitv after them.
To sulTer all alike. That he should dream.
Knowing nil measures, the full Ca;sar will

Answer' his emptiness !—Ccesar, thou hast subdu d
His judgment too.

Enter an Attendant.
Att. A messenger from Cxsar.
Cleo. What, no more ceremony ? See. my women I

Against the blown rose may they stop their nose.
That knceld unto the buds. Admit him, sir.

\Exit Attendant.
Eno. {Aside.'\ Mine honesty ,ind I begin to square.

The loyalty well held to fools does make
Our faith mere foliy : yet he, that can endure
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord.

Does conquer him that did his master conquer.
And earns a place i'lhe story.

Enter Thyreus.
Cleo. Caesar's will?

Thy. Hear it .apart.
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Clfo. None but friends : say boldly.
Tiiyr. So, haply, are tlicy Iriends to Antony.
£>:o. He needs as many, sir, as Cx'sar lias ;

Or needs not us. If Casar please, our master
Will leap to be his friend : for us, you know,
AVhose he is, we are, and that is Ca;sar's.

TJiyr. So,—
Thus then, thou most renown d : C-xsar entreats,
Not to consider in what case thou stand'st,
Further than he is Caesar.
CUo Go on : right royal.
Thyr. He knows, th.it you embrace not Antony

As you did love, but as you fear d him.
Cteo. O

I

Thyr. The scars upon your honour; therefore, he
Does pity, as constrained blemishes.
Not as deserv'd.
CUo. He is a god. and knows

What is most riijht ; mine honour was not yielded,
But conquer'd merely.
Eho. \Aside.'\ To be sure of that,

I will ask Antony.—Sir, sir, thou'rt so leaky,
T hat we must leave thee to thy sinking, for
Thy dearest quit thee. \Exit.

Thyr. Shall I say to Caesar
What you require of him? for he partly beijs
To be desir'd to give. It much would please hirr,

That of his fortunes you should make a statf

To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits,

To hear from me you had left Antony,
And put yourself under his shroud,
The universal landlord.

Cteo. What's your name !

Thyr. My name is Thyreus.
Cleo. Most kind messenger.

Say to great Ca;sar this,—in disputation
I kiss his conqu'ring hand : tell him, I am prompt
To lay my crown at 's feet, and there to kneel

:

Tell him. from his all-obeying breath I hear
The doom of Egypt.

Thyr. 'Tis your noblest course.
Wisdom and fortune combating together,
If that the former dare but what it can.
No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lay
My duty on your hand.

Cleo. Your Caesar's father oft.

When he hath musd of taking kingdoms in,

Bestow'd his lips on that unworthy place.
As it rain d kisses.

Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus.
Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders I—

Wh.at .irt thou, fellow ?

Thyr. One, that but performs
The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest
To have command obey'd.
Eno. [Aside.] You will be whipp'd.
Ant. Approach, there 1—Ay, you kite 1—Now, gods

and devils I

Authority melts from me : of late, when 1 cried, " ho
!'

Like boys unto a muss, kings would start forth.
And cry, "Your will!'—Have you no ears?

Enter Attendants.
I am Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip

him.
/no. 'Tis better playing with a lion's whelp.

Than with an old one dying.
Ant. Moon and stars

!

Whip him :—Were't twenty of the greatest tributaries

That do acknowledge Cx'sar, should I find them
So saucy with the haml of slie here (What s her name.
Since she was Cleopatra?) Whip him, fellows.

Till, like a boy. you see him cringe his face,

An(l whine aloud for mercy : take him hence.
Thyr. Mark Antony,

—

Ant. lug him .nway : iK-ing whipp'd.
Bring him again : this J.ick of Caisar's shall

Bear us an errand tn liitn.

\l:xei<nl Attendants luilli Thyreus
You were half blasted ere I knew you : ha 1

H.ive I my pillow left iini>ress'd in Rome,
Forborne the getting of a lawful race.
And by a Keni ol women, to be abus'd
By one that lool&s on feeders?

Cteo. Good my lord,

—

Ant. You havelieen a bnggler ever

:

But when we in mir viciousness grow hard,
(U misery en 't t| the wise gods seel our eyes
III our own filth , drop our clear Judgments ; make us

Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we strut

To our confusion.
Cteo. O, is it come to this?

Ant. I found you as a morsel, cold upon
Dead Ca.-sar's trencher ; nay, you were a fragment
Of Cneius Ponipey's ; besides what hotter hours,
Unregister'd in vulgar fame, you have
Lu.xuriously pick'tl out : for, 1 am sure.

Though you can guess what temperance should be,
You know not what it is.

Cteo. Wherefore is this?
Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards,

.\nd say. " God quit you !
" be familiar with

My playfellow, your hand ; this kingly seal.

And plighter of high hearts 1 O. that I were
Upon the hil! of Basan, to outroar
The horned herd I for I have savage cause ;

And to proclaim it civilly, were like

A halter d neck, which does the hangman thank
For being yare about him.

Re-enter Attendants, with Thyreus.

Is he whipp'd?
I Alt. Soundly, my lord.

Ant Cried he ? and begg'd he pardon ?

I Att. He did ask favour.
Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent

Thou wast not made his daughter ; and be thou sorry
To follow Cassar in his triumph, since
Thou hast been whipp'd for following him : hence-
The white hand of a lady fever thee

; [forth.

Shake thou to look on "t. Get thee back to Caisar,
Tell him thy entertainment ; look, thou say.

He makes me angry with hiui ; for he seems
Proud and disdainful, harping on what 1 am.
Not what he knew I was : he makes me angry;
And at this time most easy 'tis to do't.

When my good stars, that were my former guides.
Have empty left their orbs, and shot their fires

Into their abysm of hell. If he mislike
My speech, and what is done, tell him, he has
Hipparchus, my enfranchis'd bondman, whom
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture,

.\s he shall like, to quit me : urge it thou

:

Hence with thy stripes, begone. [Exit Thyreus
Cleo. Have you done yet ?

Ant. Alack, our terrene moon
Is now ecllps'd ; and it portends alone
The fall of Antony 1

Ceo. I must stay his time.
Ant. To flatter Caesar, would you mingle eyes

With one that ties his points?
Cleo. Not know me yet

!

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ?

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be so,

From my cold heart let heaven engender hail.

And poison it in the source ; and the first stone
Drop in my neck ? as it determines, so
Dissolve my life I Tlie next CiEsarion smite !

Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb,
Together with my brave Egyptians all.

By the discandering of this pelleted storm.
Lie graveless, till the flies and gnats of Nile
Have buried them (or prey 1

Ant. I am satisfied.

Caesar sits down in Alexandria , where
I will oppose his fate Our force by land
Hath nobly helil ; our sever'd navy, too.

Have knit again, and Meet, threat'ning most sea-like

Where hast' tliou been, my heart? Dost thou hear.

If from the field I shall return once more [lady?
To kiss these lins. I will appear in blood

;

I and my sworn will earn our chronicle

:

There s hope in 't yet.

Cleo That's my brave Inrd I

Anl. I will be treblesinew'd. hearted, breath'd,

And fight maliciously: for when mine hours
Were nice and lucky, men did ransom lives

Of ine for jests; but now I'll set my teeth.

And send locl.irkness all tli.it slop me: come,
1 .et's li.avc one other g.iiuly m^ht : call to iiie

All my sad ca|it,iiiis. till our bowls ; once more
Let's mock the midnight bell.

Ctro. It is my birthday :

I ha<l thought to have held it poor : but, since my lord
Is Antony .again, I will be Cleopatra.

.Int. We will yet ilo well.

Lteo. Call all his noble captains to my lord.
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Ant. Do so, we'll speak to them; and to-ni^ht I'll

force I
queen :

The wine peep throuj^h their scars.—Come on, my
There's sap in't yet. The next time I do fight,

I'll make death love me ; for I will contend
Even with his pestilent scythe.

[Exeunt all but Enobarbus
E>io. Now he'll outstare the lightning. To be

furious.

Is to be frighted out of fear ; and in that mood,
The dove will peck the estridge ; and I see still,

A diminution in our captain's brain
Restores his heart : when valour preys on reason.
It eats the sword it fights with. I will seek
Some way to leave him. [Exit,

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Alexandria. Cisar's Camp.
Enter Caesar, reading a. letter ; Agrippa, Mecosnas,

atid otJiers.

Cas He calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power
To beat me out of Egypt ; my messenger
He hath whipp'd with rods ; dares me to personal

combat,
C^sar to Antony : let the old ruffian know,
I have many other ways to die : meantime.
Laugh at his challenge.
Mcc. CKsar must think,

"When one so great begins to rage, he's hunted
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now
Make boot of nis distraction : never anger
Made good guard for itself.

Cas. Let our best heads
Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles
We mean to fight : within our files there are.
Of those that serv'd Mark Antony but late.

Enough to fetch him in. See it done :

And feast the army : we have store to do 't.

And they have earn'd the waste. Poor Antony I

[Exeimt,

SCENE II.—Alexandria. Jt Room in the Palace.

Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius.
Eno. No.
A7it. 'Why should he not ?

Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better for-

He is tsventy men to one. [tune,
Ant. To-morrow, soldier.

By sea and land I'll fight : or I will live,

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood
Shall make it live again. Woo 't thou fight well?

Eiio. I'll strike, and cry, " Take all."

Ant, "Well said: come on.
Call forth my household servants : let 's to-night
Be bounteous at our meal.

Enter Servants.
Give me thy hand.

Thou hast been rightly honest;—so hast thou ;—
Thou,—and thou,—and thou;—you have serv'd me
And kings have been your fellows. (well,

Cleo. Vf\\a.t means this ?

Euo. [Aside to Cleo.1 'Tis one of those odd tricks

which sorrow shoots
Out of the mind.

A>it. And thou art honest too.

I wish I could be made so many men,
And all of you clapp d up together in

An Antony, that I might do you service.

So good as you have done.
Servant.'!, The gods forbid I

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to-night

:

Scant not my cups ; and make as much of me.
As when mine empire was your fellow too.

And suITer'd my conmiand.
Cleo. [Aside toMno.] Wh.at does he mean?
Eno. [Aside to C\so.] To make his fnllnwers weep.
Ant. Tend me to-night

;

M,ty be, it is the period of your duty :

Haply, you shall not see mc more ; or if,

A mangled shadow : perrhance to-morrow
You'll .serve another master. I look on you.
As one that t.ikes his leave. Mine honest friends,

I turn KO" "ot away ; bnt, like a master

Married to your good service, stay till death :

Tend me to-night two hours, I ask no more.
And the gods yield you for 't 1

Eno. What mean you, sir,

To give them this discomfort? Look, they weep ;

And 1, an ass, am onion-ey'd; for shame,
Transform us not to women.
Ant. Ho, ho, hoi

Now, the witch take me, if I meant it thus !

Grace grow where those drops fall 1 My hearty
friends.

You take me in too dolorous a sense ;

For I spake to you for yoiu- comfort :—did desire you
To burn this night with torches : know, my hearts,
I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you,
Where rather I'll expect victorious life.

Than death and honour. Let 's to supper, come,
And drown consideration. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.—Alexandria. Before the Palace.

Enter two Soldiers, to theirguard.
1 Sold. Brother, good night : to-morrow is the day,
2 Sold. It will determine one way ; fare you welL

Heard you of nothing strange about the streets !

1 Sold. Nothing. What news ?

2 Sold. Belike, "tis but a rumour. Good night to
you.

1 Sold. Well, sir, good night.
Enter t-wo otJier Soldiers,

2 Sold, Soldiers, have careful watch.
3 Sold, And you. Good night, good night.

[ Tiiejirst and secondplace t'heittsclves at
theirposts.

4 Sold. Here we

:

[ The third andfourth take theirposts
And if to-morrow

Our navy thrive, I have an absolute hope
Our landmen will stand up.

3 Sold. 'Tis a brave army.
And full of purpose.

[Music as ofhautboys uiuiergraund.
4 Sold, Peace 1 what a noise 1

I Sold. List ! list I

QSold. Hark!
I Sold. Music i' the air.

3 Sold, Under the earth.

4 Sold. It signs well, does it not?
3 Sold. No.
1 Sold. Peace, I say ! What should this mean J

2 Sold. Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony lov'di
Now leaves him.

1 Sold. Walk ; let's see if other watchmen
Do hear what we do. | They advance to anotlierpost.
2 Sold. How now, masters 1

Soldiers. [Speaking together.'\ How now!
How now 1 do you hear this?

X Sold. Ay ; is 't not strange ?

3 Sold. Do you hear, masters? {lo you hear?
1 Sold, Follow the noise so far as we have quarter

;

Let 's see how 't will give off.

Soldiers. [SpeakingtogctJier,'\ Content. 'Tisstrange.
[Exeunt,

SCENE I'V.—Alexandria. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra ; Charmian, and others,

attending.

Ant. Eros 1 mine armour, Eros I

Cleo. Sleep a little.

Ant. No, my chuck. Eros, come ; mine armour,
Erosl

Enter Eros, loith armour.
Come, good fellow, j^ut mine iron on :

—

If fortune be not ours to-day, it is

Because we brave her :—come.
Cleo. Nay, I'll help too.

What's this for?
Ant. Ah, let be, let be I thou art

Tlie armourer of my heart :—false, false ; this, this.

Cleo. Sooth, la, I'll help : thus it must be.
Ant. Well, well;

We shall thrive now Seest thou, my good fellow ?

Go, jnit on thy defences.
"ros. Briefly, sir.

leo. Is not this buckled well?
Ant, P.arely, rarely

lie that unbuckles this, till we do pleeise
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To doff't for our repose, shall hear a storm.
Thou fiiniblest. Eros ; and my oueen's a squire
More tight at this, than thou : despatch. O love,

That thou couldst see my wars to-day, and knew'st
The royal occupation I thou shouldst see
A workman in "t."

Eiiteran Officer, anned.
Good morrow to thee ; welcome 1

Thou look'st like hira that knows a warlike charge :

To business that we love, we rise betime,
And go to 't with delight.

O^. A thousand, sir.

Early though 't be, have on their riveted trim.

And at the port expert you.
[Shout. Flourish oftrumpets

.

linifr other Officers a}id Soldiers.

2 Off. The morn is fair.—Good morrow, general.
All. Good morrow, general.
.Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads.

This morning, like the spirit of a youth
Th.at means to be of note, begins betimes.

—

So, so ; come, give me that : this way ; well said.

Fare thee well, dame, whate'er becomes of me :

This is a soldier's kiss:—fAVjjrj lur.\ rebukable,
And worthy shameful check it were, to stand
On more mechanic compliment ; I'll leave thee
Now, like a man of steel. You that will fijjht I

Follow me close; I'll bring you to t. Adieu.
\Exeu)U Antony, Eros, Officers, and

Soldiers.
Char. Please you, retire to your chamber.
CUo. Lead me.

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Caesar might
Determine this great war in single fight I

Then, Antony,—but now,—well, on. \Exeunt.

SCENE 'V.—Alexandria, Antony's Camp.

Trumpets sound. Enter .\ntony and Eros : a Soldier
fn^elin^ tliem.

Sold. The gods m ike this a happy day to Antony !

ylnt. Would thou, and those thy scars, had once
prevail'd

To make me fight at land 1

Sold. Hadst thou done so,

The kings that have revolted, and the soldier
That has this morning left thee, would have still

FoUow'd thy heels.
.^1 nt. Who's gone this morning ?

Sold. Who >

One ever near thee : call for Enobarbus,
He shall not hear thee ; or from Caesar's camp
Say, • 1 am none of thine."
Ant. What say St thou /

Sold Sir.

He is with Ca;sar.
Eros. Sir, his chests and treasure

He has not with him.
Ant. Is he gone?
Sold. Most certain.
Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it;

Detain no jot, 1 charge thee : write to him
(1 will subscribe) gentle a<lieus, and greetings:
Say, that I wish he never find more cause
To change a master. O, my fortunes have
Corrupted honest men I Despatch.—Enobarbus 1

[Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

—

Be/ore Alexandria, Cxsar's Camp.
Flourish. Enter Ca;sar, with Agrippa, Enobarbus.

and others.

Cas Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight :

Our will is, Antony be look alive ;

Make it so known.
Af;r. Ca;sar, I shall. [Exit.
Ct^s. The time of universal peace is near :

Prove this a prospcrniis day, the thrce-nook'd world
Shall bear the olive freely.

Enter a Messenger.
Afess. Antony

Is come into the field.

Cizs. Go, charge Agrippa
Pl.int those that have revolted in flie van ;

That Antony may seem to spend his fury
Upon himself. • [Exeunt Cnnnr and his trniii
Euo. Alexas ^lid revolt ; and went to Jewry

On affairs of Antony : there did pcrsu.ade
Great Herod to incline himself to Cxsar,
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And leave his master Antony : for this pains,
C.x-s.ir hath hang'd him. Canidius, and the rest
That fell .aw.ay, have entertainment, but
No honourable trust. I have done ill

;

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely.
That I will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier ^yCxsar's.
Sold. Enobarbus, Antony

Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with
His bounty overplus : the messenger
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now
Unloading of liis nmles.
Eno. I give it you
Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus.

I tell you true: best you saf'd the bringer
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office.

Or would have done t myself. Your emperor
Continues still a Jove. [Exit,
Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth.

And feel I am so most. O Antony,
Thou mine of bounty, how wouldstthou have paid
My better service, when my turpitude
Thou dost so crown with goldl This blows my

heart

:

If swift thought break it not. -a swifter mean
Shall ou'tstrike thought : but thought will do 't, I feel
I fight against thee !—No : I will go seek
Some ditch, wherein to die ; the foul'st best fits

My latter part of life [Exit.

SCENE \'ll.—Field ofBattle between the Camps.

Agr. Retire, we have engaged ourselves too far

:

Ccesar himself has work, and our oppression
Exceeds what we expected. [Exeunt.
Alarum, Enter Antony a?id Scarus, -.uounded.

Sear. O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed I

Had we done so at first, we had firiven them home
With clouts about their heads.
Ant. Thou bleed'st apace.
Sear. I had a wound here that was like a T,

But now 'tis made an H.
Ant. They do retire.

Scar. We'll beat them into bencli-holes : I have yet
Room for six scotches more.

Enter Eros.
Eros. They are beaten, sir ; and our advantage

For a fair victory. (serves
Sear. Let us score their backs.

And snatch 'em up, as we take hares, behind :

Tis sport to m.aul a runner.
Ant. I will reward thee

Once for thy sprightly comfort, and ten-fold
For thy good valour. Come thee on.
Scar. Ill halt after.

[.Exeunt.

SCENE vm.—Under the Walls of K\z\!m&x\a..

Alarum.. Enter Antony, marching ; Scarus, and
forces.

Ant. We have beat him to his camp : run one
before.

And let the queen know of our gests. To-morrow,
Before the sun shall see us, wu'll spill iho blood
That h.as to-day escap'd. I thank you all

;

For doughty-handed are you, and have fought
Not as you serv'd the cause, but as 't h.id been
F.ich man's like mine : you have shown all Hectors.
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends.

Tell them your fe.its : whilst they with Joyful tears
Wash the coiigealment from your wounds, and kiss

The honour'tl gashes whole. | To Scarus. J Give me
thy h.'ind;

Enter Cleopatra, attended.
To this gre.at fairy Ml commend thy acts.

Make her thanks bless thee.—O thou day o" the
world.

Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and all,

flirough proof of harness to my heart, and there
Kide on tlie pants triumphing.

Cleo. Lord of lords 1

O infinite virtue 1 coin'st thou smiling from
The world's great snare uncauglit?
Ant. My nightingale.

We have beat them to their beds. Wli.it, girll

though grey
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Do something; mingle with our youngrer brown; yet
have'we

A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ;

Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand :

Kiss it, my warrior :—he liath fought to-day,
As if a god, in hate of mankind, had
Destroy 'd in such a shape.

C/cc. I'll give thee, friend,

An armour all of gold ; it was a kmg's.
ytnc. He has deserv'd it, were it carbuncled

Like noly Phoebus' car. Give me thy hrtnd :

Through Alexandria make a jolly march ;

Bear our hack'd targets like the men thut owe them ;

>Iad our great palace the capacity
To camp this host, we all would sup together,
And drink carouses to the next day's fate.
Which promises royal peril. Trumpeters,
"With brazen din blast you the city's ear

,

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ;

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds to-

gether,
Applaucling our approach. [ExeJint.

SCENE IX.-Caesar's Camp.

Sentinels on t/uz'r post

1 Sold. If we be not reliev'd within this hour,
M'e must return to the court of guard : the night
Is shiny ; and. they say, we shall embattle
By the second hour i' the morn.
2 Sold. This last day was

A shrewd one to us.
Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. O, bear me witness, night,

—

3 Sold. What man is this ?

2 Sold. Stand close, and list him.
Eno. Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon.

When men revolted shall upon record
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did
Before thy face repent !—

1 Sold. Enobarbus 1

3 Sold. Peace ;

Hark further.

E)to. O sovereign mistress of true melancholy.
The poisonous damp of night dispunge upon nie,

That life, .'i very rebel to my will,

May hang no longer on me : throw my heart
Against the flint and hardness of my fault

;

Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder.
And finish all foul thoughts. O Antony,
Nobler than my revolt is infamous.
Forgive me in thine own particular ;

But let the world rank me in register
A in.istcr-leaver. and a fugitive.

U Antony 1 O Antony 1 [Dies.
2 Sold, Let's speak to him.
I Sold. Let's hear him ; for the things he speaks

May concern C^sar.
3 50/11'. Let's do so. But he sleeps.

1 Sold Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his

Was never yet for sleep.

2 Sold. Go we to him.

3 Sold. Awake, sir, awake ; speak to us.

i Sold. H ear you, si r ?

I Sold. The hand of death hath rauglit him.
\Drions afar off.

Hark ! the drums
Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him
To the court of guard ; he is of note ; our hour
Is fully out.

3 Sold. Come on, then

;

He may recover yet. [ExetiHi with the body.

SCENE "X..—Between the two Camp!.

Enter Antony and Scarus, tuith forces.

Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea

;

Wo please them not by land.
Scar. For both, my lord.

Ant. I would they 'd fight i' the lire, or i' the air

;

We'fl fight there too. But this it is ; our foot

I'pnu the hills adjoining to the city

Shall suiy wiih us : order for sea is given

;

They h.uc put forth the haven : further on.

Whore their appointment we may best discover.

And look on their endeavour. [E.vetin/.

Act ^,

Enter Csesar, a7td his forces, marcltins.
Cas. But being charg'd, we will be still by land.

Which, as I take 't, we shall ; for his best force
Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales.
And hold our best advantage

:

\Exeunt.
Ke-enter Antony and Scarus.

Ant. Yet they are not join'd. Where yond' pine
does stand.

I shall discover all : I '11 bring thee word
Straiglit, how 'tis like to go. [Exit .

Scar. Swallows have built
In Cleopatra's sails their nests : the augurers
Say, they know not,—they cannot tell ;—look grimly.
And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony
Is valiant, and dejected ; and, by starts.

His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear,
Ot what he has, and has not.

{Alarnm-afar off, as at a sea-fight.
Re-enter Antony.

A tit. All is lost 1

This foul Egyptian hath betray'd me :

My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder
They cast their caps up, and carouse together
Like friends long lost.—Triple-turn d whore ! 'tis thou
Has sold me to this novice ; and my heart
M.ikes only wars on thee Bid them all fly

;

For when 1 am reveng'd upon my charm,
I have done all: bid them all fly; be gone.

[A>/^ Scarus.
O sun ! thy uprise shall I see no more :

Fortune and Antony part here ; even here
Do we shake hands —All come to this?—The hearts
That spaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets
On blossoming Cassar ; and this pine is bark'd.
That overtopp'd them all. Betray'd I am :

O this false soul of Egypt ! this grave charm.

—

Whose eyes beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them
home :

Whose bosom was my crownet, my chief end,

—

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose,
Beguil'd me to the very heart of loss.

What, Eros! Eros!
Enter Cleopatra.

Ah, thou spell 1 Avaunt

!

Cleo. Why is my lord enrag'd against his love ?
Ant. Vanish ; or I shall give thee thy deserving,

.\nd blemish Ciesar's triumph Lerhim take thee,
And hoist thee up to the shouting plebeians

:

Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot
Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown
For poor'st diminutives, for doits ; and let

Patient Octavia plough thy visage up
With Iter prepared hails. {Exit Cleo.

'Tis well thourt gone,
If it be well to live : but better 'twere
Thou fell'st into my fury ; for one death
.\light have prevented many, Eros, hoi
The shirt of Nessus is upon me : teach me,
.'Vlcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage

:

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o' the moon ;

And with those hands, that grasp'd the heaviest club,
Subdue my worthiest self The witch shall die :

To the young Rom.an boy she hath sold me, and I fall

Under this plot ; she dies for 't. Eros, ho 1 {Exit

SCENE XI.—Alexandria. A Room in tlie Palace.

Enter Ctsopstra, Channian, Iras, <j?:(!rMardian.

Cleo. Help me, my women I O, he is more mad
Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thessaly
Was never so einboss'd.
Char. To the monument

:

There lock yourself, and send him word you are dead
The soul and body rive not more in parting.
Than greatness going off.

Cleo. To the monument :

—

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself;
Say, that the last I spoke w.as *^ Antony,"
And word it, pr'ythee, piteously : hence, Mardian,
.\nd bring me how he takes my death.

—

To the momiment I [Exeunt

SCENE XU.—Another Room in the Palace.

Enter Antony and Eros.

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'st me?
Eros Ay, noble lord.

Ant. Sometimes we see a cloud that'b dragonish ;
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A vapour SDmetime like a bear or lion,

A towered cita^lel. a pendent rock,
A fork'd mountain, or l>hie promontory
S\'ith trees upon 't, that nod unto tlic world,
And mock our eyes with air: thou hast seen these
They are black vesper's pageants. [signs

;

Kros. Ay, my lord.

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a thought
The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct.

As water is in water.
Eros. It does, my lord.

A<it. My good knave. Ems. now thy captain is

Even such a body : here I am Antony,
Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave.
I made these wars for E^pt ; and the queen,

—

Whose heart I thought [had. for she had mine;
Which, whilst it was mine, had annexed unto 't

A million more, now lost.—she, Eros, has
Pack'd cards with Cxsar. and false play'd my glory
Unto an enemy's triumph.

—

Nay, weep not. gentle Eros ; there is left us
Ourselves to end ourselves.

Enter Mardian.
O, thy vile lady

She has robb'd me of my sword.
Mar. No. Antony;

My mistress lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled
With thine entirely.

Ant. Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace I

She hjth betray'd me, and shall die the death.
Mar. Death of one person can be paid but once,

And that she has discharg d : what thou wouldst do,
Is done unto thy hand : the last she spake
Was. '' Atttoty ! most ttobte Antony !"

Then, in the midst, a learini; groan did break
The name of Antony ; it was divided
Between her heart and lips: she render'd hfe.

Thy naune so buried in her.
Ant. Dead, then!
Mar. Dead.
Ant. Unarm, Eros; the long- day's task is done.

And we must sleep:—That thou depart'st hence safe.

Does pay thy labour richly ; go. \Exit Mardian
Off. pluck off:

The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep
The batter>' from my heart. O. cleave, my sides I

Heart, once be stronger than thy continent

;

Crack thy frail case ! Apace. Eros, apace.
No more a soldier : bruised pieces, go ;

You have been nobly borne. From me a while.

[£«/ Eros.
I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and
Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now
All length is torture : since the torch is out.

I-ie down, and stray no farther : now all labour
Mars what it does: yea, very force entangles
Itself with strength : seal then, and all is done.
Eros !— 1 come, my queen.—Eros !—Stay for me

:

Where souls do couch on Howers, we'll hand in hand,
And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze :

Dido an<l her /Eneas shall want troops.
And all the haunt be ours.—Come, Eros ! Eros I

Re-enter Eros.

Eros. What would my lord ?

Anl.
'

Since Cleopatra died,
1 h.ive liv'd in such dishonour, that the goMs
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword
Quartcr'd the world, and o'er green .Vcptune's back
With ships made cities, condemn myself to lack
The courage of .1 woman : less noble mind
Th.an she, which by her 'leatli her C.T.sar tells,
*•

1 am conqueror of myself" Thou art sworn, Eros,
That, when the exigent should come, (which now
Is come indeed.) when I should see behind mc
The inevitable prosecution of disgrace
And horror, that, on my command, thou then
Wouldst kill mc : do t ; the time ii come

:

Thou strik'st not me, 'tis Ca.sar thou defeat's!.
Put colour in thy cheek.
Eros. The gods withhold me I

Shall I do that, which .all the Parthian darts.
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not?
Ant Eros,

Woulclst thou be wirtdo\v'<l in great Rome, and see
Thy m.astcr thus with ple.ich'cfarms, bciidinj; down
His corrigible neck, his (.ice subdu d
To penetrative shame, whilst the whctl'd scat

Of fortun.ate Cxsar, drawn before him, branded
His baseness that ensu'd?
Eros. I would not see 't

Ant. Come, then ; for with a wound I must be curV'
Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn
Most useful for thy country.
Eros. O, sir I pardon me.
A/it. When I did make thee free, swor st thou not

then
To do this when I bade thee! Do it at once;
Or thy precedent services are all

But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come.
Eros. Turn from me, then, that noble countenance.

Wherein the worship of the whole world lies.

Ant. Lo, thee

!

[ Turningfrovi htm.
Eros. My sword is drawn.
Ant. Then let it do at once

The thing why thou hast drawn it.

Eros. My dear master.
My captain, and my emperor, let me say.
Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell.
Ant. 'Tis said, man ; and f.ircwell.

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now!
Ant. Now, Eros.
Eros. Why, there then

:

[Falls on his s7voni!.

thus do I escape the sorrow
Of Antony's death. \_Dic-s.

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself 1

Thou leachest me, O valiant Eros, what
I should, and thou couldst not My queen and Eros
Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me
A nobleness in record : but I will be
A bridegroom in my death, and run into 't

As to a lover's bed. Come, then ; and, Eros,
Thy master dies thy scholar : to do thus

[Eallinjj-on his sivord.
I learn'd of thee. How 1 not dead f not dead ?

The guard, ho ! O, despatch me !

Enter Dercetas and Guard.
1 Guard. What's the noise!
A}it. 1 have done my work ill, friends: O, make an

Of what 1 have begun. [end
2 Guard. The star is fallen.

I Guard. And time is at his period.
All. Alas, and woe

!

Ant. Let him that loves me, strike me dead.
1 Guard. Not I.

2 Guard. Nor I.

^ Guard Nor any one. \ Exeunt Gn-iXtX.
Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly.

This sword but shown to Ca;sar, with this tidings,
Shall enter me with him.

Etiter Diomedes.
Dio. Where 's Antony !

Der. There, Dioined, there.
Dio. Lives he?

Wilt thou not answer, man ? \^Exit Dercetas.
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed! Draw thy sword,

and give me
Sufficing strokes for death.

Dio. Most absolute lord.
My mistress, Cleopatra, sent me to thee.
Ant. When did she send thee?
Dio. Now, my lord.
Ant. Where is she!
Dio. Lock'd in her monument. She had a. pro-

pnesying fear
Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw
(Which never shall be found) you did suspect
She had dispos'd with Ca.-sar, and that your rage
Would not be purg'd, she sent you word she was ilcad

;

But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come,
I dread, too late. [pr'ythoe.
Anl. Too late, good Diomed: call my guard. I
Dio. What, ho, the emperor's guard ! The guard,

what, ho

!

Come, your lord calls I

Enter some of the Guard.
Anl. Bear mc, good friends, where Cleopatra bides;

"Tis the last service that I shall command you.
I Guard. Woe, woe are we, sir, you may not live

to wear
All your true followers out.
All. Most he.avy day I

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, tlo not please sharp fate
To grace it with your sorrows ; bid that welcome
Which comes to punish us, and wo punish it
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Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up :

I have led you oft : carry me now, good friends,

And have my thanks for all.

[Exettitft bearing Antony,

SCENE Xni.—Alexandria. A Monument.
Enter, abo'^e, Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras.

Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence.
Char. Be comforted, dear madam.
Cleo. No, I will not

:

All strange and terrible events are welcome,
Bot comforts we despise : our size of sorrow,
Proportion'd to our cause, must be as great
As that which makes it.

Enter, below, Diomedes.
How now ! is he dead V

Dio. His death's upon him, but not dead.
Look out o' the other side your monument

;

His guard have brought him thither.

Enter, below, Antony, borne by the Guard.
Cleo. O sun.

Burn the great sphere thou mov'st in ! darkling stand
The varying shore o'the world 1 O Antony,
Antony, Antony 1 Help. Charmian, help, Iras, help

;

Help, friends below ; let's draw him hither.

Ant. Peace 1

Not Coesar's valour hath o"erthrown Antony,
But Antony s hath triumphed on itself

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony
Should conquer Antony : but woe 'tis so !

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only
1 here importune death a while, until

Of many thousand kisses the poor last

I lay upon thy lips.

Cleo. I dare not, dear,

—

Dear my lord, pardon,— I dare not.

Lest I be taken : not the imperious show
Of the full-fortund Caesar ever shall

Be brooch'd with me ; if knife, drugs, serpents, have
Edge, sting', or operation, I am safe:
Yoiir wife Octavia, with her modest eyes.
And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour
Demuring upon me. But come, come, Antony,—
Help mei my women,—we must draw thee up ;

—

Assist, good friends.
Ant. O. quick, or I am gone.
Cleo. Here's sport indeed 1—How heavy weighs my

lord 1

Our strength is all gone into heaviness.
That makes the weight : had I great Juno's power.
The strong-wing'd Mercury should fetch thee up.

And set thee by Jove's side. Yet come a little,

—

'Wishers were ever fools.—O, come, come, come ;

[ They draw Antony up.

And welcome, welcome 1 die where thou hast liv d

:

Quicken with kissing: had my lips that power,
Thus would I wear them out.

All. A heavy sight I

Ant I am dying, Egypt, dying

:

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little.

Cleo. No. let me speak ; and let me rail so high.

That the false housewife Fortune break her wheel.
Provok'd by my offence.
Aid. One word, sweet queen :

Of Ca:sar seek your honour, with your safety.—O I

Cleo. They do not go together.
A Ht. Gentle, hear me :

None about Ca;sar trust, but Proculeius
Cleo. My resolution and my hands I'll trust

;

None -about Csesar.
Ant. The miserable change now at my end

Lament nor sorrow at ; but please your thoughts.
In feeding tliein with those my former fortunes
Wherein I liv d. the greatest prince o' the world,
The noblest ; and do now not basely die.

Not cowardly put off my helmet to
My countryman,—a Roman by a Roman
Valiantly vauquish'd. Now my spirit is going

;

I can no more. [.'Vntony dus.

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo 't die

!

Hast thou no care of me! shall I abide
In this dull world, which in thy absence is

Nn I letter than a sty ?—O, see, my women,
The 1 rowii o' the earth doth melt :—my lord !—
O, wiihcr'd is the garland of the war,
The soldier's pole is fallen : young boys and girls

Are level now with men j the odds is gone.
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And there is nothing left remarkable
Beneath the visiting moon. \Falnts.

Char. O, quietness, lady I

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign.
Char. Lady,—
Iras. Madam.—
Char. O madam, madam, madam I

—

Iras. Royal Egypt 1

Empress

!

Char. Peace, peace, Iras.

Cleo. No more, but e'en a woman; and commanded
By such poor passion as the maid that milks.

And does the meanest chares.—It were for me
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods

;

To lell them that this world did equal theu-s.

Till they had stolen our jewel. All's but nought

;

Patience is sottish, and impatience does
Become ^ dog that's mad : then, is it sin

To rush into the secret house of death.
Ere death dare come to us?—How do you, women?
What, what ? good cheer ! 'VVhy, how now, Charmian ?

My noble girls !—Ah, women, women 1 look.

Our lamp is spent, it's out 1—Good sirs, take heart :

—

\To the Guard beUnu.

We'll bury him ; and then, what's brave, what's noble,

Lets do it after the high Roman fashion.

And make death proud to take us. Come away :

This case of that huge spirit now is cold

:

Ah, women, women ! come , we have no friend

But resolution, and the briefest end.
{Exennt , those abo-oe bearing offKiMW^'iibody.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Alexandria. Ca;sar's Camp.

Enter Cxsar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Mecasnas, Callus,

Proculeius, and others.

Ca-s. Go to him, Dolabella, bid him yield ;

Being so frustrate, tell him, he mocks us by
The pauses that he makes.
Dot. Ca;sar, I shall. [Exit.

Enter Dercetas, wttli the sword <yAntony.
Cees. Wherefore is that! and what art thou, that

Appear thus to us 'i Ldat'st

Der. I am call'd Dercetas;
Mark Antony I serv'd, who best was worthy
Best to be served ; whilst he stood up and spoke.
He was my master . and I wore my life

To spend upon his haters. If thou please
To take me to thee, as I was to him
I'll be to Ca;sar ; if thou pleasest not,

I yield thee up my life.

Cces. What is 't thou say 'st ?

Der. I say, O Cajsar, Antony is dead.
Ca-s. The breaking of so great a thing should moke

.\ greater crack : the round world
Should have shook lions into civil streets.

And citizens to their dens: the death of Antony
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay

A moiety oi the world.
Der. He is dead,Ca:sar

;

Not by a public minister ofjustice.
Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand.
Which writ his honour in the acts it did.

Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it,

Splitted the heart. This is his sword

;

I robh'd his wounil of it ; behold it stained
With his most noble blood.
Cas. Look you sad, friends ?

The gods rebuke me, but it is tidings

To wash the eyes of kings.
A.^r. And strange it is,

That nature must compel us to lament
Our most persisted deeds.
Mec. His taints and honours

Wag'il equal with him.
A.!yr. A rarer spirit never

Did steer humanity : but you, gods, will give us
Some faults to make us men. C:esar is touch'd.

Mec. When such a spacious mirror 's set before him.

He needs must see himself.

Cas. O Antony

!

I have foUow'd thee to.this ;—but we do lance
Diseases in our bodies': I must perforce

Have shown to thee such a dechning day.
Or look on thine ; we could not stall together
In the whole world : but yet let me lament.
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With tears as sovereii;ii as the blood of hearts,
Tluit thou, my brother, my competitor
In top of all design, my mate in empire,
l'"ficJi'l and companion in the front of war,
Tlic arm of mine own body, and the heart
"W'lierc mine his thoughts did kindle,—tliat our stars,

Unreconcileabie, should divide
Our equalness to this. Hear mc, good friends,

—

But 1 will tell you at some nieeter season :

I- titer a Messenger.
The business of this man looks out of him ;

Well hear him what he says. Whence are you?
Mess. A poor Eg>'ptian yet. The queen my mis-

Confin'd in all she has, her monument, [tress,
Of thy intents desires instruction.
That she preparedly may frame herself
To the way she's forced to.

Cas. Bid her have good heart

:

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours.
How honourable and how kindly we
Determine for her ; for Ctesar cannot live
Ti> be ungentle.
Mess. So the .gods preserve thee I

[Exit.
Cas, Come hither, Proculeius. Co and say,

^\ e pur|>osc her no shame : give her what comforts
The quality of her passion shall require ;

I.est. in her greatness, by some mortal stroke
She do defeat us: for her life in Rome
\\'ould be eternal in our triumph. Go,
And, with your speediest, bring us what she says.
Anil how you find of her.

t'ro. Caesar, I shall. \Exit.
Cas. Callus, go you along. [Exit Callus.

Where's Dolabella,
To second Proculeius?
^i;r. Mec. Dolabella!
Ctes. Let him alone, for 1 remember now

How he's employ d : he shall in time be ready.
Co with me to my tent, where you shall see
How hardly I was drawn into this war;
How calm and gentle I proceeded still

In all my writings : go with me, and see
What I can show in this. \Exennt.

SCENE II.—Alexandria. The MoiMnent.

Enter, ahne, Cleopatra, Charmian, aud Iras.

Cieo. My desolation does begin to make
A better hfe. 'Tis paltry to be Caesar ,

Not being Fortune, he s but Fortune's knave,
A minister of her will , and it is great
To do that thing that ends all other deeds ;

Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ;

Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung,
The beggar's nurse and Caesar's.

Enter, below, to the gates ofthe monument, Procu-
leius, Callus, and Soldiers.

Pro. Crsar sends greeting to the queen, of Egypt

;

And bids tlice study on what fair demands'
rhou mcanst to have hhn grant thee.
tVVd. What's thy name ?

Pro. My name is Proculeius.
CUo, Antony

Did tell me of you, bade mc trust you ; but
1 do not greatly care to be deceiv'd,
That have no use for trusting. Jf your ma.ster
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him,
That ni.-ijesty, to keep decorum, must
No less beg than a kingdom ; if he please
To give me conquer d Egypt for my son,
He^ives me so much of mine own, as I
Will kneel to him with thanks.
Pro. Be of good cheer

;

You arc fallen into ii princly hand, fear nothing

:

M.ike your full reference freely to my lord,
Who is sf> full of grace, th.it it flows over
On all that need : let nie report to him
i our sweet deiiendency ; and you shall find
A conqueror that will pray in aid for kindness
Where he for grace is luiccl'd to.

Cleo. Pmy you, tell llijll

I am his fortune's vassal, an<l I send him
The gre.itness l:e has Rot. I hourly learn
A cloctrine of obedience ; and would gladly
Look him i' the fate.

This I'll report, dear lady,
|

Have comfort, for I know your plight is pitied
Of liira that caus'd it. (surpris'd.

Cat. [Aside to Pro.) You see how easily she may be
[Proculeius, and two of C/;^ Guard, ascend

the mottmnent by a ladder, and come
/it7i!«rf Cleopatra. Some 0/ the Guard
ttndar and open the ^ates, discovering
the lo-wer room 0/ the momtment.

[Aloud to Fro.) Guard her till Ca;sar come. [Exit.
Iras. Koy;il queen 1

Char. O Cleopatra 1 thou art taken, queen I

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands.
[Dra-wing- a dagger.

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold 1

[Seizes and disarms her.
Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this

Rclievd. but not betray cl.

Cleo. What, of death too,
That rids our dogs of languish?
Pro. Cleopatra,

Do not abuse my masters bounty, by
The undoing of yourself: let the world see
His nobleness well acted, which your death
Will never let come forth.

Cleo. Where art thou, Death ?

Come hither, come I come, come, and take a queen
Worth many babes and beggars

!

Pfo. O, temperance, lady I

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, sir

:

If idle talk will once be necessary ;

I'll not sleep neither: this mortal house I'll ruin.
Do C.-esar what he can. Know, sir, that I

\\'ill not wait pinion'd at your master's court

;

Nor once be chastis'd with the sober eye
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up.
And show me to the shouting varletry
Of ccuiuring Rome? Rather a ditch in Egypt I

nc gentle grave unto me ! rather on Nilus' mud
Lay nic stark nak'd, and let the water-flies
Blow me into ;ibhorring ! rather make
My country's high pyramides my gibbet,
And hang me up in chains.
Pro. You do extend

These thoughts of horror further than you shall
Find cause in Caesar.

Enter Dolabella.
Dol. Proculeius,

What thou hast done thy master Caisar knows.
And he hath sent for thee : as for the queen,
I'll take her to my guard.
Pro. So. Dolabella,

It shall content me best :—be gentle to her.

[ To Cieo J To Caesar I will speak what you sh.ill

If you'll employ me to him. [please,
Cleo. Say, I would die.

[Exeunt Proculeius and Soldiers.
Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me ?

Cleo. I cannot tell.

DcL Assuredly, you know mc.
Cleo No matter, sir, what I have heard, or known.

You laugh when boys or women tell their dreams

;

Is 't not your trick?
Pol. I understand not, madam.
Cleo. I dream'd there was an emperor Antony :

—

O, such another sleep, that I might see
But such another man 1

Dol. If it might please you.

—

Cleo. His face was as the heavens; and therein
stuck

A sun and moon, which kept their course, and lighted
The little 0, the earth.
Dol. Most sovereign creature.

—

CUo. His legs bestrld the ocean : his rcar'darm
Crested the world : his voice w.is propertie<l
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends ;

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb,
He was .is rattling thumler. I"or his bounty.
There was no winter in t ; an auliiiiin 'twas,
That grow the more by re.iping: his delights•

e dolphin-like : they sliowVl his b.ick .above
clement theyliv'd in; in his livery

W.iik'd . n.wns, and crownets ; rcadns and islands
)\s pl.iles dropp'd from his pocket. (were
Pol. Cleopatra,—
Cleo. Think you there was, or might be, such a man,

\sihis I dream'd of?
P'>1. Gentle madam, no.
Cleo. You lie, up to the heating of the gods.
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But, if there be, or ever were, one such,
It 's imst the size of Ureamini; : nature wants stuff

To vie strange iorms with fancy ; yet, to imagine
An Antony, were nature's piece 'gainst fancy,
Condemning shadows quite.

Dol. Hear me, good madam.
Your loss is as yourself, great ; and you bear it

As answering to the weight : would 1 might never
Oertake pursued success, but I do feel,

By the rebound of yours, a grief that smites
My very heart at root.

Clco. I thank you. sir.

Know you what C.-esar means to do with me ?

Dol. I am loth to tell you wliat I would you knew.
Cleo. Nay, pray you, sir.

—

Dot. Though he be honourable,—
Cleo. He'll lead me, then, in triumph!
DoL Madam, lie will ; I know it.

\lVithin.) Make way there !—C,-csar 1

Enter Ca;sar, Gallus, Procnleius, MeciEnas, Seleucus,
and Attendants.

Cas. 'Which is the queen of Egypt!
Dol. It is the emperor, niadarii.

[Cleopatra /i«ff;^.

Cas. Arise, you shall not kneel.
I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt.

Clco. Sir, the gods
Will have it thus ; my master and my lord

1 must obey.
Css. Take to you no hard thoughts

:

The record of what injuries you did us,

Though written in our llesh. we shall remember
As things but done by chance.

Clco. Sole sir o' the world,

I cannot project mine own cause so well

To make it clear ; but do confess I have
Been laden with like frailties, which before
Have often sham'd our sex.

Cces. Cleopatra, know,
We will extenuate rather than enforce :

If you apply yourself to our intents,

{Which towards you are most gende,) you shall find

A benefit in this change : but if^you seek
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking
Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself

Ofmy good purposes, and put your children

To that destruction which I'll guard them from,

If thereon you rely. I'll t.ake my leave.

Clto. And may, through all the world : 'tis yours ;

and wc.
Your scutcheons, and your signs of conquest, shall

Hang in what place you please. Here, my good lord.

Cas. You shall advise me in all for Cleopatra.

Cko. {Giviii,? a Sovll.] This is the brief of money,
plate, and jewels,

I am possess'd of : 'tis exactly valu'd

;

Not petty things admitted.—Where's Seleucus?
Sel. Here, iiiadam.

Cleo. This is my treasurer : let him speak, my lord

;

Upon his peril, that I have reserv'd

To myself nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus.
Sel. Madam,

I had rather seal my lips, than, to my peril.

Speak that which is not.

Cleo. What have I kept back?
Sel. Enough to purchase what you have made

known,
€«•!. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra ; I approve

Your wisdom in the deed.
Cleo. Sec, Ca;sar I O, behold,

How pomp is foUow'd 1 mine will now be yours ;

And, should we shift estates, yours would be mine.
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does
Even make me wild : <) sla\e, of no more trust

Than love that's hir'd !—What, goest thou back !

thou Shalt
Go back, I warrant thee ; but I'll catch thine eyes.

Though they had wings : slave, soul-less villain, dog I

O rarely base 1

Cces. Good queen, let us entreat you.

Cleo. O Cassar. what a wounding shame is tins,

That thou, vouchsafing here to visit me.
Doing the honour of thy lordliness

To one so meek, that mine own servant should
Parcel the sum of my disgrace by
Addition of his envj; 1 S.iy, good Coesar,

That 1 some lady trifle* have reserv'd,

Immoment toys, things ol such dignity

As wc greet modern friends witlia ; and say,
Some nobler token have I kept apar
For I^ivia. and Octavia, to induce
Their mediation ; must I be unfolded
With one that 1 have bred? The gods ! it smites me
Beneath the fall I have. ( To Sel] Pr'ythee, go hence

;

Or 1 sh.iU show the cindersof my spirits

Through the ashes of my chance : wert thou a man.
Thou wouldst have mercy on me.

Ctzs. Forbear, Seleucus.
[hxeitut Seleucus.

Cleo. Be it known, that we, the greatest, are mis-
thougl*

For things that others do ; and, when we fall,

Wc answer others' merits in our name.
Are therefore to be pitied.

Cets, Cleopatra,
Not what you have reserv'd, nor what acknowlcdg'd.
Put we i' the roil of conquest : still be it yours.
Bestow it at your pleasure : and believe.
Ca?sars no merchant, to make jjrize witli 3'ou
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be cheer'd

;

Make not yourthoughtsyour prisons : no, dear queen ;

For we intend so to dipose you, as
Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep

:

Our care and pity is so much upon you.
That we remain your friend ; and so, adieu,

Cleo. My master, and my lordl
Ciis. Not so. Adieu.

[Flourish. E.xciiit/ Cresar aud his traitt.

Cleo. He words me, girls, he words me, that I should
not

Be noble to myself: but, hark thee, Charmian.
[ Whispers Charmian.

Iras. Finish, good lady ; the bright day is dune,
And we are for the dark.

Cleo. Hie thee again :

I ha\e spoke already, and it is provided ;

Go, put it to tlie haste.
Char. Madam, I will.

Re-enter Dolabella,

Dol. Where is the queen?
Char. Behold, sir. [Exit.

Clco. Dolabella i'

Dol. Madam, as thereto sworn by your command.
Which my love makes religion to obey,
I tell you this : Cresar through Syria
Intends his journey ; and, vvithin three days.
You with your children will he send before :

M.ake your best use of this : I have perform'd
Your pleasure, and my promise.

Cleo. Dolabella,
I shall remain your debtor
Dot. I am your servant.

.\dieu, good queen ; I must attend on Cjesar.

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks —fiT.vz^ Dol.] Now,
Iras, what thiiik'st thou?

Thou, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown
In Rome, as well as I : mechanic slaves.

With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall

Uplift us to the view; in their thick breaths.
Rank of gross diet, sliall we be enclouded.
And fore d to drink their vapour.
has. The gods forbid 1

Clco. Nay, 'tis most certain, Iras : saucy lictors

Will catch at us, like strumpets ; and scald rhymers
Ballad us out o' tune : tlie quick comedians
Extcmporally will stage us, nnd present
Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I 5h.nll see
Some squeaking Cleojiatra boy my greatness
1' the posture of a whore.
Iras. O, the good gods I

Cleo. Nay, that is certain.
Iras. I'll never see it ; for. I am sure, my nails

Arc stronger than mine eyes.
Cleo. Why, that's the way

To fool their preparation, and to conquer
Their most absurd intents.

Re-enter Charmian.

Now, Charmian,
Show me, my women, like a queen : go fetch

My best alliros; I am.ng.ain for Cydnus,
:t M.irk Antony: sirrah Iras, go;—
oblcCl

And, when thou hast done
11 despatch indeed ; fleave

lie this chare, I'll give Ihce
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To play till dooms-day. Drinf; our crown and all.

[Jixit UslS.\ a noise heard.
Wherefore's this noise?

Euter one ofthe Guard.
Guard. Here is a rural fellow.

That will not be denied your highness' presence

:

He brin£;s you figs.

Cko. Let him come in. [£'j^;V Guard.] AVhat poor
an instrument.

May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty.

My resolution's plac'd, and 1 have nothing
C)t woman in me : now from head to foot
I am marble-constant ; now the fleeting moon
No planet is of mine.
Ke-cnler Guard, wUh a Clown bringing in a basket.
Guard. . This is tlie man
Ct€0. Avoid, and leave him. {Exit Guard.

Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there.
That kills and pains not?

Clowii. Truly. I have him : but I would not be the
party that should desire you to touch him. for his

biting IS immortal; those that do die of it, do seldom
or never recover.

Cteo. kemember'st thou any that have died on 't?

Ct(nvH. Very many, men .'ind women too. I heard
of one of them no longer than yesterday : a very
honest woman, but soniethnig given to He : as a
woman should not do, but in the way of honesty : how
she died of the biting of it, what pain she felt, truly,

she makes a very good report o' the worm ; but he
that will believe all that they say. shall never be
saved by half that they do : but this is most fallible,

the worm's an odd worm.
Cteo. Get thee hence ; farewell.

Ctowii. I wish you all joy of the worm.
[Sets down the basket.

Cteo. Farewell.
Ctoiun. You must think this, look you, that the

worm will do his kind.
Cleo. Ay, ay , farewell.

Ctoiutt. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted but
in the keeping of wise people ; for, indeed, there is

no goodness m the wonn.
dteo. Take thou no care ; it shall be heeded.
CtoTvn. Very good. Give it nothing. I pray you

for it is not worth the feeding.
Clto. Will it eat me?
Ctown. You nmst not think I am so simple, but I

know the devil himself will not eat a woman ; I know
that a woman is a dish for the goils. if the devil dress
her not ; but, truly, these same whoreson devils do the
gods great harm in their women ; for in every ten
that they make, the devils mar five.

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell.
Ctown. Yes, forsooth ; I wish you joy of the

worm. \_Exit.

Re-enter Iras, luith a robe, crotun, &*c.

Cieo. Give me my robe, put on my crown , I have
Immortal iongingb in me : now no more
The juice of Egypt s grape shall moist this lip :

Yare, yare, good Iras, <iuick. Methinks 1 hear
Antony call ; I see him rouse himself
To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock
Tlie luck of Cies.'ir. which the gods give men
To excuse their after wrath : husband, 1 come :

Now to that name my courage prove my title 1

1 am fire, and air ; my other elements
I give to baser life. So, have you done?
Come then, .uid t.ifce the last warmth of my lips.

Farewell, kind Chamii.m ; Iras, long farewell

I
fSisses them. Uasi/alls and dies.

Have I the aspic in my lips? Dost fall?

If thou and nature can so gently part.

The stroke of ileath is as a lover's pinch.
Which hurts, and is desir'd. Dost thou lie still t

If thus thou v.inishest, thou tellst the world
It is not worth leave-taking. fsay.
Char. Dissolve, thick cioiul, and rain ; that I may

The gods themselves do weep.
Cteo. This proves me base ;

If she first meet the curled Antony,
He'll make demand of her, and spend that kiss,

Wliich is my heaven tu have. Come, Ihou mortal
wretch,

I To the Off, Wtich she applies to her breast.

With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate

Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool.

Be angry, and despatch. O, couldst thou speak,
That 1 might hear thee call great Ca:sar ass
Unpoliciedl
CAar. O eastern star 1

Cteo. Peace, peace I

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast,
Tli.it sucks the nurse asleep?
Char. O, break I O, break I

C/eo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gentle,

—

O Antony 1—Nay, I will take thee too.

—

[Applying another asp to her arm.
What should I stay— \Dzes.
Char. In this wide world?—So. fare thee well.

—

Now boast thee, death, in thy possession lies

A lass unparallel'd.—Downy windows, close ;

And golden Phorbus never be beheld
Of eyes again so royal I Your crown's awry

;

I'll mend it, and then play.
Enter the Guard. ritshi)tg in.

1 Guard. Where is the queen ?

Char. Speak softly, wake her not.
I Guard. Caesar hath sent

—

Char, Too slow a messenger.
{.tpplies an asp.

O, come apace, despatch : I partly feel thee.
1 Guard. Approach, ho ! Alls not well : Caesar's

beguil'd.
2 Guard. There's Dolabella sent from Cjesar ; call

him.
1 Guard. What work is here ! Charmian, is this

well done ?

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princess
Descended of so many royal kings.
Ah, soldier I [Dies.

Re-enter Dolabella.
Dot. How goes it here ?

2 Guard. All dead.
Del. C.Tjsar, thy thoughts

Touch their effects in this : thyself art coming
To see perform'd the dreaded act, which thou
So sought St to hinder.
[JFtthin.] A way tliere ! a way for Caesar 1

Re-enter C.'es.'ir and his train.
Dot. O sir, you are loo sure an augurer

;

Th.at you did fear, is clone.

Cies. Bravest at the last

;

She levell'd at our purposes, and, being royal.
Took her own way. 'The manner of their tleaths ?

1 do not see them bleed.
Dot. 'Who was last with them?'
I Guard. A simple countryman, that brought her

This was his basket. [figs;
C^s. Poison'd, then.
I Guard. O Caesar,

This Charmian lived but now ; she stood, and spake

:

I found her trimming up the diadem
On her dead mistress : tremblingly she stood.
And on the sudden dropp'd.

Cl^s. O noble weakness I

—

If they had swallow'd poison, 'twould appear
By external swelling ; but she looks like sleep,
As she would catch another Antony
In her strong toil of grace.
Dot. Here, on her breast.

There is a vent of blood, and something blown

:

The like is on her arm.
1 Guard. This is an aspic's trail ; and these fig-leaves

Have slime upon them, such as the aspic leaves
Upon the caves of Nile.

Cas. Most proli.-ible

That so she died ; for her physician tells me.
She h.ath pursud conclusions infinite

Of easy ways to die. Take up her bed ;

And boar her women from the mniuimcnt;
She shall be buried by her Antony :

N'o gr.ive upon the earth sli.ill clip in it

A pair so famous. High events as these
Strike those that make them ; and their story is

No less in pity, ih.iii liis glory, which
IJrought theiii to be l.miemed. Our army shall,

In solemn show, attend this funeral

;

\nd then to Koine:—come, Dolabella, sec
High order in this great solemnity. [I'yeunt.
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SCENE,—Britain.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—A Room ofState in King Lear's Palace-

Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmund.

Kent. I thought the king had more affected the

duke of Albany, than Cornwall.
O/o. It did always seem so to us : but now, m the

division of the kingdom, it appears not which of

the dukes he values most ; for equalities are so

weighed, that curiosity in neither can make choice of

either's moiety.
Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ?

Glo. His breading, sir, hath been at my charge : I

have so often blushed to acknowledge him, that now
1 am brazed to it.

Kent. I cannot conceive you.
Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could ; where

upon she grew round-wombed, and had, indeed, sir

a son for her cradle ere she had a husband for hei

bed. Do you smell a fault ?

Kent. I cannot wish the fault imdone, the issue of

it being so proper.
Glo. But I have a son, sir, by order of law, some

year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my ac-

count : tho\igh this knave came somewhat saucily into

the world, before he was sent for, yet was his mothe
fair; there was good sport at his making, and the

whoreson must be acknowledged. Do you know this

noble gentleman, Edmund?
Jidm. No, my lord.

Glo. My lord of Kent : remember him hereafter as

my honourable friend.

Edm. My services to your lordship.

Kent. I must love you, and sue to know you
better.
Ed7n. Sir, I shall study deserving.
Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he

shall again.—The king is coming. \Sennet -within.

Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Goneril, Regan,
Cordelia, and Attendants.

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy.
Gloster.

Glo. 1 shall, my liege.

[Exeunt Gloster n«i^ Edmund.
I.ear. Meantime we shall express our darker pur-

pose.
Give me the map there.—Know, that we have divided
In three, our kingdom : and 'tis our fast intent

To shake all cares and business from our age ;

Conferring them on younger strengths, while we
Unburderi'd crawl tow.ird death.—Our son of Corn-
Ami you, our no less loving son of Albany, [wall.

We have this hour a constant will to publish
Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife

May be prevented now. The princes, France and
Burgundy,

Great rivals m our youngest daughter's love.

Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn.

And here are to be answer'd.—Tell me, my daugh-
(Since now we will divest us, both of rule, [ters.

Interest of territory, cares of state,)

Which of you, shall we say, doth love us mostt
That we our largest bounty may extend
Where nature doth with merit challenge.—Goneril,
Our eldest born, speak first.

Gon. Sir, I love you more than words can wield

the matter

;

Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty

;

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ;

No less than life, with .grace, health, beauty, honour

:

As much as child e'er'lov d, or father found;
A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable

;

Beyond all manner of so nuich I love you.
Cor. lAsids. ] What shall Cordelia do ? Love, and

be silent.

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line to this,

With shadowy forests, and with champains rich'd.

With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads.
We make thee lady : to thine and Albany's issue.

Be this perpetual.—What says our second daughter.
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornw.ill ? Speak.
Reg. I am made of that self metal as my sister.

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart
I tind she names my very deed of love;

Only she comes too short,—that I profess

Myself an enemy to all other joys.

Which the most precious square of sense possesses

;

.•\nd find I am alone felicitate

In your dear highness' love.

Cor. [Aside.] Then, poor Cordelia I

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love's

More riclier than my tongue.
Lear. To thee and thine, hereditary ever.

Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ;

No less in space, validity, and pleasure.

Than that conferr'd on Goneril.—Now, our joy.

Although our last, not least ; to whose young love

The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy,
Strive to be interess'd ; what can you say, to draw
A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.

Cor. Nothing, my lord.

/..ear. Nothing I

Cor. Nothing.
Lear. Nothing will come of nothing: speak again.

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave
My heart into my mouth ; I love your majesty
According to my bond : nor more, nor less.

Lear. How, how, Cordelia! mend your speech a
little.

Lest you may mar your fortunes.
Cor. Good my lord.

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me : 1

Return those duties back as are right fit.

Obey you, love you, and most honour you.
Why have my sisters husbands, if they s.iy

They love you all? Haply, when 1 shall wed.
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That lord, whose hand must take my plifrht. shall

carry
Half my love with him, half my care, and duty :

Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters,

To love my father all.

Lear, liat goes thy heart with this?

Cor. Ay, good my lord.

l.ear. So young, and so untender?
Cor. So younsf, my lord, and true.

I^nr. Let it be so,—thy truth, then, be thy dower

:

For, by the sacred radiance of the sun.

The mjrsteries of Hecate, and the niijht

;

Uy all the operation of the orbs
Irom whom we do e.xist, aiui cease to be ;

Here I disclaim all my paternal care,
I'roninquity and property of blood.
And, as a stranger to my heart and me.
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous

Scythian,
Or he that makes his generation messes
To gorge his apj>etite, shall to my bosom
Be .as well neighbourd, pitied, and relieved.

As Uiou my sometime daughter.
Ketit. Good my liege,—
Lear. Peace, Kent

!

Come not between the dragon and his wrath.
I lov'd her most, and thought to set my rest

On her kind nursery.—Hence, and avoid my sight !

—

So be ray grave my peace, as here I give
Her father's heart from her!—Call France;—who
Call Burgundy.—Cornwall, and Albany, (stirs?

With my two daughters' dowers digest the third

:

Let pride, which she cadis plainness, marry her.

I do invest you jointly with my power.
Pre-eminence, and all the large elfects

That troop with majesty. Ourself by monthly cour^,e.

With reservation of a hundred knights.
By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode
.Make with you by due turns. Only, we still retain
The name, and all th' additions to a king

;

The sway,
Revenue, execution of the rest.

Beloved sons, be yours : which to confirm
This coronet part between you. {Giving the crown.
Kent. Royal Lear,

Whom I have ever honoured as my king,
Lov'd as my father, as my master follow'd,

As my great patron thought on in my prayers,

—

Lear. The 'dow is bent and drawn, make from t!ie

shaft.

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly.
When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do, old man?
Think'st thou that duty shall have dread to speak
When power to flattery bows? To plainness honour's

bound.
^Vhen m.ajesty falls to folly. Reverse thy doom

;

And, in thy best consideration, check
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judgment.
Thy youngest daughter docs not love thee least

;

Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low soimd
Reverbs no hollowncss.
Lear. Kent on thy life, no more.
Kent, ^fy life I never held but .as a pawn

To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to lose it,

Thy safety being the motive.
Lear Out of my sight

!

Kent. See better. Lear; andle' me still remain
The true blank of thine eye.
I^ar. Now, by Apollo,

—

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king,
Thou swear'st thy gods in vain. (miscreant!

Lear. \LayiH^ his hand on his nvon/.] O vassal

!

yl/i. torn. Dear sir. forbear.
Kent. Do:

Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift :

C)r. whilst I can vent clamour from my throat,
I'll tell thee thou dost evil.

Lear. Hear me, recreant

!

On thine allegi.ancc. hear mc ! ,

Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow,
(Which we durst never yet.) and, with strain'd pride,
To come betwixt our sentence and our power,
(Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,)
Our potency made good, take thy reward.
Five days we do allot Ihec, for provision
To shield thee from diseases of the world

;
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.\nd, on the sixth, to turn thy hated back
Upon our kingdom : if, on the tenth day following,

riiy banish'd trunk be found in nur cloniinions.

The moment is thy death. Away I By Jupiter,
This shall not be revok'd. (app-.Tr.

A'enf. Fare thee well, king: sith tlius thou wilt

Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.—
I
To Cor.

I
The gods to their dear shelter take thee,

maid.
That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said !—
[ToGon. rt«(3'Reg. I .\nd your large speeches may

your deeds approve,
That good effects maj' spring from words of love.

—

Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu ;

He'll shape his old course in a country new. {Iixit.

Flourish. Re-enter Gloster, -ivith France,
Burgundy, and Attendants.

Glo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord.

Lear. My lord of Burgundy,
We first address toward you. who with this king
Hath rivall'd for our daughter : what, in the least,

Will you require in present dower with her.
Or cease your quest of love ?

Bnr. Most royal majesty,
1 crave no more than hath your highness oflfer'd,

Nor will you tender less.

Lear. Right noble Burgfundy,
A\'hen she was dear to us, we did hold her so

;

But now her price is fall'n. Sir, there she stands :

If aught within that little seeming substance.
Or all of it, with our displeasure piecd,
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace.
She's there, and she is yours.
Bur I know no answer.
Lear. Will you, with those infirmities she owes.

Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate,
Dower'd with our curse, and stranger'd with our oath.
Take her, or leave her?
Bur. Pardon me. royal sir ;

Election makes not up on such conditions.
Lear. Then leave her, sir; for, by the power that

made me,
[ tell you all her wealth.—T 7"i7 France.] Foryou.greit

I

king.

)
[ would not from your love make such .a stray,

j
To match you where I h.ate : therefore, beseech you

I

T' avert your liking a more worthier way,
I
Than on a wretch whom nature is asham'd
.Vlinost to acknowledge hers.

I

France. This is most strange,
That she, who even but now was your best object,

I
"The argument of your praise, balm of your age,

I The best, the dearest, should in this trice of time
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle
.So many folds of favour. Sure, her offence
Must be of such unnatural degree.

I That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection
I-'all into taint: which to believe of her.

I
.Must be a faith that reason, without miracle.
Could never plant in me.

j
Cor. I yet beseech your majesty.

I If for I want that glib anci oily art.

To speak .and purpose not ; since what I well intend,
I'll do 't before I speak.) that you make known
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,
No unchaste action, or dishonour'd step,
riuat hath depriv d me of your grace and favour;
But even for want of that for which I am richer,

—

A still-soliciting eye. and such a tongue
That I .im glad I have not, though not to have it,

H.^th lost mc in your liking.

Lear. Better thou
Hadst not been bom, than not to have pleas'd me

better.
France. Is it but this? a tardiness in nature,

Which often leaves the history unspoke.
That it intends to do?—My lord of Burgundy,
What say you to the Lady ? Love is not love,

When it is mingled with regards that stand
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her ?

She is herself a dowry.
Bur. Royal King.

Give but th.at portion which yourself propos'd,
Anrl here I l.tlcc Cordelia by the hand.
Duchess of Ilurgumly.
Lear. Nothing: I have sworn : I am firm.
Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father,

That you must lose a husband.
M M
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Coy. Peace be with Burgundy !

Since that respects of fortune are his love,

1 shall not be his wife. [poor

;

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being
Most choice, forsaken, and most lov'd. despis'd 1

Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon:
Be it lawful, I take up what s cast away.
Gods, gods I 'tis strange, that from their cold'st neglect

My love should kindle to inflam'd respect.

—

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance.
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France :

Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy
Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me.

—

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind :

Thou losest here, a better where to find.

Leizr. Thou hast her, France : let her be thine ; for

Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see |wc
That face of hers again :—therefore, be gone
Without our grace, our love, our benison.
Come, noble Burgundy.

[Flourish. Exeunt Lear. Burgundy. Cornwall,
Albany, Gloster, and Attendants.

France. Bid farewell to your sisters.

Cor. Ye jewels of our father, witliwash'd eyes
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are

;

And, like a sister, am most loath to call

Your faults as they are nam'd. Love well our father :

To your professed bosoms I commit him :

But yet, alas, stood I within his grace,
^ would prefer him to a better place.

So. farewell to you both.
Gon. Prescribe not us our duty.
Reg. Let your study

Be to content your lord, who hath receiv'd you
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted.
And well are worth the want that you have wanted.

Cor. Time shall unfold what plighted cunning
hides :

Who covers faults, at last shame them derides.
Well may you prosper I

France. Come, my fair Cordelia.
[Exeunt France and Cordelia.

Gon. Sister, it is not little I have to say of what
most nearly appertains tons both. I think our father

will hence to-night.

Re«; That's most certain, and with you ; next
month with us.

Gon. You see how full of changes his age is ; the
observation we have made of it hath not been little :

he always loved our sister most, and with what poor
judgment he hath now cast her off, appears too
grossly.
Xeg. "Tis the infirmity of his age : yet he hath ever

but slenderly known himself
Con. The best and soundest of his time hath been

but rash ; then, must we look to receive from his age,
not alone the imperfections of long-engrafted condi-
tion, but, therewithal, the unruly waywardness that
infirm and choleric years bring with them.

A'Q?.'Such unconstant starts are we like to have
from him. as this of Kent's banishment.

Goji. There is farther compliment of ]e.ave-taking

between France and him. Pray you, let us hit to-

gether: if our father carry authority with such dis-

positions as he bears, this last surrender of kis will

but offend us.

Keg. We shall further think of it.

GcK. We must do something, and i' the heat.
[ Exeunt.

SCENE n.—A Hall in the Earl of Gloster's Castle

Filter Edmund, 'joith a letter.

F.dm. Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy law
My services are bound Wlierefore should I

Stand in the plague of custom, and permit
The curiosity of nations to fleprive me,
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines
Lag of a brother? Why bastard? wherefore base?
Wlien my dimensions are as well compact.
My mind as generous, and my shape as true.

As honest madam's issue? Wliy brand they us
With base? with baseness? bast.ardy? b,ase. base?
Who. ill the lusty steahh of nature, take
More composition and fierce quality.
Than doth, within a dull, st.ale, tired bed.
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops,

Uot 'tween asleep and wake?—Well, then.
Legitimate Edgar, 1 must have your land :

Ad I.

Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund.
As to the legitimate : fine word,—legitimate I

Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed.
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base
Shall top the legitimate. 1 grow ; 1 prosper :—
Now, gods, stand up for bastards

!

E7tter Gloster.

Clo. Kent banished thusl And France in cholci
parted I

And the king gone to-night I subscri'o'd his power 1

Confin'd to exhibition I AH this done
Upon the gad !—Edmund, how now ! what news?
Edm. So please your lordship, none.

\Putltng up the letter

Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up that
letter?
F.dm. I know no news, my lord.

Gto. What paper were you reading?
Edm. Nothing, my lord.

Glo. No ! 'What needed, then, that terrible des-
patch of it into your pocket? the quality of nothing
hath not such need to hide itself. Let's see : come,
if it be nothing, I shall not need spectacles.
Edm. I beseech you, sir, pardon me, it is a letter

from my brother, that 1 have not all o'er read ; and
tor so much as I have perused, I find it not fit for your
o'er-looking

Glo. Give me the letter, sir.

Edm. I shall offend, either to detain or give it.

The contents, as in part I understand them,
Are to blame.
Glo. Let's see, let's see.

F.dm. I hope, for my brother's justification, he
wrote this but as an essay or taste of my virtue.

Glo. {Reads.\ " This policy ^ and rex^erence of age,
makes the world bitter to the best ofoitr times : keeps
ourfortunes/roi7i 7cs, till our oldness cannot relish
them. J begin tojlnd an idle andfond bondage in
the oppression of agedtyranny, "who s7uays, not as it

hath power, but as it is suffered. Come to me, that
of this Imay speak more. If ourfather would sleep

till I waked him, yon should enjoy half his revefiiie

for ever, and live the beloved of your brother,—
dgar."—H'ni !—Conspiracy!

—

^' Sleep till I loaked
im,—you should enjoy half his revenue,**—My son

Edgar! Had he a hand to write thib? a heart and
brain to breed it in?—When came this to you? Who
brought it ?

F.dm. It was not brought me, my lord, there's the
cunning of it ; I found it thrown in at tlie casement
f my closet.

Gto. You know the character to be your brother's?
Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst

we.ir it were his ; but, in respect of that, I would
fain think it were not.

Gto It is his.

hdm. It IS his hand, my lord ; but I hope his heart
is not in the contents. [business?

Glo. Hath he never heretofore sounded you in this

Edm. Never, my lord : but I have often heard him
maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age. and
fathers declined, the father should be as ward to the
son. .and the son manage his revenue.

Glo. O villain, vili.-iin I—His very opinion in the
letter !—Abhorred villain 1 Unnatural, detested, brut-

ish villain! worse than brutish!— Go, sirr.ah, seek
him; I'll apprehend him:— abominable villain!—
Where is he ?

F.dm. I do not well know, my lord. If it sh.all please
you to suspend your indignation against my brother,

till you can derive from nim better testimony of his

intent, you shall run a certain course ; where, if you
violently proceed against him, mistaking his purpose,
it would make a great gap in your own honour, and
sh.ike in pieces the heart of his obedience. I dare
pawn down my life for him, that he hath writ this to

feel my affection to your honour, and to no other pre-

tence of danger
Glo. Think yon so?
F.dm. If your honour judge it meet. I will place

you where you shall hear us confer of this, and by an
.auricular assurance have your satisfaction ; and that

without any further delay than this very evening.
Glo. He cannot be such a monster—
Edm. Nor is not, sijre.

Glo. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely

loves him —Heaven and earth I—Ednnind, seek hiin

out ; wind mo into him, I pray you : frame the busi-
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ncss aflcr your own wisdom. I would unsUitc myself,
to be in a due resoivitiou.

Juim. 1 will seek liim, sir, presently ; convey th

business as 1 shall ftnd means, aud acquaint yoi

witlKlI.

Ofo. These late eclipses in the sun and moon por-
tend no good to us : tliou^h the wisdom of nature c^i

reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged
by the sequent effects : love cools, friendship falls oli,

brothers divide : in cities, mutinies; hi countries, dis-

c<-'rd ; in palaces, treason : and the bond cracked be-
tween son and father. Tliis villain of mine comes
under the prediction ; there 's son ag'ainst father : the
kin;; falls from bias of nature ; there^'s father against
child. We have seen the best of our time : machina-
tions. hoUowness.treacherj', and ail ruinous disorders,
follow us disquietiy to our graves.—Find out this vil-

lain, Edmund ; it shall lose thee nothing ; do it care-
fully.—And the noble and tnie-hearted K^nt banishedl
Ins offence, honesty I—Strange 1 strange 1 [Hxtt.

Etint. This is the excellent foppery of the world,
that, when we are sick in fortune (often the surfeit of
our own behaviour), we make guilty of our disasters,
the sun, the moon, and the stars : as if we were villains

by necessity ; fools, by heavenly compulsion ; knaves.
thieves, and treachers. by spherical predominance
drunkards, hars, and adulterers, by an enforced obe
dience of planetary influence , and all that we are evil

in. by a divine thrusting on : an admirable evasion of
whoje-masterman, to lay his goatish disposition to the
charge of a star ! My father compounded with my
mother under the dragon's tail; and my nativity wa>
under nrsa major ; so that, it follows, I am rougli

and lecherous —Tut I I should have been that I am,
had the maidenliest star in the firmament twinkled on
my bastardizing. Edgar

—

Hnter Edgar,
and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old
comedy : my cue is villainous melancholy, with a sigh
like Tom o Bedlam.—O, these eclipses do portend
these divisions 1 Fa. sol, la, mi.

Bd^^. How now, brother Edmund? What ser:

contemplation are you in?
Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read

this other day, what should follow these eclipses.
ltd};. Do you busy yourself with that?
Edni. I promise you. the effects he writes of, suc-

ceed unhappily; as of unnaturalness between the
child and tne parent; death, dearth, dissolutions of
ancient amities ; divisions in state, menaces and male-
factions against king and nobles , needless difidences,
banishment of friends, dissipation of cohorts, nuptial
breaches, and I know not what.

Ed^^. How long have you been a sectary astrono-
mical?
Edm. Come, come ; when saw you my father last?
Edg. The night gone by.
Edifi, Spake you with him?
Edg. Ay, two hours together.
Edm. Parted you in good terms? Found you no

disple;isure in him. by word or countenance ?

Edg. None at all,

Edm. Bethink yourself, wherein you may have of-

.'ended him : and at my entreaty forbear his presence,
till some hitle time hath qualified the heat of his dis-
pleasure ; which at this instant so rageth in him,
that with the mischiefof your person it would scarcely
allay.

Ed_(^. Some villain halh done me wrong.
_
Edm. That "s my fear I pray you, have a con-

tinent forbearance, till the speed of his rage goes
slower; and. as I say. retire with me to my lodging,
from whence I will filly bring you to hear my lord
speak. Pray you. go: there's my key.—K you do
stir abroad, go armed.
Ed^. Armed, brother

!

Edm. Brother, I .idvise you to the best ; I am no
lionest man, if there b(* any good meaning toward
V'ni : I have told you what I have seen and heard.
lurt fainily; nothing like the iinnge and horror of it.

Pray you, away.
i-.d^. Sliall \ hear from you anon

?

EdiH. I do serve you in this business.

—

\Exit Edgar.
A credulous father I 'and a brother noble.
Whfjse nature is so far from doing harms.
That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty
My practices ride easy I— I see the business.—
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Let me, if not by birth, have Kinds by wit

:

All with nic b meet, that I can fasliiun tit. \Exit.

SCENE \\\.—A Roon in the Duke of Albany's
Palace.

Enter Goneril and Oswald.

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman for chid-
ing of his fool?
Osw. Ay, madam.
Go7i. By day and ni};ht he wrongs nie ; every hour

He flashes into one gross crime or other.
That sets us all at odds : 1 11 not endure it

;

His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us
On every trine.—When he returns from huntmg,
I will not speak witli him ; say, I am sick :

—

If you come slack of former services,
You shall do well; the fault of it I'll answer.

Osiu. He s coming, madam , 1 hear him.
\Hor)is ivithin.

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please.
You and your fellows ; I'd have it come to question :

If he distaste it, let liim to my sister,

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one,
Not to be over-ruled. Idle old man.
That still would nianage those authorities.
That he hath given away 1—Now, by my life.

Old fools are babes again ; and must be us'd
With checks as flatteries,—when they are seenabus'd.
Remember what I have said.

Os-,u.
_ _

Well, madam.
Gon. And let his knights have colder looks among

you

;

What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellows so :

1 would breed from hence occasions, and I shall.

That I may speak :— I'll write straight to my sister.

To hold my course.—Prepare for dinner.
{ISxfunt.

SCENE IV.—A Hall in the Duke of Albany's
Palace.

Enter Kent, disgnised,

Kent. If but as well I other accents borrow,
Tliat can my speech diff'use, my good intent
May carry through itself to that fiiU issue
For which 1 raz'dmy likeness.—Now. banish'd Kent,
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand con-

demn'd,
So may it come, thy master, whom thou lov'st.

Shall hnd thee full of labours.

Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights, and At-
tendants.

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get it

ready.—|£f!; an Attendant.] How nowl what art
thou?
Kent. A man, sir.

Lear. What dost thou profess? What wouldst thou
ith us?
Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem ; to

serve him truly that will put me in trust : to love him
that is honest ; to converse with him that is wise, and
says little ; to fear judgment ; to fight when 1 cannot
choose ; and to eat no fish.

Lear. What art thou?
Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as

the king.
Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for

a king, thou art poor enough. What wouldst thou?
Kent. Service.
Lear. Whom wouldst thou serve ?

Kettt. "Vou.
Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow?
Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your counte-

nance, which I would fain call master.
Kear. What's that?
Kent. Authority.
Lear. What services canst thou do?
Kent. I can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar ,i

irioustalein telling it, and deliver .i |>l,iin message
bluntly : that which ordinarj- men arc fit for, I am qua-
lified !n ; and the best ofme is diligence.
Lear. How okl art thou?
A'ent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman of sing-

ng ; nor so old, to dole on her for any thing : I have
ye.irs on my back forty eight.
Lear. I'Ollow inc : thou shalt serve me: if I like

thee no worse after dinner. 1 will not part fri'ui thee
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yet—Dinner, lio. c'anner !—Where's my knave! my
fool?—Go you, and call my fool hither.

Enter OsH-alil.

You, you. sirrah, where's my daughter ?

Os^u. So please you,

—

[Exit.

Lear. What says the fellow there? Call the clotpoU
back. Where's niy fool, ho?—I think the world's
asleep. How now 1 where's that monL^rel ?

Knig/it. He says, my loid, your daughter is not
well.

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me, when 1

called him ?

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest man-
ner, he would not.
Lear. He would not I

K>ti^r/u. My lord, I know not what the matter is

;

but, to my jud,^uient, your highness is not entertained
w'ith that ceremonious affection as you were wont

:

there'.s a .^reat abatement of kindness appears, as
well in the general dependents, as in the duke himself
also, and your daughter.
Lear. Hal sayest thou so ?

KnifflU. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be
mistaken ; for my duty cannot be silent, when I think
your highness wronged.

Lear. Thou but rememberest me of mine own con-
ception : I have perceived a most faint neglect of
late ; which I have rather blamed as mine own jealous
curiosity, than as a very pretence and purpose of un-
kindness: I will look farther into "t —But where's my
fool? I have not seen him this two days.
ICni^At. Since my young lady's going into France,

sir. the fool hath much pined him away
Lear. No more ot tliat ; I have noted it well.-

Go you, and tell my daughter I would speak with
her.

—

Go you, call hither my fool.

—

Re-enter Oswald.
0, you sir, you, come you hither, sir : who am I, sir 1

Osit). My lady's father.
Lear. My lady's father ! my lord's knave : you

whoreson dog I you slave ! you cur

!

Os7a. I am none of these, my lord ; I beseech your
pardon.
Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal

{Striking him.
Orui. I'll not be struck, m.y lord.

Kent. Nor tripped neither, you base foot-ball

player. \ Tripping tip his heels.

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and
I'll love thee.
Kent. Come, sir, arise, away ! Ill teach you differ-

ences : away, awayl If you will measure your lub-

ber's length again, tarry : but away 1 Go to : have
you wisdom? so. [Pitshes Oswald ckA
Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : there's

earnest of thy service. {Giving Kent money.

Enter Fool.

Fool. Let me hire him too :—here's my coxcomb,
f
Giving Kent AiJ cap.

Lear. How now, my pretty knave? how dost thou?
Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb.
Kent. Why, fool?
Foot. Why. for taking one's part that's out of favour :

nay, <in thou canst not smile as the wind sits, thou 'It

catch cold shortly : there, taice my coxcomb : why,
this fellow has banished two of his daughters, and did

the third a blessing jigainst his will ; if thou follow

liim, thou must needs wear my coxcomb.—How now.
nuncle 1 Would 1 had two coxcombs and two daugh-
ters 1

L^ar. Why, my boy?
Fool. If I gave them all my living, I'd keep my

coxcombs myself. There's mine ; beg another of thy
daughters
Lear. T.tke heed, sirrah, the whip.
Foot. Truth's a dog must to kennel ; he must be

whipped out, when Lady, the brach, may stand by the
lireand stink.
Lear. A pestilent gall to me

!

Fool. \ To Kent. 1 Sirrah. I'll teach thee a speech.
Lear. Do
Foot. Mark it, nuncle :—

Have fnore than thou shcnuest,

Speak less than thou knoTvest,
Lend less than thou owest.
Ride more than thou sroest.

Lean: more than tliou tro-aicst.

Set iess than thou throiuest

,

Leave thy drink and thy whore,
A7idkeep in-a-door.
And tliou Shalt have tnore
Than t7uo tens to a score.

Kent. This is nothing, fool.

Fool. Then, 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd law-
yer,—you gave me nothing for't.—Can you make no
use of nothing, nuncle ?

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of
nothing.
Fool. [To Kent.) Pr'ythee, tell him. so much the

rent of his land comes to ; he will not beUevc a fool.
Lear. A bitter fool I

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, be-
tween a bitter fool and a sweet one 1

Lear. No, lad ; teach me.
Fool. That lord that ccutisell'd tlue

To give away thy land,
Cotneplace him here by 7iu,

Do thou/br him stand.
The sweet and bitterfool
IVillpresently appear ;

The otic in -motley here.
The other/ound out there.

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy t

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away
,

that thou wast born with.
Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord.
Fool. No, 'faith, lords and .great men will not let me ;

if I had a monopoly out, they would have part on 't,

and loads too : they will not let me have all fool to
myself; "they'll be snatching.—Nuncle, give me an
^%^, and I'll give thee two crowns.
Lear. What two crowns shall they be f

Fool. Why. after I have cut the egg i' the middle,
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg.
When thou clovest thy crown i' the middle, and
gavest away both parts, thou borest thine ass on tin-

back o'er the dirt : thou hadst little wit in thy bald
crown, when thou gavest thy golden one away. If I

speak like myself in this, let him be whipped that
first finds it so.

[Sitigint;.'\

Fools luid ne'er lessgrace in a year :

For wise men aregro^unfoppish ;
And know not how their nints to wear.

Their tnanjters are so apish.
Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs,

sirrah ?

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou madest
thy daughters thy mothers : for when thou gavest
them the rod, and puttest down thine own breedies,
[Singing.\

Then they/or sudden Joy did weep.
And Ifor sorrow sung,

l^hat such a king shouldplay bo-peep,
And^o thefools among,

Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a school-master that can teach
thy fool to lie ; I would fain learn to lie.

Lear. An you lie, sirrah, we 11 have you whipped.
Fool. I marvel what kin thou and thy d.iuglaers

are ; they'll have me whipped for speaking true,
thou'lt have me whipped for lying ; and sometimes I

am whipped for holding my peace. I had rather be
any kind o' thing than a fool : and yet I would nut be
thee, nuncle; thou hast pared thy wit o' both sides,
and left nothing i' the middle :—here comes one o'

the parings.
Enter Goneril.

Lear. How now, daughter? what makes that
frontlet on ?

Methinks you are too much of late i the frown.
Fool. Thou -ivast a pretty fellow, when thou hadst

no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O
without a figure : I am better than Ihou art now ; I

;im a foci, thou art nothing —^ To (Jan.] Yes. forsooth,
1 will hoUl my tongue ; so your face bids me, though
you say nothing. Mum, mum,

L/e that keeps nor crust nor crumb.
Weary ofall, slialiwant some.

That's a shealed peascod. [Pointing to Le.ir.
Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licens'd fool,

nut other of your insolent retinue
1 )o hourly carp and quarrel ; .breaking forth
In r.ink and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir.
I had thought, by making this well known unto you.
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To liavo found a safe redress ; but now grow fearfu!.

By what yourself too late have spoke anil done,
That you protect this course, and put it on
liy yijiir allowance ; which if you should, the fault

Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep,
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal.
Might in their working do you that offence,
\\hich eke were shaine, that then necessity
"Will call discreet proceeding.
J^ooL For you trow, nuncle,

Tlu hedgesparrriU/ed the cuckoo so lo)tg.

That it had its tuad btt ojff by its yoiittg.

So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling.
Lear. Are you c>ur daughter? [wisdom,
Gon. I would you would make use of your good

Whereof I know you are fraught . and put away
These dispositions, which of late transfonn you
From what you rightly are.

Fool, May not an ass know when the cart draws
the horse ?—Whoop, Jug '. 1 love thee.
Lear. Does any here know me ? This is not Lear :

does Lear walk thus? speak thus? Whorearehiseyes?
Either his notion weakens, or his discernings are
lethargied.—Sleeping or waking?—Ha! sure tis not
so.—Who is it that can tell me wlio 1 ami
Fool. Lear's shadow.
Lear. I would learn that ; for, by the marks of

sovereignty, k nowledge and reason, I should be false

persuaded I had daughters.
Fool. Which they will make an obedient father.

Lear Your name, fair gentlewoman ?

Gon. This admiration, sir, is much o' the favour
Of other your new pranks. 1 do beseech you
To understand my purposes aright

:

As you are old and reverentl, should be wise.
Here do you keep a hundred ki\ights and squires :

Men so disorder'd, so debauch'd and bold.
That this our court, infected with their manners.
Shows like a notorious inn : epicurism and lust

^fake it more like a tavern, or a brothel.
Than a grac'd palace. The shame itself doth speak
For instant remedy : be, then, dcsir'd

By her, that else will take the thing she begs,
A little to disquantity your train ;

And the rcmamder. that shall still depend.
To be such men as may besort your age,
M'hich know themselves and you.
Lear. Darkness and deiils I—

Saddle my horses ; call my train together.

—

Degenerate bastard I I 'II not trouble thee :

Yet have I left a daughter.
Gon. You strike my people ; and your disorder'd

Make servants of their betters. [rabble
Enter Albany.

Lear. Woe, that too late repents.—[To Alb.) O,
sir, are you come ?

Is it your will ! Speak, sir —Prepare my horses —
Ingratitude ! thou m,arble-heartea fiend.

More hideous, when thou showst thee in a child,

Than the sea-monster I

Alb. Pray, sir. be patient
l^nr [7oGon.| Detested kite ! thou liest .•

^Iytrainare men of choice and rarest parts,

That all particulars of duty know.
And in the most exact regard support
The worships f>f their name.—O most small fault,

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show I

"Which, like an engine, wrenched my frame of nature
From the fixVl place ; drew from my heart all love.

And added to the g.ill. O Lear, Lear, Lear I

Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in,

[Striking his head.
And thy dear judgment out I—Go, go, my people.
Alb. My lord, fam guiltless, as I am ignorant

Of what hath mov'd you.
Lear. It may be so, my lord,—

Hear, nature, hear : dear go<ldess, hear

!

Suspend thy purpose, if thou tlidst intend
To make this creature fruitful I

Into her womb convey sterility 1

Dry up in her the organs of increase :

And from her derogate body never sprinf
A b.ibe to honour her I If she must tccni.
Create her child of spleen ; that it may live.

And be a thwart fii->naiur'(l torment to her I

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ;

With cadcnt tears fret ch.iiiiiels in her checks;
Turn all her mother's pains and licneKis
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To laughter and contempt , that she may feel
How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is

To have a thankless child I—.\way. away

!

\Extt.
Alb. Now, gods that we adore, whereof comes tliis ?

Gon. Never alHict yourself to know the cause :

But let his dispojition have that scope
That dotage gives it.

Ke-enter Lear.
Lear. What, fifty of my followers, at a clap 1

Within a fortnight?
Alb.

'

What's the m.atter, sir?
Lcur. I'll tell thee,-i7o Gon.J Life and death!

1 am asham d
That thou hast power tr, shake my manhood thus ;

I hat these hot tears, which break from me perforce.
Should make thee worth them. Blasts and fogs upon
Th untented woundings of a father's curse [thee 1

Pierce every sense about thee !—Old fond eyes,
Beweep this cause again. 111 pluck you out.
And cast you, with the waters that you lose.
To temper clay.—Ha 1 let it be so :

—

1 have another daughter.
Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable :

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails
She'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt fintl

That I'll resume the shape, which thou dost think
1 have cast otT for ever.

\ Exeunt Lear, Kent, a;ii; .Vtteiidants.
Gon. Do you mark that ?

Alb. I cannot be so partial. Goneril,
To the great love I bear you,

—

Gon. Pray you, content.—What, Oswald, ho I

—

\ To t/ie Fool.} You, s\r, more knave than fool, after
your master. [the fool with thee.

Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, and take
A /ox, when one has caught her.
And such a daughter.
Should sure to the slaughter.
Ifmy cap luould buy a halter:
So theybol/ollo7i>s after. \ Exit.

Gon. This man hath had good counsel :—a hundred
'Tis politic, and safe, to let Iiim keep [knights 1

At point a hundred knights: yes, that, on every dream.
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike.
He may enguard his dotage with their powers.
And hold our lives in mercy.—Oswald, I sayl

—

Alb. Well, you may fear too far.

Gon. Safer than trust too fat :

Let me still take away the harms I fear.
Not fe.ar still to be taken : I know his heart.
What he hath utter d 1 have writ my sister :

If she sustain him and his hundred knights.
When 1 have show'd the unlitness,

—

How now, Oswald

!

Re-enter Oswald.
What, have you writ that letter to my sister ?

Osw. Ay, madam
Gon. Take you some company, and away to horse :

Inform her full of my particular fear;
And thereto add such reasons of your own.
As may compact it more. Get you gone

;

And hasten your return. [Exit Oswald.
No, no, my lord.

This milky gentleness, and course of yours.
Though I condemn not, yet, under pardon.
You are much more atlask'd for want of wisdom.
Than praised for harmful mildness.
Alb. How far your eyes may pierce. I cannot tell

:

Striving to better, oft we mar what's well,
Gon. Nay. then

—

Alb Well, well ; the event. [Exeunt.

SCENE v.—Court before the Duke of Albany's
Palace.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

/..ear. Go you before to Gloster with these letters.
Acquaint my daughter no further with any thing yon
know, than comes from her demand nut of^the letter.
If your diligence be not speedy, I shall be there
before you.

Kent. 1 will not sleep, my lord, till I have dcllvereil
your letter. [Exit.
Foot. If a man's brains were in 's heels, were 't not

in danger of kibes!
Lear. Ay, boy.
Fool Then, f prythce, be merry ; thy wit shall not

go slii>shod.
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Lear. Ha. ha, ha

!

Fool. Shalt see, thy other daughter will use thee

kindly ; for though she s as like this, as a crab is like

an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell.

Lear. What canst tell, boy?
Foot. She will taste as like this, as a crab does to a

crab. Thou canst tell why one s nose stands i' tlie

middle on 's face!
Lear. No.
Fool. Why, to keep one's eyes of either side 's nose

;

tliat what a man cannot smell out, he may spy into.

Lear. I did her wroni^:

—

Fool. Canst cell how an oyster makes his shell ?

Lear. No.
Fool. Nor I neither J but I can tell why a snail has

a house.
Lear. Why!
Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away

to his daughters, and leave his horns without a case.

Lear. I will forget my nature.—So kind a father !—
lie my horses ready ?

Fool. Thy asses are gone about "em. The reason
why the seven stars are' no more than seven is a pretty

reason.
l,ear. Because they are not eight ?

Fool. Yes, indeed : thou wouldst make a good fool.

Lear. To take it again perforce !—Monster ingra-

titude 1

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nuncle, Td have thee

beaten for being old before thy time.
Lear. How 's that?
Fool. Thou shouldst not have been old before thou

hadst been wise.
Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven

!

Keep me in temper : I would not be mad 1

Enter Gentleman.

How now I Are the horses ready!
Gen. Ready, my lord.

Lear. Come. boy.
Fool. She that s a maid now, and laughs at my de-

parture,
Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut shorter.

[^Exeunt,

ACT II.

SCENH \.—A Court-within the Castle cftheEaxl of

Gloster.

Enter Edmund and C\iia.n, meeting.

Edm. Save thee, Curan.
Cur. And you, sir. I have been with your father,

and given him notice, that the duke of Cornwall, and
Kegan his duchess, will be here with him to-night.

Jidm. How comes that ?

Cur. Nay. I know not : you h.ave heard of the

news abroad ; I mean the whispered ones, for they

are yet but ear-kissing arguments?
Edm. Not I : pray'you, what. are they?
Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward,

'twixt the dukes of Cornwall and Albany !

Edm. Not a word.
Cur. You may then, in time. Fare you well, sir.

[ Exit.

Edm. The duke be here to-night ? The better 1 best I

This weaves itself perforce mto my business.

My father hath set guard to take my brother ;

And I have one thing, of a queasy question.

Which I must act :— briefness, and fortune, work 1-

Brother, a word ; descend :—brother, I say I

Enter Edgar.
My father watches :—O sir, fly this place

;

Intelligence is given where you are hid ;

You have now the good advantage of the night :

—

Have vou not spoken 'gainst the duke of Cornwall!

He s coming hither, now, i' the night, i' the haste.

And Regan' with him : have you nothing said

Upon his party gainst the duke of Albany?
Advise yourself.

F.di;. I am sure on 't, not a word.
Ed>n. 1 hear my father coming :—panlon me :

In cunning. I must draw my sword upon you :—
Dr.^w: seem to defend yourself: now 'quit you well-
Yield :—come before my father.— Light, ho. here 1—
Fly, brother.—Torches, torches 1—So. farewell.—

lA'ArrtEdnar

Act -2.

Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion
[ll-'ounds hts ar>n.

Of my more nerce endeavour : I have seen drunkards
Do more than this in sport.—Father, father !

—

Stop, stop I—No help!

Enter Gloster, and Servants icith torelus.

Glo. Now. Edmund, Where's the villain ?

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword
out.

Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon
To stand auspicious mistress :—

Glo. But where is he!
Edm. Look, sir, I bleed.
Glo. Where is the villain. Edmund ';

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means he-

could

—

Glo. Pursue liim. ho .'—Go ah':r.—{Exeunt soii:c

Servants j
" By no means " what ?

Edm. Persuade me to the murder of your lord.ship ;

But that I told htm. the revenging gods
Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend ;

Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond
The child was bound to the father ;—sir, in hue.
Seeing how loathly opposite 1 stood

unnatural purpose, in fell motion.
With his prepared sword, he charges home
My unprovided body, lanc'd mine arm :

But when he saw my best alarum'd spirits.

Bold in the quarrel s rij^ht, rous'd to th' encounter.
Or whether gasted by the noise I made.
Full suddenly he fled.

Glo. Let him fly far :

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught

;

And found—despatch.— i he noble duke my master.

My worthy arch and patron, comes to-niglu :

By his authority I will proclaim it.

That he which finds him shall deserve our thanks.
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake ;

He that conceals him, death.
Edm. When I dissuaded him from liis intent.

And found him pight to do it, with curst speech
I threaten'd to discover him : he replied,
" Thou tinpossessmg bastard ! dost thouthiuk,
I/I would stayid against thee, would tlie reposal

Ofany trust, virtue, or -worth, in tJtee

Male thy -wordsfaith'd ? No : -what I should dcnj
(As this I -ivoiild : ay, though tlwu didstproduce
My very eharaeier), Ed turn it all

To thy suggestion, plot, and damnedpractice :

And thou tnust make a dullard ofthe -world,

I/tfiey not tliought liteprofits ofmy death
IVere very pregnant andpotential spurs
To 77iake tliee seek it,"

Glo. Strong and fasten'd villain !

Would he deny his letter, said lie S—I never got him.

[ Tucket luithin.

Hark, the duke's trumpets I I know not wher' he
comes.

All ports I'll bar : the villain shall not 'scape ;

The duke must grant me that : besides, his jiicture

I will send far and near, that all the kingdom
May have due note of him , and of luy land.

Loyal and natural bey, I'll work the means
To make thee capable.

Enter C<y!xn-!C&, Regan, and Attendants.

Corn. How now, my noble friend ! since 1 came
hither,

(Which I can call but now,) I have heard strange

news.
Kez- If it be true, all vengeance comes too short,

Which can pursue th' offender. How dost, my lord ?

Glo. O madam, my old heart is crack'd-it's crack d I

Reg. What, did my father's godson seek your life ?

lie whom my father nam'd? your Edg.ir?

Glo. O lady, lady, shame would have it hid I

Res;. W.is he not companions with the riotous

That tend upon my father ! [knights

Glo. 1 know not. madam:—'lis too bad, too bad.

Edm. Yes, niad.am, he was of that consort.

Re'-. Nn marvel, then, though he were ill affected:

"I'is they have put hira on the old man's death.

To have th' expense and waste of his revenues.

I have this present evening from my sister

Been well-inform 'd of them ; and with such cautions,

That if they come to sojourn at my house,

I'll not be there.
Cor>i. Nor I, assure thee, Regan.—

I
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Edmund. I hear that you have shown your father

A child-like office.

J-din. 'Twas my duty, sir.

C/n. He did bewray his practice ; andreceiv'd
This hurt you see, strivinij to apprehend him.

Cor)t. Ibhepursu'd?
Glo. Ay. my good lord.

Cor)i. Ifhe be taken, he shall nevermore
Ee fe.-ir'd of doing harm : make your own purpose.
How in my strength you please.—For you, Edmund,
W'liose virtue and obedience doth this instant

So nmch commend itself, you shall be ours

:

Natures of such deep trust we shall much need

;

\o\\ we first seize on.
J-.ii»t. I shall serve you, sir.

Truly, however else.

Clo. For him I thank your grace.
Corn. You know not why we came to visit j'ou.

—

Rf^. Thus out of season, threading dark- ey'd night

:

Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poise,
"Wherein we must have use of your advice :

—

Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister.

Of differences, which I best thought it fit

To answer from our home ; the several messengers
From hence attend despatch. Our good old friend,
I-ay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow
Vnur needful counsel to our business.
Which craves the instant use.

Olo. I serve you, madam

:

Yout graces are right welcome. lExeunl.

SCENE II.—J</<!«Gl05ters Castle.

Enter- Kent and Oswald, severally.

Orw. Good daivning to thee, friend : art of this
house ?

rSent. Ay.
Osiv. Where may we set our horses ?

Kent, r the mire.
Oi-u. Pr'ythee, if thou love me, tell me.
Kent. I love thee not.
(>-i7f. Why, then, I care not for thee.
Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would

III '.ke thee care for me.
''sw. Why dost thou use me thus? I know thee

1. .t

Kent. Fellow, I know thee.
Oi-w. What dost thou know me for?
Kent, A knave ; a rascal ; an eater of broken meats ;

a base, proud, shallow, beggarly.three-suited.hundred-
IKiund, filthy, worsted-stocking knave ; a lily-liver'd.

action-taking knave : a whoreson glass-gazing, super-
serviceable, finical rogue ; one-trnnk-inheriting slave ;

one that wouidst be a bawd, in way of good service,
and art nothing but the composition of a knave,
b'-ggnr. coward, pander, and the son and heir of a
mongrel liilci) : one whom I will beat into clamorous
whinmg, if thou deniest the least syllable of thy
addition.

Os^u ^Vhy, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor
knows thee I

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlet art tliou, to deny
thou knowest me I Is it two days since I tripped no
thy heels, and beat thi.c. before the king? Dr.aw, you
rogue : for, thou(jh it he night, yet the moon shines

:

I'll make .a sop o the moonshine of you ; Ur.aw, you
whoreson cullionly barber-mongor, draw.

{Draluin^ his sword.
Os7v. Away I I have nothing to do with thee.
Kent. Dr.'iw, you rascal : you come with letters

ag.ainst the king; and take Vanity, the puppet's, part,
against the royalty of her father ; draw, you rogue.
or ni so carbonado your shanks :—draw, you rascal

;

come your ways.
O-^w. Help, hot murder I help I

Kent, Strike, you sl.ive ; stand, rogue, stand ; you
nr-.it slave, strike. \Beating him.
Osw. Help, oh I murder I murder I

/:«/^>- Cornwall, Keg.n. Gloster, Edmund, and
S.rvants.

Edia. How now? Wh.its the m.atterf
Kent. With yon, gooflmnn lM>y. if you please: come,

I'll flesh Vfm ; come on. young master.
Cliy. Weapons ! artns ! Where's the matter here?
Corn. Keep i>eacc, upon your lives ;

lie dies, that strikes again What is the m,attcrt
Re)^ The messengers from our sister and the king.

Corn. Wh.1t is your difference ? speak.
Ojti/. I am scarce in breath, iny lord.
Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirred your valour.

You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in thee : a
tailor made thee.
Corn. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make a

a man ?

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir : a stone-cutter, or a painter,
could not nave iimde him so ill, though they had been
but two hours at the trade.
Corn. Speak yet. how grew your quarrel ?

OsTU. This ancient rufhan, sir, whose life I have
spar'd

At suit of his grey beard,

—

Kent. Thou whoreson zed I thou unnecessary let-

ter I—My lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread
this unbolted villain into mortar, and daub the wall
of a Jakes with him.—Spare my grey beard, you
wagtail 't

Corn. Peace, sirrah 1

You beastly knave, know you no revenge ?

Kent. Yes, sir ; but anger hath a privilege.
Corn, Why art tlioii angry 2

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a
sword.

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these,
f-ike rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain
Which are too intrinse t* unloose ; smooth every

passion
That in the n<itures of their lords rebels ;

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ;

Kenege. affii-ni; and turn their halcyon beaks
With every gale and vary of their masters.
Knowing naught, like dogs, but following—
K plague upon your epileptic visage 1

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ?
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain,
I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot.
Corn. What, art thou in.ad. old fellow ?

Gto. How fell you out ? say that.
Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy.

Than I and such a knave.
Corn. Why dost thou call him knave? What is

his fault.

Kent. His countenance likes me not.
Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor his

nor hers.
Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain :

I have seen better faces in my time.
Than stands on aiiy shoulder tiiat I see
Befor.j me at this instant.
Corn This is some fellow.

Wilt', having been praisVl for bluntness doth affect
.'. saucy roughness, and constrains the garb
(juite from his nature : he cannot flatter, he,—
An honest mind and plain.—he nmst speak truth !

An they will take it, so ; if not, he's plain.
These kind of kn.ives I know, which in this plainness
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends.
Than twenty silly ducking observations,
Tli.it stretch their duties nicely
Kent. Sir. in good sooth, in sincere verity.

Under th' allowance of your grand .aspect.
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire

On flickering Phucbus' from.

—

Corn. What means't by this?
Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you dis-

commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer:
he that beguiled you in a plain accent was a plain
knave ; which, for my p.-irt. I will not be, though I

should win your displeasure to entreat me to 't.

Corn. What was the ofl'ence you gave him f

Os^u. I never gave him any

:

It pleas'd the king, his master, very late.
To strike at me. upon his misconstruction :

When he, compact, and flattering his disple.nsurc,
Tripp'd me behind ; being down, insulted, rail'd.

And put upon him such a deal of m.in,
I'hat wortliied him. got praises of the king
l"or him .attempting who was sclf-subdu d ;

And in the freslunent of this dread exploit,
Urcw on me here again
Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards,

liiit Ajax is their fool.

Corn. I'etch forth the stocks I—
Ynu stubborn .ancient knave, you reverend braggart.
We'll teach you—
Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn :
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Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king;
On whose employment I was sent to you :

You shall do small respect, show too bold malice
Against the grace and person of my master,

Stocking his messenger.
Corn. Fetch forth the stocks !

—

As 1 have life and honour, there shall he sit till noon.
Re^. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all night

too.

Kfjit Why, madam, if I were your father's dog.
You should not use roe so.

A'tg"' Sir, being his knave, I will.

[Stocks bi'oii^s^ht out.

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour
Our sister speaks of.—Come, bring away the stocks !

Glo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so :

His fault is much, and the good king his master
Will check him for't : your purpos'i low correction
Is such, as basest and contemned st wretches.
For pilferings and most common trespasses.

Are punish'd with : the king must take it ill,

That he, so slightly valu'd in his messenger,
Should have him thus restrain'd.

Corji. I'll answer that.

Tvf^. My sister may receive it much more woric,
To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted,

V')X following her affairs.—Put in his legs.

—

[Kent is piU in the stocks.

Come, my lord, away.
{Exeunt Regan an(f Cornwall.

G^o. I am sorry for thee, friend; 'tis the duke's
pleasure,

V.'hose disposition, all the world well knows.
Will not be rubb'd, nor stopp'd : I'll entreat for thee.

A'oit. Pray, do not, sir: I have watchd, and tra-

vell'd hard ;

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I'll whistle.
• A good man's fortune may grow out at heels :

Give you good morrow !

G/o. The duke's to blame in this ; 'twill be ill taken.
\Hx?t.

Kt'uf. Good king, that must approve the common
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'st [saw,

To the warm sun !

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe.
That by thy comfortable beams I may
Peruse this letter I—Nothing, almost, sees miracles,
But misery :— I know 'tis from Cordelia.
Who hath most fortunately been inform'd
Of my obscurid course ; and shall find time
I-'rom this enormous state,—seeking to give
Losses their remedies,—All weary and o'er-watched.
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold
This shameful lodging.
Fortune, good night : smile once more : turn thy

wheel 1 [He slecfs.

SCENE in.

E7iler Edgar.

Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd ;

And by the happy hollow of a tree
Escap d the hunt. No port is free ; no place,

'rhat guard, and most unusual vigilance.

Does not attend my taking. While I may 'scape
I will preserve myself; and am bethought
To take the basest and most poorest shape.
That ever penury, in contempt of man.
Brought near to beast : my face I'll grime with filtli ;

Blanket my loins; elf all my hair in knots ,

And with presented nakedness out-face
The winds and persecutions of the sky.

The country gives me proof .and precedent
Of Rodl.uu liCLigars. who. with roaring voices,

.Strike in tlicir numb'd and mortified fcare arms
I'ins. \\ len jiricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary ;

Ainl with this horrible object, fi-om low f.irms.

Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes, and mills,

Snnietime with lunatic bans, somethue with pr.ayers,

linforce their charity.— Poor Turlygod ! poor Tom 1

rhat's something yet :—Edgar I nothing am.
\Ex:l.

SCENE \V.—ne/»reQ\o%1a'%CastU.

Enter Lear, Foot, rt«if Gentleman.
Lear. 'Tis strange that they should so dep.irt from

And not send back my messenger. (home.
Gen. As I learn'd.

The night before there was no purpose in them
Of this remove.

Kent. Hail to thee, noble master I

Lear. Ha!
Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime?
Kent. No, my lord.
Fool. Ha, ha 1 he wears cruel garters. Horses are

tied by the he.ad, dogs and bears by the neck, mon-
keys by the loins, and men by the legs : when .a man
is over-lusty at legs, then he wears wooden nether-
stocks.
Lear. What's he, that hath so much thy place mis.

To set thee here ? [took,
Kent. It is both he and she,

—

Your son and daughter.
Lear. No.
Kent. Yes.
Lear. No, I say.
Ke)it. I say, yea.
Lear, No, no', they would not.

Kent. Yes. they have.
Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no.
Kent. By Juno, I swear, ay.
Lear. They durst not do't

;

They could not, would not do't ; 'tis worse than mur-
To do upon respect such violent outrage : [der,
iiesoive me, with all motlest haste, which way
Thou mightst deserve, or they unpose, this usage.
Coming from us.

Kent. My lord, when at their home
1 did commend your highness letters to them.
Ere I was risen from the place that show'd
My duty kneeling, there came a reeking post,

Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting forth
From Goneril, his mistress, salutations

;

Deliver'd letters, spite of intermission,

Which presently they read : on whose contents
rhey summoned up their meiny, straight took hoise

;

Commanded me to follow, and attend
The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks

:

.'Vnd meeting here the other messenger.
Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had poison'd mine,
(Being the very fellow which of late

Display'd so saucily against your highness,)
Having more man than wit about me, drew :

He rais'd the house with loud and coward cries.

Vour son and daughter found this trespass worth
The shame which here it suffers.

Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese fly

that way.
Fathers^ that 7uear rags.
Do make their children blind

;

Butfatfurs, that wear bags.
Shall see their children kind.

Fortune, that arrant luhore.

Ne'er turns the key to the poor.—
But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours for

tliy daugliters, as thou canst tell in a year
Lear. O, how this mother swells up towanl my

heart 1

Hysterica passio,—down, thou climbing sorrow.

Thy element's below I—Where is this daughter ?

Kent. With the earl, sir, here within.

L^ear. Follow me not

;

Stay here. I
l-xit

Gen. Made you no more offence than what you
Kent. None. [speak of?

How chance the king comes with so small a train

Fool. An thou hadst been set i' the stocks for that
(juestion, tliou hadst well deserveti it.

Kent. Why, fool ?

Fool. We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach
ihee there's no labouring in the winter. All that fol-

low their noses are led by their eyes, but blind men -.

aiid there's not .a nose ainong twenty but can smell
him that's stinking. Let go thy hold when .i gre.it

wheel runs down a hill, lest it break thy neck wiili

following it ; but the great one that goes up the
hill, let him draw thee after. When a wise man
gives thee better counsel, give me mine again : 1

would liave none but knaves follow it, since a fool

gives it.

That sir, nhich series and seeks/or .gain,

Ar.dfollcnvs but/orform.
Willpack -when it begi't.t to rain,

.-1 nd leave thee in the storm.
JUtt 1 7uill tarry ; thefool ivill stay.
And let the wise viaufly :

The knave turnsfool that runs away

:

Thefool no knave, perdy.



Scene 4.

Kent. Where le.ini'd yoii this, fool!

Fool. Not i' the stocks, fool.

Re-e>itir Lear, luith Gloster.

Lear. Deny to speak with me J Tliey are sickV
they are weary ?

They have travell'd hard to-uiglit ? Mere fetches

;

The images of revolt ajid flying off.

letcli me a better answer.
Gto. My dear lord,

You know the fiery quality of the duke ;

How unremovable and ftx'd he is

In his own course.
Lear. Vengeance I pl.igne ! death I confusion 1

—

Kiery? what quality? A\'hy, Gloster, Gloster,
I'd speak with the duke of Cornwall and his wife.

Clo. Well, my good lord. I have inform'd them so.

Lear. Inform'd them I Dost thou understand me.
Glo. Ay, my good lord.

I
man?

Lear. The ting would speak with Cornwall; the
dear father

Would withhisdaughterspcak, commands her service :

Are they inform'd of this?—My breath .md blood 1

—

I-iery 1 the fiery duke?—Tell the hot duke, that—
N\». but not yet ;—may be, he is not well

:

Innrmity doth still neglect all oflice,

^'•|Icreto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves,
^\ lien nature, being oppressed, commands the mind
To suffer with the body : I'll forbear;
And am fallen out with my more headier will.

To take the indispos'd and sickly fit

For llie sound man. Death on my state I \Lookin^on
Kent.]—Wherefore

Should he sit here? This act persuades me.
That this remotion of the duke and her
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth.
< '.'>, tell the duice and his wife, I'd speak with them,
,\ i.w. presendy : bid them come forth and hear me,
Or at their chamber door I'll beat the drum,
Till it cry sleep to death.
Glo. I would have all well betwixt you. \l-.xil

Lear. O, me my heart, my rising heart 1—but, down.
Foot. Cry to it, nuncle_, as the cockney did to the

eels, when she put them i' the paste alive ; she rapp'd
'em o' the coxcombs mth a stick, and cried. " Dow
wantons, down I" 'Twas her brother, that, in pu;
kindness to his horse, butter'd his hay.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, and Servants.
I-ear. Good morrow to you both.
Com, Hail to your grace I

(Kent is set at liberty.

Reg. I am glad to see your highness.
I^ar. Regan, I think you are ; I know what reason

I have to thmk so : if thou shouUlst not be glad,

I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb,
Sepulchring an adult'ress.—{ To Kent.] O, are you
Some other time for that.—Beloved Regan, [free ?

Tiiy sister's naught : O Regan, she hath tied

Sharp-tooth'd unkindness. Tike a vulture, here,

—

\Points to his iieart.

I can scarce speak to thee ; thou'lt not believe,

With how deprav'd a quality—O Regan 1

AV^^. I pray you, sir, take patience : 1 have hope,
\ou kss know how to value her desert,
Than she to scant her duty.
Lear. Say. how is that I

Reg. I cannot think, my sister m the least

Would fail her obligation : if, sir, perchance,
.She have restrain'd the riots of your followers,
'Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end,
As clears her from all blame.
Lear. My curses on her 1

Reg. O, sir, you are old

;

N iiurc in you stands on the very verge
of her confine: you should be rul'd, and led
By some discretion, that discerns your stitc
Belter than you yourself Therefore, I pray you,
That to our sister you do m.ikc return

;

Say, you have wrong'd I cr, sir.

Lear. Ask her forgiveness

!

Do you but mark how this beco.nes the house :

[Ktteelifii^.
" Dear daughter, f cofi/ess that I am old ;

Af^e is unneeessary : oit ttty knees I beg
That yott'tl vonchs^/e >ne raiment, bed. and/bod."
Kig. Good sir, no more ; these arc unsightly tricks

:

Return you to my sister.

Liar. Never, Regan:
She hath abated me of half my train;
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Look'd black upon mc ; struck me with her tongue,
IMost serpent-like, upon the very heart

:

All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall

On her ingratcful'top 1 Strike her young bones.
You taking airs, with lameness 1

Cor. I'ic, sir, fie '.

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding
Into her scornful eyes I Infect her beauty, [flames
You fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful sun.

To fail and blast her pride 1

Reg. O the blest gods I So will you wish on me.
When the rash mood is on.

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse

:

Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give
Thee o'er to harshness : her eyes are fierce ; but thine
Do comfort, and not burn. "Tis not in thee
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train.

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,

And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt

.\gainst my coining in ; thou better know'st
The offices of nature, bond of childhood.
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ;

Tliy half o' the kingdom hast thou not forgot.

Wherein I thee endow'd.
Reg. Good sir, to the purpose.

1
Lear. Who put my man i' the stocks ?

[ Tucket toithin.

Corn. What trumpet's that 1

Enter Oswald.
Reg. I know 't, my sister's ; this approves her

letter.

That she would soon be here.—Is your lady come!
Lear. This is a slave, whose easy-borrow'd pride

[:>wells in the fickle grace of her he follows.

—

Out, varlet, from my sight

!

Corn. What means your grace ?

Lear. Who stock'd my servant? Regan, 1 have
good hope [heavens,

I'hou didst not know oft. Who comes here? O
Enter Goneril.

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway
.\llow obedience, if yourselves are old,

Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part ;

—

[To Gon.) Art not asham'd to look upon this

beard ?—
Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ?

Gon. \\"hy not by the hand, sir? How have I

.\11 's not oifence that indiscretion finds, [offended j'

And dotage terms so.

Leur. O sides, you are too tough
;

Will you yet hold?—How came my man i* the stocks?
Corn, I set him there, sir: but his own disorders

Deserv'd much less advancement.
Lear. 'You! did you?
Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so.

If, till the expiration of your month,
\'ou will return ;md sojourn with my sister.

Dismissing half your train, come then to me :

1 am now from home, and out of that provision
Which shall be needful for your entertainment.
Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismiss'd?

N'o, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose
To wage against the enmity o' the air ;

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl,

—

>Jecessity's sharp pinch I—Return with her?
Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowcrless took
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought
To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg
lo keep base life afoot.—Return with her?
I'ersuadc me rather to be slave and sumpter
lo this detested groom. {Looking at O^-ksXA.
Gon. At your choice, sir.

Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad 1

i will not trouble thee, my chiUl ; farewell

:

'.\'e'll no more meet, no more see one another:

—

i;ut yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter;
Or, rather, a disease that's in my flesh.

Which I must needs call mine : thou art ii boil,

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle.
In my corrupted blood. But 111 not chide thee;
1 .vt sluame come wlien it will. 1 do not call it

:

1 do not bid the thunder-bcirer shoot.
Nor tell t.-Ues of thee to high-judging Jove :

.Mend when thou canst ; be better at thy leisure:

I can be patient ; 1 can stay with Regan,
I ,ind my hundred knights.

Kei^. Not altogether so

:

I luuk'd not for you yet, nor am provided
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For your fit welcome. Give car, sir, to my sister

;

For those that raing]e reason with your passion,
Must be content to think you old, and so

—

But she knows wha>t she does.
Lear. Is this well spoken?
Reg: I dare avouch it, sir: wliat, fifty followers?

Is it not well? What should you need of more?
Vea, or so many, sith that both charepe and danger
Speak 'gainst so great a number ? How, in one
Should many people, under two commands. [house,
Hold amity ? 'Tis hard ; almost impossible.
Gon. AVhy might not you, my lord, receive at-

tendance
From those that she calls servants, or from mine?
Reg. Why not, my lord? If then they chanc'd to

slack you,
We could control them. If you will come to me,
(For now 1 spy a danger,) I entreat you
To bring but five and twenty : to no more
Will I gWe place or notice.
Lear. I gave you all—
Reg. And ir. good time you gave it.

Lear. Made you my guardians, my depositaries

,

But kept a reservation to be follow'd
With such a number. What, must I come to you
With, five and twenty. Regan ? said you so ?

Reg. And speak 't agam, my lord no more with
me. [favour'd,

Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well-
When others are more wicked ; not being the worst,
Stands in some rank of praise.

—

[To lion. 1 111 go
with thee :

Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty,
And thou art twice her love.

Gon. Hear me. my lord

:

What need you five and bventy. ten, or five.

To follow in a house, where twice so many
Have a command to tend you?
Reg. What need one ?

Lear. O, reason not the need : our basest beggars
Are in the poorest thing superfluous:
Allow not nature more than nature needs,
Man's life is cheap as beast's. Thou art a lady

;

If only to go warm were gorgeous,
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st,
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. * But, for tru<

need,

—

You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need,
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man,
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both I

If it be you that stir these daughters' hearts
Against their father, fool me not so much
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger !

O. let not women's weapons, water-drops.
Stain my man's cheeks !—No, you unnatural hags,
I will have such revenges on you both,
That all the world shall—I will do such things,—
What they are. yet I know not ; but they shall be
The terrors of tlie earth. You think I'll weep ;

No. I'll not weep :

—

I have full cause of weeping; but this heart
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws.

Or ere I'll weep,—O fool, I shall go mad I

Corn. Let us withdraw ; 'twill "be a storm.
[Exeufit Lear, Gloster, Kent, and Fool.

Stor7tt heard at a distance.

Reg. This house is little : the old man and his

Cannot be well bestow'd. [people
Gon. 'Tis his own blame ; hath put himself from

And must needs taste his folly. [rest,

Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly,
But not one follower.
Gon. So am I purpos'd.

Where is my lord of Gloster?
Com* FoUow'd the old man forth :

—

Re-e7tter Gloster.
^ He is return'd.

Gio. The king is in high rage.
Cent, " Whither is he going?
Glo. He calls to horse ; but will I know not

whither.
Corn. 'Tis best to give him way : he leads himself.
Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to stay.
Gfo. Alack, the niglit comes on, and the bleak

Do sorely ruflle ; for many miles about [winds
There's scarce a bush.

AV;.'-. O, sir. to wilful men,
The injuries that they themselves procure
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Must be their schoolmasters. Shut up your doors

:

He is attended with a desperate train ;

And what they may incense him to, being apt
To have his ear abus'd, wisdom bids fear. [night

:

Cor?t. Shut up your doors, my lord ; 'tis a "wild

My Regan counsels well : come out o" the storm.
[Exctatt

ACT III.

SCENE \.~A Heath.

A sionflt "with thunder a7id lightyizng. Enter Kent
and Gentleman, meeting.

Kent. Who's here, beside foul weather ?

Gent, One minded, hke the weather, most un-
quietly.

Keyit. I know you. Where's the king?
Gent. Contending with the fretful elements;

Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea,
(.)r swell the curled waters 'bove the main, [hair.

That things might change or cease ; tears his white
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage,
Catck in their fury, and make nothing of;
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn
I he to-and-fro-confltcting wind and rain.
I his night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch,
ihe lion and the belly-pinched wolf
Keep their fur dry, unbonnetedhe runs,
And bids what will take all.

Kent. But who is with him ?

Gent. None but the fool ; who labours to outjest
His heart-struck injuries.

Kent. Sir, I do know you ;

And dare, upon the warrant of my note.
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division,
Althougl\ as 3'et the face of it be cover'd
\\"\X\\ mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornwall

;

Who have (as who have not, that their great stars
Thron'd and set high ?) servants, who seem no less,

Which are to France the spies and speculations
Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen,
Either in snutFs and packings of the dukes;
Or the hard rein which both of them have borne
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper,
WTiereof, perchance, these are but furnishings ;

—

But, true it is, from France there comes a power
Into this scatter'd kingdom; who already,
Wise in our negligence, have secret feet

In some of our best ports, and are at point
To show their open banner.—Now to you :

If on my credit you dare build so far

To make your speed to Dover, you shall find

Some that will thank you, making just report
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow
rhe king hath cause to plain.

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding

;

.\nd, from some knowledge and assurance, offer

This office to you.
Gent. 1 will talk further with you.
Kent. No, do not.

For confirmation that I am much more
Than ray out widl, open this purse, and take
What it contains. If you shall see Cordelia,
(As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring ;

And she will tell you who that fellow is

That yet you do not know.—Fie on this storm !

I will go seek the king.
Gent. Give me your hand: have you no more to

say? [yet,—
Ke7tt. Few words, but, to effect, more tlian all

That, when we have found the king, (in which your
pain

That way, I'll this.) he that first lights on him.
1 loUa the other. \E.xeunt severally.

SCENE \\.^Another Part ofthe Heath. Storm
eontinites.

Enter Lear and Fool.

Lear. Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks I rage \

You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout [blow I

Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown d the

cocks I
•

You sulphurous and thought-executing fires,

Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, Idcr

Singe my white hc-adi And thou, all-shaking tnun-
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Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world I

Crack nature's moulds, all germins spill at once,
That make in^ateful man I

J^ool. O uuncle, court holy-water in a dry house is

better than this rain-water out o' door. Good
nuncle, in. and ask thy daui^hters' blessing: here's
a night pities neither wise men nor fools.

/.far. Rumble thy bellyful I Spit, fire I spout, rain I

Nor rain, wnd, thunder, fire, are my daughters

:

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness :

I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children.
You owe me no subscription : then, let fall

Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave,

A poor, infirm, weak, and despis'd old man :

—

Hut yet I call you servile ministers.
That will with two pernicious daughters join
\'our high-engender'd battles, 'gainst a head
So old and white as this. O I O ! 'tis foul

!

/•"I'o/. He that has a house to put his head in, has
a good heai:I-piece.

/Vw cod-puce that loill Jtottsg,

H^/ore tJu head has ajiy.

The head aiid he shall louse ;
—

So he^^ars fttarry tnatty.

The man that makes his toe

lyhat lie his heart should make,
Sluxll ofa com cry ^uoe,

And turn his sleep to -wake.

—for there was never yet fair woman, but she made
mouths in a glass.

Enter Kent.
I^ar. No, I will be the pattern of all patience ; I

will say nothing,
Kent. \Vho's there?
Fool. Marry, here's grace, and a cod-piece ; that's

a wise man, and a fool.

Kent. Al.as, sir. are you here ? things that love niijlit,

Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies'
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark.
And make them keep their caves: since I was man,
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder.
Such groans of roaring wind and rain. I never
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry
Th affliction, nor the fear.

Lear. Let the great gods.
That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads.
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch,
rhat hast within thee undivulged crimes,
t 'nwhipp'd ofjustice : hide thee, thou bloody hand

;

Thou perjur'd, and thou siniular of virtue
Thou art incestuous : caitifiT, to pieces shake,
Tliat under covert and convenient seeming
1 last practised on man's life ;—close pent-up guilts.

Rive your conce.aling continents, and cry
These dreadful summoners grace.— 1 am a man
.More sinn'd against, than sinning.
Kent. Alack, bare-headed I

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel

;

Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest :

Repose you there ; wliile I to this hard house
(More h-ard than is the stone whereof 'tis rais'd ;

^Vhich even but now. demanding after you,
Denied me to come in) return and force
Their scanted courtesy.
Lear. My wits begin to tuni.

—

Come on, my boy : how dost, my boy ? Art cold ?

I am cold myself.—Where is this straw, my fellow ?

The art of our necessities is strange. ("hovel.

—

That can make vile things precious. Come, your
I*oor fool and knave. I have one part in my heart
T hat's sorry yet for thee.

Fool. \Sinsiinf:.\
lie that has, and a little tiny luit,—
With liey, ho, the wind and the rain,—

Must make coiiteut li'ith hisfortunes fit

;

ThoHffh the rain it rnineth every day.
Lear. True, boy.—Come, bring us to this hovel.

\F..xeuHt Lear and Kent.
Fool. This is a br.v.e night to cool a courtezan.

—

ni sp'-r-ak ;i prophecy ere 1 go :

When ijriests arc more in word than matter

;

M'licn l)rewers ni;ir their m.alt wth water
;

^yhe^ nobles arc their tailors' tutors ;

No heretics l>urn'il, but wenches' suitors

;

When every cas<»in l.iw is right

;

No .squire in dcl)t, nor no poor knight

;

When slanders do not live in tongues;
Nor cutpurscs come not to throngs

;

When usurers tell their gold i' the field

;

And bawds and whores do churches build ;—
Then shall the realm of Albion
Come to great confusion

:

Then comes the time, who lives to see't,
That going shall be us'd with feet.

This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live l^efore
his timj. \n.\-it.

SCENE IW.—A Room in Gloster's Castle.

Filter Gloster and Edmund.
Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, Hike not Ibis unnatural

dealing. When I desired their leave that I might
pity him, they took from me the use of mine own
house ; charjred me, on pairi of their perpetual dis-
pleasure, neitner to speak of liim, entreat for him, nor
any way.sustain him.
Edm. Most savage, and unnatural

!

Glo. Go to : say you nothing. There is division be-
tween the dukes ; and a worse matter than that : I
have received a letter this night :

—
'tis dangerous to be

spoken ;— I have locked the letter in my closet: these
injuries the king now bears will be revenged home :

there is part of a power already footed : we must in-
cline to the king. I will seek him, and privily relieve
him : go you, and maintain talk with tne duke, that
my charity be not of him perceived : if he ask for me,
I Mw ill. and gone to bed. If I die for it. as no less is

threatened me. the king, my old master, must be
relieved. There is some strange thing toward. Ed-
mund ; pray you, be careful.

'

[Exit.
Edm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke

Instantly know ; and of that letter too :—
This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me
'I'hat which my father loses, no less than all

:

The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit.

SCENE IV' —A Part ofthe Heath, with a Hove!.

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

Kent. Here is the place, my lord ; good my lord,
enter :

The tyranny of the open night's too rough
For nature to endure.

Storm still.

Lear. Let me alone.
Kent. Good my lord, enter here.
Lear. Wilt break my heart ?

Kctit. I'd rather break mine own. Good my lord,
enter.

Lear. Thou think'st 'tis much that this contentious
Invades us to the skin ; so 'tis to thee

; |storm
But where the greater m.alady is fix'd.

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou 'dst shun a bear ;

But if thy flight Lay toward the roaring sea,
Thou 'dst meet the bear i' the mouth. When the

mind's free.

The body's delicate : the tempest in my mind
Doth from my senses take all feeling else.
Save what beats there.— Filial ingratitude I

Is it not as this mouth .sliould tear this hand.
l"or lifting food to 't?—But I will punish home :—
-Vo, I will weep no more—In such a night
fo shut me out 1—Pour on ; I will endure.

—

In such a night as this I O Regan. Goneril :

—

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all,—
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that

;

No more of that.

Kent. Good, my lord, enter here.
Ltar. Pr'ythoc. go in thyself; seek thine own ease :

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder
On things would hurt me more.—But I'll go in.

[To the Fool.) In, boy; go first.—You houseless
poverty,

—

N'ay, get thee m. I '11 pray, and then I II sleep.—
f Fool t;^oes in.

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er yon :ire,

i hat bide the pelting of this pitiless storm.
How sh.all your houseless heads, .and unfed sides.
Your loop'd and window'd r.aggcdness. defentl you
Frnni seasons such as these? O, I have t.a'en
loo little care of this! Take physic, j)omp

;

Expose thyself to feel wh.it wretches feel.

That thou m.-iyst shake the supcrflux to them.
And show the heavens more just.

Fdi,'. [ll^ithiii.\ Fathom and half, fathom and halfl
Poor Tom !

I
The I'ool runs oiit/rom the hovsi.



544 KING LEAR. Ad'
Fool. Come not ia here, nuncle, here's a spirit

Help me, help me I

Ke>it. Give me thy hand.—Who s there ?

Fool. A spirit, a spirit : he says his name's poor
Tom.

Kent. What art thou that dost grumble there i' the

Come forth. (straw?
EjiUr'EA^cir, disz^tised as a nuuiijuxn.

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me !—
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the wind.

—

Humph ! go to thy cold bed and warm thee.

Lear. Didst thou give all to thy r»vo daughters ?

And art thou come to this ?

Ed<;. Wlio gives anything to poor Tom ? whom the

foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame,

through ford and -whirlpool, o'er bog and quagmire ;

that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in

his pew ; set ratsbane by his porridge ; made him
proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horse over
four-inched bridges, to course his own shadow for a
traitor.—Bless thy five 'wits !—Tom's a-cold.—O, do
de. do de, do de.—Bless thee from whirlwinds, star-

blasting, and taking ! Do poor Tom some charity,

whom the foul fiend vexes :—there could I have him
now,—and there,—and there again, and there.

\Stortn continues.

Lear. AVhat, have his daughters brought him to this

pass!

—

Couldst thou save nothing? Didst thou give them all ?

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had
been all shamed
Lear Now, all the plagues, that in the pendulous air

Hang fated o'er mens faults, light on thy daughters !

Ke>U. He hath no daughters, sir.

Lear. Death, traitor 1 nothing could have sub-
dued nature

To such a lowness. but his unkind daughters —
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers

Should have thus little mercy on their flesh?

Judicious punishment ! 'twas this flesh begot
Those pehcan daughters.
Eds. PiUicock sat on PilUcock hill ;—

Halloo, halloo, loo, loo

!

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools and
madmen.
Edg. Take heed o' the foul fiend : obey thy pa-

rents ; keep thy word justly ; swear not ; commit not

with man's sworn spouse; set not thy sweet heart on
proud array. Tom's a-cold.

Lear. What hast thou been?
Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; that

curled my hair ; wore gloves in my cap ; served the

lust of my mistress's heart, and did the act of dark-
ness with her , swore as many oaths as I spake words,
and broke them in the sweet face of heaven : one,

that slept in the contriving of lust, and waked to do
it : wine loved I deeply, dice dearly ; and in woman
out-paramoured the Turk : false of heart, light of ear,

bloody of hand ; hog in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf in

greediness, dog in madness, lion in prey. Let not

the creaking oAhoes, nor the rustling of silks, betray
thy poor heart to woman : keep thy foot out ofbrothels,

thy hand out of plackets, thy ben from lenders' books,

and defy the foul fiend.—Still through the hawthorn
blows the cold wind : says suum. mun, nonny. Dol-

phin my bov, my boy ; sessa ! let him trot by.
\Storm Sim continues.

Lear. Why. thou wert better in thy grave, than to

answer with thy uncovered body this extremity of the

skies.—Is man no more than this? Consider him well.

Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the

sheep no wool, the cat no perfume.—Ha ! here's three

of us are sophisticated! Thou art the thing itself:

unaccommodated man is no more but such a poor,

bare, forked animal as thou art.— Ofl", oflT. you lend-

ings !—Come, unbutton here —
I
Tearimr offhis clothes.

Fool Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented : 'tis a naughty
night to swim in.—Now a little fire in a wild field were
like an old lecher's heart,—a small spark, all the rest

on s body cold— Look, here comes a walking fire.

Eds;. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : he be-
gins at curfew, and walks to the first cock ; he gives the

web and the pin, squints the eye, and makes the hare-

lip ; mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor crea-

ture of earth.
St ^\'ithold footed thrice the old ;

He met the night-mate, and her nine fold ;

Bid her alight.

And her troth plight,

.Vnd, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee I

Kent How fares your grace ?

Enter Gloster, -with a torch.
Lear. AVhat'she?
Kent. Who's there ? ^Vhat is 't you seek t

Glo. What are you there ? Your" names ?

Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the
toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water-newt

;

that in the fury of his heart, when the fo:il fiend rages,
eats cow-dung for sallets ; swallows the old rat. and the
ditch-dog ; drinks the green mantle of the standing
pool ; who is whipped from tything to tithing, and
stocked, punished, and imprisoned : who hath had
three suits to his back, six shirts to his body, horse to
ride, and weapon to wear :

—

But mice, and tats, and such small deer.
Have been Torn sXoodfor seven longyrar.

Glo What, hath your grace no better coir.p.iuy?
Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman ;

Modo he's call'd, and Mahu
Glo. Our flesh and blood, mv lord, is grow.-, so vile.

That it doth hate what gets it.

Edg. Poor Tom 's a-cold.
Glo. Go in with me : my duty cannot suffer

To obey in all your daughter's hard commands

:

Though their injunction be to bar my doors.
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you.
Yet have 1 ventur'd to come seek you out.

And bring you where both fire and food is ready.
Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher.—

What is the cause of thunder ? [house.
Kent. Good my lord, take his offer; go into the
Lear. I'll talk a word with this same learned

What is your study? [Theban.

—

F.dg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin.
Lear. Let me ask you one word in private.
Kent. Importune him to go once more, my lord ;

His wits begin to unsettle.

Glo. Canst thou blame him ?

His daughters seek his death :—ah, that good
Kent !—

He said it would be thus,—poor banish'd man !—
Thou say'st the king grows mad : I'll tell thee, friend,

t am almost mad myself: I had a son,
Now outlaw'd from my blood ; he sought my life,

But lately, very late : I lov'd him, friend

—

No father his son dearer : true to tell thee,
\Storm continues.

The grief hath craz'dmy wits.
—
'What a night "s this !—

I do beseech your grace,

—

Lear. O. cry you mercy, sir.

—

Noble philosopher, your company.
Edg. Tom 's a-cold,
Glo. In. fellow, there, into the hovel : keep thee
Lear. Come, let's in all. (warm.
Kent. This way, my lord.

Lear. With him

;

I will keep still with my philosopher.
Kent. Good my lord, soothe him ; let him take the
Glo. Take him j'ou on. [ fellow.

Kent. Sirrah, come on ; go along with us.

Lear. Come, good Athenian.
Glo. No words, no wonls :

Hush.
Edg. Child Rowland to the dark to^oercame.

His word was still,—Fie,/oh, andfnm,
I smell the blood ofa British man.

[Exeunt.

SCENE v.—.-/ Room in Gloster's Castle.

Enter Cornwall and Edmund.
Corn. I will have my revenge, ere I depart his

house.
Edm. How, my lord, I m.iy be censured, that

nature thus gives way to loyalty, something fears me
to think of

Cor?t I now perceive, it was not altogether your
brother's evil disposition made him seek his death

:

but a provoking merit, set a-work by a rcproveable
badness in himself.
Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must

repent to be just 1 This is the letter he spoke of,

which approves hiin ah intelligent parly to the advan-
tages of^France. O heavens! that this treason were
not. or not I the detector!
Com. Go with mc to the duchess
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f,ii)i. If the mntter nf tliis paper be certain, you
have mishty business; in liand.

Corn! True, or false, it liath made thee earl nf

Gloster. Seek out where thy father is, that he may
lie re.^dy for our apprehension.

I'dfft. \Asidi.\ If I IincI him comfortin? the kinij, it

»viH stutY his suspicion more fully.—(/i? Corn.] 1

will persevere iu my course of loyalty, thoutjh the
co'ifiict be sore between that and my blood.
Corn. 1 will lay trust upon thee ; and thou shalt

find a dearer father in my life. {Extujit.

SCENE VI.—A Chamber in nn Outbuilding,
adjoining the Ctrstle,

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edjjar.

r,lo. Here is better than the open air ; take it thank-
fully. I will piece out the comfort with what addition
1 can ; I will not be lontj t'roni you.
K'fnt. All the power of his wits has ^iven way to his

impatience.—The gods reward your kindness

!

[/T.vi/ Gloster.

lid^. Frateretto calls me ; and tells me Nero is an
an:.^lcr in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, and
beware the foul fiend.

Fool. Pr'ythee. nuncle, tell me whether a madman
be a Ejentleman, or a yeoman 1

Lear. A kinsr, a king

!

Fool. No, he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to

his son ; for he's a mad yeoman, that sees his son a
gehtleman before him.
Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits

Come whizzing in upon them,

—

Fd^. The foul fiend bites my back.
Fool. He's mad, that trusts in the tameness of a

wolf, a horse's health, a boy's love, or a whore's
oath,
Lear. It shall be done : I will arraign them

straight —
[To Edg. ] Come, sit thou here, most learned jus-

ticer ;

—

1 To tlie Fool.
I
Thou, sapient sir, sit here.—Now, ye

she foxes 1

—

Fd^. Look, where he stands and glares !

—

Wantest thou eyes at trial, madam ?

Come o'er the twitr^i, Fessy, to me,—
Fool. Her boat hath a leak.

And she jnust not speak
jrhy .she dares not come orz'er to thee.

Fdg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice
of a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for
two white herrings Croak not. black angel ; I have
no food for thee.
Kent. How do you, sir ? St.ind you not so amaz'd :

\\'ill you lie down and rest upon the cushions?
Lear. I'll see their trial first —Bring in the evi-

dence.

—

\To Edg.l Thou robed man of justice, take thy
place ;

—

\To the Fool.) And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity.
Hench by his side:—{7"i; Kent.) you a-e o' the com-
Sit you too. (mission,
Ldn. Let us deal justly.

Steepest, or -suatest thou, jolly shepherd ?
Thy sheep be tit the rorn :

And/oreyie blast of thy winiketi mouth.
Thy sheep shall take no harm..

Pur ! the cat is grey.
Lear. Arraign her first; "tis Goneril. I here taku

my oath before this honourable assembly, she kicked
the poor king her father.

Fool. Come hither, mistress. Is yournameGoneril?
I^ar. She cannot deny it.

Fool Cry you mercy, I took yoii for a joint-stool.
Lear And here's another, whose warp'd looks pro.

claim
What store her heart is made on.—Stop her there !

Anns, arms. swor<l. fire !—Corruption m the place I

l-'.alse justicer, why hast thou let lier 'scape?
/yiyc. Bless thy five wits I

Kent () pity !— sir. where is the patience now.
That you so oft hnv<; boasted to rctahi?

Fdi^. [Aside.] My tears bcgm to take his part so
They'll mar my counierfeitiiig [nnicli,

Lear. The littlp dogs and .ill.

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see. they bark at me
Fd,,'. Tom will throw his head .it Ihcm—Avaunt,

you curs I

Re thy mouth or Mack or white.
Tooth that poisons if it bite ;

Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim,
Hound or spaniel, brach or Ivm,
Ur bobtail tike, or trundle-tai'l.—

Tom would make them weep and wail

:

For, with throwing thus my head,
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled,

de, de, de. Sessa I Come, march to wakes and
fairs, and market towns.—Poor Tom, thy horn is dry.

'.ear. Then let them anatomize Regan ; see what
eds about her heart. Is there any cause in nature,

that makes these hard hearts?—[ To Edgar. | 'Y'ou, sir,

I entertain you for one of my hundred ; only i do.not
like the fashion of your garments : you will say, they
e Persian attire ; but let them be changed.
Kent. Now. good my lord, lie here, and rest awhile.
Lear. Make no noise, make no noise; draw the

curtains : so, so, so : we'll go to supper i* the morn-
g : so, so, so.

Foal. And I'll go to bed at noon.
Ke-enter Gloster.

do. Come hither, friend : where is the king my
master? I gone.

A'ent. Here, sir ; but trouble him not. his wits are
-Glo. Good friend, I pr'ythee. take him in thy arms ;

I have o'er-heard a plot of death upon him :

There is a litter ready ; lay him in 't.

And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou shalt meet
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master :

If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life.

With thine, and all that offer to defend him,
Stand in assured loss ; take up, take up ;

And follow me, that will to some provision
Give thee quick conduct.
Kent. Oppress'd nature sleeps :

—

This rest might yet have balm'il thy broken senses.
Which, if convenience will not allow.

Stpnd in hard cure.

—

[To the Fool.] Come, help to

Thou must not stay behind. [bear thy master

;

Glo. Come, come, awav.
[Exeunt Kent, Gloster, and the Fool,

bcarinira7fay Lear.
Fdf;-. When we our betters see bearing our \roi;s,

\\'e scarcely think our miseries our foes
\Vlio alone suffers, suffers most i' the mind.
Leaving free things and happy shows behind ;

Hut then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip,

When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship.

1 low light and port.able my pain seems now.
When that which makes me bend, makes the kingbow

;

He childed, as I father'd I—Tom, away I

Mark the high noises ; and thyself bewray.
When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles thee.

In thy just proof, repeals and reconciles thee.
What will hap more to-night, safe scape the king I

Lurk, lurk. [F.vit.

SCENE VII.—-4 Room in Gloster's Castle.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Goneril, Edmund, and
Servants.

Com. Post speedily to my lord your husband ; show
him this letter:—the army of France islanded.—Seek
nut the traitor Gloster.

r^'^f'""' ^<"''"'/"''' Servants.
Rei^. Hang him instantly.
Gon. Pluck out his eyes.
Corn. Leave him to my displeasure.—Edmund, keep

you our sister company : the revenges we are bound
to take upon your traitorous father are not fit for j;oiir

beholding. Advise the Duke, where you are poing,
to .a most festinatc preparation : we are bound to the
like. Our posts shall be swift and intelligent betwixt
us. Farewell, dear sister :—farewell, my lord of
<'>lostcr.

Enter Oswald.
How now? Where's the king?

Os7u. My lonl of Gloster hath cnnvcy'd him hence :

Souie five or six and thirty of his knights.
Hot (juestrists after him. met him .it g.'itc

;

Who, with some other of thelonl's <lependents.
Arc gone with him toward Dover ; where they boast
To h.ave well.armeil friends.

Corti. Get horsesfor yourinisircss.
<*0H. Farewell, sweet lord, an<l sister.

Com. Edmund, farewell.

—

I
F..reiiiit Gnnrril and Edmund
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Co seek the traitor Gloster,
Pinion him like a tliief, bring him before us.

[/:.reujrt other Servants.
Though well we may not pass upon liis life

Without the form of justice, yet our power
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men
May blame, but not control.—Who's there? The

traitor?

Re-enter Servants, -ivith Gloster.

He^. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he.
Corn. Kind fast his corky arms.
Glo. What mean your graces? Good my friends

consider
Vou are my guests : do me no foul play, friends.

Corn. Bind him, I say. \%itx\a.M'i bind him.
Reg. Hard, hard.—O filthy traitor
Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are, I am none.
Corn. To this chair bind him.—Villain, thou shalt

find— [Regan flunks his beard.
Glo. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done

To pluck me by the beard.
Reg. So white, and such a traitor I

Gio.
_

Naughty lady.
These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin.
Will quicken, and accuse thee : I am your host

;

With robbers' hands my hospitable favours
You should not ruffle thus. What will you do!
Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you late from

France?
ReS^. Be simple answer'd, for we know the truth.
Corn. And what confederacy have you with the

Late footed in the kingdom ? [tr.iitors

Res;. To whose hands have you sent the lunatic
king? Speak.

Glo. I have a letter guessingly set down.
Which came from one tnat 's of a neutral heart,
And not from one oppos'd.
Corn. Cunning.
AV^. And false.
Corn. Where hast thou sent the king .'

To Dover.
Re£^. Wherefore to Dover? Wast thou not charg'd

at peril

—

Corn. Wherefore to Dover ! Let him answer that.
Glo. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the
Reg^. Wherefore to Dover ? [course
Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails

Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister
In his anointed flesh stick bearish fangs.
The sea, with such a storm as hi^ bare head
In hell-black night endur'd, would have buoy'd up.
And quench the stelled fires :

Yet, poor old heart, he holp the heavens to rain.
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stern time.
Thou shouldst h.ave said, " Good porter, turn the key,"
All cruels else subscrib'd : but I shall see
The winged vengeance overtake such children.
Corn. See it shalt thou never.—Fellows, hold the

Uiioii these eyes of thine I'll set my foot. [chair.—
Glo. He that will think to live till he be old.

Give me some help 1—0 cruel !—O ye gods

!

[Gloster s eye put oitt.

Reg. One side will mock another , the other too.
Corn. If you see vengeance,—
t Serv. Hold your hand, my lord :

1 have served >^ou ever since I was <a child.
But better service have I never done you,
Than now to bid you hold.
Reg. How now, you dog !

I Sen'. If you did wear a beard upon your chin,
I'd shake it on this quarrel. What do you mean ?

Corn. My villain ! \Dra-ws.
1 Serv. Nay then, come on, and take the chance of

anger.

i
Draws. Theyfight. Cornwall is wounded.
live me thy sword.—A peasant stand up thus I

[ TaA'es ti swordfrom another Servant,
and slabs hvn.

I Serv. O, I am slain I—My lord, you have one eye
left

To see some mischief on him,—O ! [Dies.
Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it.—Out. vile jelly I

Wliere is thy lustre now?
Glo. All dark and comfortless.—Where's my son

ICdnmml?
Hdnumil, enkindle all the sparks of n.ature.

To quit this horrid act.
i
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Reg. Out, treacherous villain I

Thou call'st on him that hates thee : it was he
That made the overture of thy treasons to us
Who is too good to pity tl'.ee.

Glo. O my follies !

Then Edgar was abus'd.

—

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him !

Reg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let him smell
Mis way to Dover.—How is t, my lord? How look

you ?

Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt : follow me, lady.—
Turn out that eyeless villain ;—throw this .slave

Upon the dunghill.—Regan, I bleed apace :

Untimely comes this hurt : give me your arm.
[Exit Cornwall, led by Regan.

—

Some
of the Servants loibind Gloster,
a7id lead hitn out.

2 .'!erv. I'll never care what wickedness I do.
If this man come to good.
S Serv. If she live long,

.4nd, in the end, meet the old course of death.
Women will all turn monsters. [Bedlam
2 Serv. Let 's follow the old earl, .and get the

To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness
Allows itself to any thing. [eggs,

3 Serv. Go thou^: I'll fetch some flax, and white's of
To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help

him! {Exeunt severally.

ACT IV.

SCENF. I.— The Heath.

Enter Edgar.

Edg. Yet better thus, and known to be contemn'd.
Than still contenm'd and flatter 'd. To be worst.
The lowest and most dejected thing of fortune.
Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear :

The lamentable change is from the best

;

The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then.
Thou unsubstantial air. that I embrace I

The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst.
Owes nothing to thy blasts.—But who comes here ?—

Enter Gloster, led by an Old Man.
My father, poorly led?—World, world, O world
But that thy strange mutations make us hate thee.
Life would not yield to age.
Old Man. O my good lord, Ihave been your tenant,

and your father's tenant, these fourscore years.
Glo. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone

:

Thy comforts can do me no good at all

;

Tliee they may hurt.
Old Man. Alack, sir, you cannot see j'our way.
Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no ey-.-i

;

I stumbled when I saw : full oft 'tis seen,
Our means secure us. and our mere defects
Prove our commodities.—Ah, dear son Edgar,
The food of thy abused father's wrath I

Might I but live to see thee in my touch,
I'd say I had eyes again I

Old Man. How now I A\'ho's there !

Edg. [Aside.] O gods! Who is't can say, " / .!'•

I am worse than e'er I was. [at the worst I
"

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom.
Edg. [AsLie."] And worse 1 may be yet : the worst

So long as we can say, " This is tJu loorst.'* (is not.

Old .Man. Fellow, where goest ?

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ?

Old Man. Madman, and beggar too,
Glo. He has some reason, else he could not beg.
the last night's storm 1 such a fellow saw.

Which made me think a man a worm : my son
Came then into my mind ; and yet my niin<l

Was then scarce friends with him : 1 have heard more
since.

As flics to wanton boys, are we to the gods,

—

They kill us for their sport.
Edg. [Aside.] How should this be ?—

Bad is the trade th.at must play fool to sorrow,
Angering itself and others.—[7"u Glo.] Bless thee,

Glo. Is that the n-iked fellow? [mastorl
Old Man. Ay, my lord.

Glo, Then, pr'ythee, get thee gone ; if, for my sake,
Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twain,
r the way toward Dover; do it for ancient lovq

j

And bring some covering for this naked snnl

Whom I'll entreat to lead nie.
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Old Man. Alack, sir, ho is mad.
Clo. 'Tis the times' plague when inadincii Icail

the Wind.
Vio as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure

;

Above the rest, be gone.
Old Man. I'll bring him the best 'parel that I have.

Cunie on 't what will. \Bxit.

Cfh. Sirrah, n.aked fellow,

—

Ed^. Poor Tom is a-cold.

—

\_^lside.\ I cannot daub it

further.

Clo. Come hither, fellow.
Edj^. [Asidc.\ And yet I must.—[7"o Glo.] Bless

thy sweet eyes, they bleed.
Glo. Know*st thou the way to Dover?
Edj^. Both stile and gate, horse-way and footpath.

Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good wits

:

bless thee, good man's son, from the foul fiend I Five
fiends have been in poor Tom at once , of lust, as
Obidicut : Hobbididance, prince of dumbness : Mahu,
of stealing; Modo, of murder ; and Flibbertigibbet,
of moppmg and mowing,—who since possesses
chamber-maids and waiting-women. So, bless thee,
master !

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the heavens"
plagues

Have humbled to all strokes ; that I am wretched,
Makes thee the happier :—Heavens, deal so still 1

I-et the superfluous and lust-dieted man.
That slaves your ordinance, that will not see
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly

;

So distribution should undo excess,
And each man have enough.—Dost thou know Dover ?

Edg. Ay, master.
Glo. There is a cliff, whose high and bending head

T.ooks fearfully in the confined deep

:

Bring me but to the very brim of it.

And 111 repair the misery thou dost bear.
With something rich about me : from that place
I shall no leading need.
Ed^. Give mc thy arm ;

Poor Tom shall lead thee. {Exeunt.

SCENE \\.—Before the Duke of Albany's PaUxce.

Enter Goneril and Edmund ; Oswald meeting- them.

Gon. "Welcome, my lord : I marvel our mild hus-
band

Not met us on the way.—Now, Where's your master?
Ona. Madam, within; but never man so chang'd.

I told him of the arm.y that was landed ;

rio smil'd at it ; I told him you were coming ;

His answer was, "The worse" : of Gloster's treachery.
And of the loyal service of his son.
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me sot.

And told me I had turn'd the wrong side out :

—

What most lie should dislike, seems pleasant to him ;

What like, offensive.
Con. I To Edmund.] Then, shall you go no further.

It is the cowLsh terror of his spirit.

That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs,
Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes on the w.ay
May prove effects. Back, Ednmnd, to my brother ;

Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers

:

I must change arms at home, and give the distaff
Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant
Shall pass between us ; ere long you are like to hear,
If you dare venture in your own behalf,
A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech

:

{Gi-vin£^ a/avpHy.
Decline your head : this kiss_, if it dare speak,
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air;

—

Conceive, and fare thee well.

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death.
Gon. My most dear Gloster I

[Exit Edmund.
O. the difference of man and man I

To thee a woman's ser%ices are due

:

My fool usurps my body.
Ortu. M.adam, here comes my Inrl.

\E.xit.

Enter Albany.
Gon. I have been worth the whistle.
All: O Goneril I

Vou arc not worth the dust which the rude wind
Blows in your face.— I fear your disposition:
That nature, which contcnms its origin,
Caiuiot be bordcr'd ccrt-'iin in itself;

She that herself will sliver and disbranch

From her material sap, perforce must wither,
-And come to deaiUy use.
Gon. No more ; the text is foolish,

Alb. AVisdom and goodness to the vile, seem vile :

Filths savour but themselves. What have you done !

Tigers not daughters, what have you perform'd !

.-V father, and a gracious ag^d man.
Whose reverence the head-lugg'd bear would lick.

Most barbarous, most degenerate I have you madded.
Could my good brother suffer you to do it ?

A man, a prince, by him so benefited?
If that the heavens do not their visible spirits

Send quickly down to tame these vile olTcnccs,
It will come.
Humanity must perforce prey on itself,

Like monsters of the deep.
GOH. Milk-liver'd man !

That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs

;

Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning
Thine honour from thy suffering : that not know'st,
l-'ools do those villains pity, who are punish'd
Ere they have done their mischief. Where 's lh>

drum?
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land.
With pliunid hehn thy slayer begins threats

:

Whilst thou a moral fool, sitt'ststill, and criest,
" Alack, why does he so T*
Alb. See thyself, devil I

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend
So horrid, as in woman.
Gon. O vain fool I

Alb. Thou changed and self-cover'd thing, for

shame,
Be-monster not thy feature. Were 't my fitness

To let these hands obey my blood.
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear
Thy flesh and bones :—howe'er thou art a fiend,

A woman's shape doth shield thee.

Gon. Marry, your manhood now !

—

Enter a Messenger.

Alh. What news?
Mess. O, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall s

dead

;

Slain by his servant, going to put out
The other eye of Gloster.
Alb. Gloster's eyes

!

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill'd with remorse
Oppos'd against the act, bending his sword
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag'd.
Flew on liim. and amongst them fell'd him dead ;

But not without that harmful stroke, which since
Hath pluck'd him after.

Alb. This shows you arc above,
You justicers, that these our nether crimes
So speedily can venge 1—But, O poor Gloster I

Eost he his other eye ?

Mess. Both, both, my lord.

—

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer ;

'Tis from your sister.

Gon. \Aside.\ One way I like this well;
But being widow, and my Glo.ster with her.
May all tlie building in my fancy pluck
Upon my hateful life : another way.
This news is not so tart.—[To Mess.l I'll read and

answer. \Exit.
Alb. Where was his son, when they did take his
Mess. Come with my lady hither. [eyes?
Alb. He is not here.
Mess. No, my good lord , I met him back again.
Alb. Knows he the wickedness?
Mess. Ay, my good lord ; 'twas he inform'd against

him ;

And quit the house, on purpose that their punishment
Might have the freer course.
Alb. Gloster, I live

To thank thee for the love thou show ikt the king,
And to revenge thine eyes.—Come hither, friend ;

Tell me what more thou knowest. {Exeunt.

SCENE \n.— The French Camp, .K-,.r Dover.

Enter Kent attd Gentleman,

Kent. Why the king of France is so suddenly gone
liack know you the reason ?

Gen. Something he left imperfect in the state,

\\hich since his coming forth is thought of; which
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger.
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That his personal return was most requir'd
And necessary.
Kenl. Whom hath he left behind him, general?

i Gen. The Mareschal of France, Monsieur Le Far.
Kent. Did j'our letters pierce the queen to any

demonstration of grief?
Gen. Ay. sir ; she took them, read them in my pre^

And now and then an ample tear trill'd down [sence.
Her delicate cheek : it seem'd she was a queen
Over her passion : who, most rebel-like.
Sought to be king o'er her.
AV«/.

'

o, then it mov'd her.
Gen. Not to a rage : patience and sorrow strove

Who should express her goodliest. You have .seen
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears
Were like a better way : those happy smilets.
That playd on her npe lip, seem'd not to know
What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence,
As pearls from diamonds dropp'd.—In brief, sorrow
Would be a rarity most belov'd, if all
Could so become it.

}^(nt.
^ Made she no verbal question?

Gen. Faith, once or twice she heav'd the name o
"fatlur"

Pantingly forth, as if it pressed her heart ;

Cried. -Sisters ! sisters l—Shayne of ladies I sisters .

Ke7ttt father! sisters ! IFhat, C the storm? i thi
night t

Letpity not be believed .'"—There she shook
The holy water from her heavenly eyes,
And clamour moisten'd : then away she started
To deal with grief alone.
^^"''- It is the stars.
The stars above us, govern our conditions

;

Else one self mate aiid mate could not beget
Such different issues. You spoke not with her since ?
Gen. No.
Kent. Was this before the king return'd ?
C(^n. No, since
Kent. Well, sir, the poor distress'd Lear's in the

town.
Who sometime, in his better tune, remembers
What we are come about, and by no means
AVill yield to see his daughter.

Gen.
'

Why, good sir ?

Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows him : liis own
unkindness

That stripp'd her from his benediction, turn'd her
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights
To his dog-hearted daugliters,—these'things sting
His mind so venomously, that burning shame
Detains him from Cordelia.
Gen. Alack, poor gentleman 1

Kent. Of Albany's and CornwaU's powers you
heard not ?

Ge}i. 'Tis so, they are afoot.
Kent. Well, sir, I'll bring you to our master Lear,

And leave you to attend liim : some dear cause
Will in concealment wrap me up a while ;

When I am known aright, you shall not grieve
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go
Along with me. {Exeunt.

SCENE \V.—A Tent.

Enter Cordelia, Physician, and Soldiers.

Cor. Alack, 'tis he : why, he was met even now
As mad as the vex'd sea ; singing aloud :

Crown'd with rank fumiter. and furrow weeds.
With harlocks. hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers.
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow
In our sustaining corn.—A century send forth ,

Search every acre in the high-grown field.

And bring him to our eye.

—

\Exit an Officer.

What can man's wisdom,
In restoring his bereaved sense ?

He. that helps him, take all my outward worth.
Phy. There is means, madam :

Our foster-nurse of nature is repose,
The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him
Are many simples operative, whose power
AVill close the eye of anguish.

f-ir. All bless'd secrets.
All you impublish'd virtues of the earth.
Spring with my tcirs ! be aidant and remediate
In the good man's distress !—Seek, seek, for him

!

Lest his vmgovern'd rage dissolve the life

1 hat wants the means to lead it.

KING LEAR. Act 4.

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. News, madam.

The British powers are marching hitherward.
Cor. 'Tis known before ; our preparation stands

In e.xpectation of them.—O dear father,
It is thy business that I go about

;

Therefore great France
My mourning, and important tears, hath pitied.
No blown ambition doth our arms incite.
But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right.
Soon may I hear and see hnii i

'

yE.xeimt.

SCENE v.— A Room in Gloster's Castle.

Enter Regan and Oswald.
Res^. Biit are my brother's powers set forth?
Oslo. Ay, madam.
AVo-. Himself in person there?
Os7v. Madam, with much ado

;

Your sister is the better soldier.
Re^. Lord Edmund spake not ivith your lord at

home ?

Oslo. No, madam.
Re.ir. What might import my sister's letter to him ?
Os7o. I know not, lady.
Reg. 'Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter.

It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out,
To let him live : where he arrives he moves
.VU hearts against us : Ednmnd, I think, is gone
In pity of his misery, to despatch
His nighted life ; moreover, to descry
The strength o' the enemy.
Osw. I must needs after him, madam, with my

letter.

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow : stay with us ;The ways are dangerous.

, P"'^\ 1 may not. madam

:

My lady charg'd my duty in this business.
Reg. Why should she write to Edmund? Mighl

not you
Transport her purposes by word ? Belike
Something— I know not what :—I'll love thee much :

Let me unseal the letter.
Osw. Madam, I had rather—
Reg. I know your lady does not love her husband

,

I am sure of that : and, at her late being here.
She gave strange eyeliads, and most speaking looks
To noble Edmund. I know you are of her bosom.

Os7o. I, madam ?

Reg. I speak in understanding: you are, I know it

;

Therefore 1 do advise you, take this note :

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talkd ;And more convenient is he for my hand,
Than for your lady's :—you may gather more.
If you do find him, pray you, give him this ;

And when your mistress hears thus much from you,
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her.
So, fare you well.
If you do chancetohear of that blind traitor.
Preferment falls on him that cuts him olf.

Os-o. Would I could meet him, madam ! I would
What party I do follow. (show

^'<s'. Fare thee well. \_Exciint.

SCENE Vl.~Thc Country war Dozer.

Enter Gloster, and Edgar dressed like a peasant
Glo. When shall I come to the top of that same hill?
Edg. You do climb up it now ; look, how we labour.
Glo. Methinks the ground is even.
f^i^g- Horrible stec])

;

Hark, do you hear the sea?
Glo. No. truly.
Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imperfect

By your eyes' anguish.
Clo. So may it be, indeed.

.Methinks thy voice is .altered ; and thou speak'st
In better phrase and matter than thou didst.
Edg. You're much deceiv'd; in nothing am I

chang'd
But in my garments.

Glo. Methinks you're better spoken.
Edg. Come on, sir ; here's the place : stand still. -^

How fearful
And dizzy 'tis, to cast one's eyes so low I

The croyvs, and choughs, that wing the midway air,
Show scarce so gross as beetles: half vv.iv down
Hangs one that gathers samphire, dreadful trade ;
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Metliinks he seems no biifgcr tlian his head :

The fishcrin-jn, that walk upon tlie beach,
Appear like mice ; and yon tall anchoring bark,
Diminish'il to her cock ; her cock, a buoy
Almost too small for sight : the murmurinjj surL^e

That on tlie unnumbered idle peliblcs chafes.
Cannot be heard so hijjh.— I'll look no more

;

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient siglit

Topple down headlong.
Old. Set me where you stand.

liiiff. Give me your liand : you are now within .1

foot
Of the extreme verffe : for all beneath the moon
Would I not leap upright.

Gio. Let go my hand.
Here, friend, is another purse ; m it, a jewel
Well worth a poor man's taking : fairies and gods
I'rosper it with thee ! Go thou further off ;

iijtl me farewell, and let me hear thee going.

Edf. Now fare you well, good sir.

<;/t>. With all my heart.

EdtT' \_Aside.] \i\\y I do trifle thus with liis despair.

Is done to cure it.

Clo. O you mighty gods I

This world I do renounce, and. in your sights,

Shake patiently my great affliction oil;

I f I could bear it lo]iger, and not fall

To quarrel with your great opposeless will;..

My snutT, and loathed part of nature, should
Burn itself. If Edgar live, O, bless him !—
Now. fellow, fare thee well.

Edi. Gone, sir:—farewell

—

[Gloster Ua/>s. and/alls a'o7,

\y4stde ] And yet I know not how conceit may rob
The treasury of life, when life itself

Yields to the theft : had he been where he thought,
By this, had thought been past.— Alive, or dead?
i
To Glo, ) Ho, you sir I friend !—Hear you, sir?

—

speak !

—

Thus might he pass indeed ;—yet he revives.

What are you, sir!

0/0. Away, and let me die.

id£r Hadst thou been aught but gossamer, fea-

thers, air.

So many fathom down precipitating.

Thou 'dst shivered like an egg : but thou dost breathe ;

Hast heavy substance, bleed st not; speak'st ; art

sound.
Ten masts at each make not the altitude,

\\'hich thou hast perpendicularly fell

;

Thy life's a miracle. Speak yet again.
(;/ii. But have I fallen, or no?
Edg^. From the dread summit of this chalky bourn.

Look up a-height ;—the shrill-gorg'd lark so far

Cannot be seen or heard : <lo but look up.
G/o. Alack, 1 have no eyes.—

Is wretchedness depriv'd that benefit.

To end itself by ileath ? "Twas yet some comfort,
When misery couhl beguile the tyrant's rage.
And frustrate his proud will.

Edjt^. Give mc your arm :

Up:—=0.—Howist? Feel you your legs V You stand
Oia Too well, too well.

Edtr- This is above all strangeness.
Upon the crown o the clilf, what thing was that
A\ hich parted from you ?

G.'a A poor unfortunate beggar.
/riiV- A.S I stood here below, methought his eyes

Were two full moons ; he had .1 lliousand noses,
Horns whelk'd and wav'd like the enridged sea :

It w.-is some fiend ; therefore, thou happy father.
Think that the clearest gofis, who make them honours
Of men's impossibilities, have preserv'd thee.

O/c. I do remember n'jw : henceforth I'll bear
Affliction, till it do cry out itself, |of
' Etw:i!;h, enoU);h," and die. "That thing you speak
I iMok it for .'I man : often 'tv/ould say,
' The fioid. the/itnd :" he led me to that place.

lid.;. Bear free and patient thoughts.—But who
comes here?

Eiiler l^KAT./aiilastuitUy dressed tvUhJloweis.
The vifer sense will ne'er acconmiodate
His master thus.

I.car. No, they cannot touch me for coining ; I am
the king himself. ,

Ed:;. O, Jhou side-piercing sight 1

I.ear. Nature's above art in ifiat respect. Th.re's
V'our ijress-money. That fellow handles his bmv like

a crow-keeper: draw me a clothier's yard.— Look,
look, a mouse I Peace, nc.ice ; — this piece of
Coasted cheese will do 't.—There's my gtiuntlet ; I'll

Ijrove it on a giant.—Bring up the brown bills.— (J.

\vell flown, bird !— i' the clout, i' the clout ; hcugh 1

—

Give the word.
Edg. Sweet marjoram.
Lear. Pass.
Glo. I know that voice.
Lear. Ha 1 Goneril !—with a white beard I—They

llatter'd me like a dog ; and told me, I had white
hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were there.
To say "ay," and "no," to everything I said.

—

"Ay "and "no," too, ivas no good divinity. When
the rain came to wet me once, and the wind to make
me chatter ; when the thunder would not peace at my
bidding ; there I found them, there I smelt them out.
Go to, they are not men o' their words : they told me
I was everythln.g ; 'lis a lie, 1 am not ague-proof.

Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remenxbcr

:

Is't not the king'^
Lear. Ay, every inch a king

;

When I do stare, see how the subject quakes.
I pardon that man's life.—What was thy cause ';

—

.\dultery ':—
Thou shalt not die : die for adultery ! No

:

The wren goes to 't, and the small gilded fly

Does lecher in my sight.

Let copulation thrive ; for Gloster's bastard sen
Wets kinder to his father, than my daughters
Got 'tween the lawful sheets.
To 't Iu.\ury, pell-mell I for I lack soldiers.

—

Behold yon simpering dame,
A\'liose face between her forks presageth snov.-

;

That minces virtue, and does shake the lie.id

To liear of pleasure's nanje
;

The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to 't

"W'ith a more riotous appetite.
Down from the waist they are centaurs.
Though women all above :

But to the girdle do the gods inherit.

Beneath is' all the fiends'; there's hell, there's dark-
ness, there is the sulphurous pit, burning, scaldln.g.
stench, consumption;—fie, fie, fie! pah, pah I Give
me an ounce of civet, good apotliecary, to sweeten
my imagination : there's money for thee.

Glo. O, let me kiss that hand 1

Lear. Let me wipe it first ; it smells of mortality.
Glo. O ruin'd piece of nature ! This great world

Shall so wear out to nought.—Dost thou know me?
Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost

thou squiny at me ? No, do thy worst, bliiid Cui)irl

;

I'll not love.—Read thou this challenge: mark but
the penning of it.

Glo. 'Were all the letters suns. I could not see one.
Edg. \.Aside.\ I would not take this from report:

.\nd my heart breaks at it. [it is,

Lear. Read.
Glo. What, with the case of eyes ?
Lear. O, ho, are you there with me? No eyes in

your head, nor no money in your purse ! Your eyes
are in a heavy case, your purse in a light : yet you
see how this world goes.

Glo. I see it feelingly.
Lear. What, art mad? A man may see how this

world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : see
how yon justice rails upon yon simple thief Hark, in
thine ear: change places; .ind. handy-dandy, which
IS the justice, which is the thief? Thou hast seen a
farmer s dog bark at a beggar J

Glo. Ay, sir.

Lear. And the creature run from the ciir? There
ihou mightst behold the great hnage of authority : a
:lo^'s oliey'd in oflice.

—

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand !

VVliy dost thou lash that whore? Strip thiJic own
back

;

Thou holly lust'st to use her in that kind
I'or which thou whipp'st her. The usurer hangs the

cozener.
Through t.itter'.l clothes sm.all vices do appear

;

Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate ,sm with gold,
And the strong l.mce of justice hurtless breaks

;

Ann it in rags, a pigmy's slraw dolh pierce it.

None docs offend, none.— I s.ay none ; I'll .ible 'em:
Take that of me, my friend, who li.ive the jxower
To se.ll the accuser s lips. Gel thee glass eye-,

j

And, like a scurvy politician, seem
N N
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To see the lhin>;5 thou dost not.—Now, now. now.
Pull olTmy boots :—harder, harder :—so. (now

;

lid^. [Aside-. \ O, matter and hnpertinency mix'd:
Reason in madness I

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes.

I know tliee well enough ; thy name is Gloster

;

Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither :

Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air,

We wawl and cry. I. will preach to thee : mark me.
Glo. Alack 1 alack the day !

Lear. When we are born, we cry that we are come
To this great stage of fools.—this a good block :

—

It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe
A troop of horse with felt : I'll put it in proof;
And when I have stolen upcn these sons-in-law.
Then, kill, kill, kiU, kill, kill, kill

!

Enter Gentleman, TLiitii Attendants.
Gen. O, here he is : lay hand upon him.—Sir,

Vour most dear daughter

—

Zfrt^. No rescue? What, a prisoner? I am even
The natural fool of fortune.— Use me well

;

You shall have ransom. Let me have a surgeon.
I am cut to the brains.
Gen. You shall have anything.
Lear. No seconds? AH myself?

Why, this would make .a man a man of salt.

To use his eyes for garden water-pots,
Ay, and laying autumn's dust.
Gen. Good sir,—
Lear. I will die bravely.

Like a smug bridegroom. What 1 I will be jovial

:

Come, come ; I am a king, my masters, know you
that?

Gen. You are a royal one, and we obey you.
Lear. Then there's life in it. Nay, an you get it,

you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa.

[Exit. Attendants/o//D7t'.

Gen. A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch.
Pa ,t speaking of in a king !—Thou hast one daughter.
Who redeems nature from the general curse
Which twain have brought her to.

Edg. Hail, gentle sir 1

Gen. Sir, speed you : what's your will?

Ed^. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward 'l

Gen. Most sure, and vulgar: every one hears that,

Which can distinguish sound.
Ed^. But, by your favour.

How near 's the other army?
Gen. Near, and on speedy foot ; the main descry

Stands on the hourly thought.
Edg-. I thank you, sir : that's all.

Gen. Though that the queen on special cause is

Her army is inov'd on. [here,

Eds. I thank you, sir.

[Exit Gentleman.
Glo. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from mc

;

I,et not my worser spirit tempt me again
To die before you please 1

Edg. Well pray you, father.

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you ?

Edg. A most poor man, made tame to fortune's

blows

;

Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows.
Am pregnant to good pity. Give mc your hand,
I'll lead you to some biding.

Glo. Hearty thanks

:

The bounty and the benison of heaven
To boot, and boot 1

Enter Oswald.
OsTU. A proclaim'd prize ! Most happy !

That eyeless head of thine was first fram'd flesh

To raise my fortunes.—Thou old unhappy traitor.

Briefly thyself remember :—the sword is out
That must destroy thee.

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand
Put strength enough to it. [Edgar interfoses.

Oslo. Wh.erefore, bold peasant,

Dar'st thou support a published traitor ? Hence

:

Lest that infection of his fortune take
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm.
Edz. Ch 'ill not let go, zir, without varther 'casion.

Osiu. Let go. slave, or thou diest.

Eds;. Gootl gentlemen, go your gait, and let poor
volk pass. And ch'ud ha been zwapger'd out of my
life, 'twould not ha" been zo long as 'tis by a vortnight.

Nay, come not near the old man; keep out, che
vor'yc, or Ise try whether your costard or my ballo\v

l)c the harder. Ch 'ill be plain with you

KING LEAR. Act ^>

Oslo. Out. dunghill

!

Edg. C)i 'ill pick your teeth, zir; come, no matter
vor your loins.

[ Theyjight ; and Edgar knocks him doiun.
Oslo. Slave, thou hast slain me : villain, take my

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; f purse

:

And give the letters, which thou find'st .about me,
To Edmund earl of Gloster ; seek him out
Upon the British party :—O, untimely death 1

[Dies.

Edg. I know thee well ; a serviceable villain;

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress.
As badness would desire.

Glo. What, is he dead?
Edg. Sit you down, f.ather ; rest you.

—

Let's see his pockets : these letters, that he speaks of,

May be my friends.—He's dead : 1 am onlj' sorry
He had no other deathsman.—Let us see ;

—

Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not

:

To know our enemies' minds, we'd rip their hearts

,

Their papers, is more lawful.

[Keads.] *^ Let our reciprocal voius be remembered.
Yon have jnnny opportunities to cut him off: ifyour
will luant 7tot^ time and place luill be fruitfully
offered. There is nothing done, if he return the
conqueror : then am I tlie prisoner, and his Oed 7ny
gaol ; from the loathed loarmth whereofdeliver me,
and supply the place foryour labour.

" Yonr (ivife, so I mould say)
" affectionate seruant,

"GONERIL."
nndistinguish'd space of woman's will

!

."V plot upon her virtuous husband's life ;

And the exchange, my brother I—Here, in the. sands,
Thee I'll rake up, the post unsanctified
Of murderous lechers : and, in the mature time.
With this ungracious paper strike the sight
Of the death-practis'd duke: for him 'tis well,
Tliat of thy death and business I can tell.

Glo. The king is mad : how stiff is my vile sense.
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling
Of my huge sorrows 1 Better I were distract

:

So should my thoughts be sever'd from my griefs •

And woes, by \7ron^ imaginations, lose
The knowledge of tnemselves.
Edg. Give me your hand :

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum

:

Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend.
[Exeunt.

SCENE 'VII.—^ Tent in the French Camp.
Lear on a bed, asleep : Physician, Gentleman, and

others, attendifig. Enter Cordelia and Kent.

Cor. O thou good Kent ! how shall I live and work.
To match thy goodness? My life will be too short.

And every measure fail me.
A'ent. To be acknowledged, madam, is o'er-paid-

AU my reports go with the modest truth

;

Nor more, nor clipp'd, but so.

Cor. Be better suited :

These weeds are memories of those worser hours :

1 pr'ythee, put them off.

A'ent. Pardon, dear madam ;

Vet to be known shortens my made intent

:

My boon I make it. that yoii know me not,
Till time and 1 think meet.

Cor. Then be 't so, my good lord.—j To the Phy
;

How does the king?
Phy. Madam, sleeps still.

Cor. O yon kind gods.
Cure this great breach in his abused nature I

The untun d and jarring senses, O, wind up
Of this child-changed father!
Phy. So please your in.ijesty.

That we may wake the king: he nath slept long
Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed

r the sw.ay of your own will. Is he array'd?
Gen. Ay, madam; in the heaviness of sleep,

We put fresh garments on him.
Phy. Be by", good madam, when we do awake him;

I doubt not of liis temperance.
Cor. Very well.

P/iy. Please you, draw near.—Louder the music
there.

Cor. O my dear father I Restoration, hang
Thy medicine cm my lips; and let this kiss
Repair those violent h.iriiis, that my two sisters

Have in thy reverence made 1
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Kent. Kind and dear princess
Cor. Had you not been their father, these white

flakes
Had cnalleu^'d pity of tlieiti. AVas this a face
To be cxpos'tl ajjanist tlie warrin;^ winds ?

To stand ajpiinst the deep dread^olted thunder?
In the most terrible and nimble stroke
Of quick, cross lightning ? to watch {poor perdu !)

With this thin helm ? Mine enemy's dog.
Though he had bit me, should have stood that night
Against my fire ; and wast thiiu fain, poor father.
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn.

In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack

!

'Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once
Had not concluded all.—He wakes ; speak to him.
P/iy. Madam, do you ; tis fittest.

Cor. How does my royal lord? How fares you
majesty ?

Ltar. You do me wrong, to take me oiit o' the
grave :

—

Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound
Ujjon a wheel of fire, tliat mine own tears
Do scald like molten lead.
Cor. Sir, do you know me ?

Lenr. You are a spirit, I know : when did you
die ?

Cor. Still, still, far wide.
i'hy. He's scarce awake : let him alone a while.
Lear. AVhere have 1 been? "Where am I?—Fair

day-light ?—
I am mightily abus'd.—I should even die with pity.

To see another thus.— I know not what to say.

—

I will not swear these are my hands :—let's see ;

I feel this pin prick. Would I were assur'd
Uf my condition !

Cor. O, look upon me, sir.

And hold j'our hands in benediction o'er me :

—

No. sir, you must not kneel
/.car. Pray, do not mock me

:

I am a very foolish fond old man,
Fourscore and upward, not an hour more or less

;

And, to deal plainly,

1 fear I am not in my perfect mind.
Methinks I should Know you, and know this man;
Yet I am doubtful ; for I am mainly ignorant
What place this is ; and all the skill I have
Remembers n.it these garments ; nor I know not
Where I did lo(lL;e last night. Do not laugh at me

;

Hnr. as I am a man, I think this lady
Tu be my child Cordelia.
Cor. And so I am, I am !

Lear. Beyour tears wet? Yes, 'faith. I pray, weep
not:

I f you have poLson for me, I will drink it.

I know you do not love me ; for your sisters
1 Live, a-^ I do remember, done me wrong

:

You have some cause, they have not.
Cor. No cause, no cause.
Lear. Am I in France ?

J^ettt. In your own kingdom, sir.

Lear. Do not abuse me.
Phy. Be comforted, good madam: the great

You see, is cur'd in him : and yet it is danger
To make him even o'er the time lie has lost.

Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more.
Til! further settling.

Cor. Will t please your highness walk?
I-ear. You must bear with me

:

Pray you now, forget and forgive : I am old and
foolish.

[/xeutit Lear. CordeIi.-i, Physician.
and Attendants.

Crit. Holds it true, sir, that the duke of Cornwall
w IS so slain ?

Ken!. Most certain, sir.

6c«. Who is conductor of his people?
K'ent. As 'tis said, the bastard son of Glostcr.
Cen. They say Edg.ir, his banished son, is with the

carl of Kent in Germany.
Kent. Report is changeable 'Tis time to

lo';k about ; the powers of the kin^rdom approacli
ajKice,

Cent. The arbitrcmcnt is like to be bloody. Fare
you well, sir.

'
[Iixil.

Kent. My point and period will be thoroughly
wrought.

Or well or ill, ;is this cl.iy's battle "s fought. \Ilxit

ACT V.

SCENE I.— The Camp o/ the British Forces, near
Dover.

Enter, -uith drum and colours, Edmund, Regan,
Officers, Soldiers, and others.

Edm. Know of the duke, if his last purpose hold

;

Or whether since he is advis'd by auglit
To change the course : he's full of alteration.
And self-reproving:—bring his constant pleasure.

[
To an Officer, "oho ^oes out.

Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried.
Edm. 'Tis to be doubted, madam.
Re.£r- Now, sv/cet lord.

You know the goodness I intend upon you :

Tell me,—but truly,—but then speak the truth.
Do you not love luy sister?
Edm. In honour'd love.
Res. But have you never found my brother's way

To tile forefended place?
Edm. That thought abuses you.
AV,c. I am doubtful that you have been conjunct

And bosom'd with her, as far as we call hers.
Edm. No, by mine honour, madam.
Res;. I never shall endure her : dear my lord,

Be ni^t familiar with her.
Ed»i. Fear me not :—

She, and the duke her husband.
Enter Albany, Goneril, and Soldiers.

Con. [Aside. \ I had rather lose the battie, than that
sister

Should loosen him and me.
Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met.

—

Sir, this I hear,—the king is come to his daughter.
With others, whom the rigour of our state
Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honest,
I never yet was valiant : for this business.
It toucheth us, as France Invades our land.
Not bolds the king, with others, whom, I fear.
Most just and heavy causes make oppose.
Ed7n. Sir, you speak nobly.
Re.K": Why is this reason'di
Con. Combine together "gainst the enemy ;

For these domestic and particular broils
Are not the question here.

'/''*• Let's then determine
With the ancient of war on our proceedings.
Edm. I shall attend you presently at your tent.
Re£;. Sister, you'll go with us '!

Con. No.
R'X- 'Tis most convenient ; pray you, go mth us.
Gon. [Aside.] O, ho 1 I know the riddle.—{-'/^''''.i^l

1 will go.
As tliey are soing out enter Edgar, disguised.

Edjr. If e'er your grace had speech with man so
Hear ine one word. tpoor.

^''*. I'll overtake you.—Speak.
[Exeunt Erliiiund, Regan, Goneril.

Officers, Soldiers, <j<;rf Attendants.
Ed^. Before you fight the battle, ojie this letter.

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound
Fur him that brought it : wretched though I seem,
I can produce a champioti that will prove
What is avouched there. If you miscarry.
Your business of the world hath so an end,
i\nt[ machination ceases. F'ortune love you !

At/i. Stay till I have read the letter.

•'^''r- I was forbid it.

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry.
And I'll appear again.

| Ex!t Edgar.
yUi. Why, fare Ihee well : I will o'crlook thy paper

Re-enter Edmund.
Edm. The enemy's in view ; draw up your powers

Here is Ihe guess of their true strength and forces
By diligent iliscovery ;—but your haste
Is now urg'd on you.
Ai». We will greet the time. [Ei-it.
Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn my love ;

l-:.icl, jealous of the other, .-is the stung
Are .if the adder. Which of them sh^UI I t.ake?
liotli ? one? or neither? Neither can be enjoy 'd.

If both remain alive : to take the widow,
li.x;isperatcs, makes mad, ner sister (ioneril

;

And hardly shall I c.irry ooi my side.
Her husband bilng alive. .N'ow, then, we'll usp
His I ..unlenance l.ir the Kittle ; which being done
Let her, who would be rid of him. devise
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His speedy taking off. As for the mercy
Whicli lie intends to Lear, and to Cordelia,—
The battle done, and they within our power.
Shall never see his pardon ; for my state

S'tands on me to defend, not to debate. [Ext/.

SCENE II.—A Field between the t-jio Camps.

Ahxritni luitkin^ Enter, itiith dmni and colours.

Lear, Cordelia, and their forces ; and cxeimt.
Enter Edgar and Gloster.

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree

For your good host ; pray that the right may tlirive :

If ever I return to you again,
I'll bring you comfort.
do. Grace go ivith you, sir t

\Exit Edgar.
Alarum : aftenuards a retreat. Re-enter Edgar.
Eds- Away, old man, give me thy hand, away :

King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en

:

Give me thy hand ; come on.
Glo. No further, sir ; a man may rot even here.
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again! Men must

endure
Their going hence, even as their coming hither:
Ripeness is all. Come on.

O'/tf. And that's true too
[Exeunt.

SCENE \\\.— The British Camp, Jimr Dover.

Enter, in conquest, -with drum aJid colours, Edmund ;

Lear a^rf Cordelia, as prisoners ; Captain, Offi-

cers, Soldiers, &c.

Edm. Some officers take them .iway ; good guard.
Until their greater pleasures first be known,
That are to censure them

Cor. We are not the first.

Who. with best meaning, have incurr'd the worst.

For tliee, oppressed king, am I cast down ;

iMyself^ could else out-frown false fortune's frown.
Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters?

Lear. No, no, no, no ! Come, let's away to prison :

We two alone will sing like birds \ the cage :

When thou dost ask me blessing, I'll kneel down.
And ask of thee forgiveness : so we'll live,

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues
r.ilk of court news ; and we'll talk with them too,

—

Who loses, and who wins ; who's in, who's out

;

And take upon 's the mystery of things.

As if we >vere God's spies : and we'll wear out.

In a wall'd prison, packs and sets of great ones,
'i'liat ebb and flow by the moon.
Ed.n. Take them away.
Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, [thee

The gods tnemselves throw incense. Have I caught
He that parts us shall bring a brand from heaven.
And fire us hence like foxes Wipe thine eyes ;

The goujeers shall devour them, flesh and fell.

Ere they shall make us weep : we 11 see them starve
first.

Come. \Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, f-Kizn^cif.

Edm. Come hither, captain ; hark.

Take thou this note; [Giving' a paper,] go follow
them to prison

:

One step I have advanc'd thee : if thou dost
As this instnicts thee, thou dost make thy way
To noble fortunes : know thou this.—that men
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded
Does not become a sword :—thy great emploj-ment
Will not bear question ; either say thou 'll do t,

Ur thrive by other means.
Capf. 111 do 't. my lord.

Ed>n. About it ; and write happy, when thou 'st

Mark,—1 say, instantly ; and carry it so, (done.

A-, 1 have set it down.
Capt. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats ;

If it be man's work, I will do it. [E.vit.

Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, Oflicers,

and Attendants.
Alt'. Sir. you have shown to-day your valiant strain,

An.l fortune led you well : you have the captives
Who were the opjiosites of^this day's strife ;

Wc do require them of you, so to use them.
As we shall find their merits and our safety
jNiay ctjually determine.
Edm. Sir. T thought it fit

To send the old and miserable king

Aas.
To some retention, and appointed guard

;

\Vhose age has charms in it, whose' title more.
To pluck the comiuon bosom on his side.

And turn our impressd lances in our eyes.
Which do command them. With him I sent the queen

,

My reason all the same ; and they are ready
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear
\Vhere you shall hold your session. At this time
We sweat and bleed : the friend hath lost his friend ;

And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs'd
By those that teel their sharpness ;

—

The question of Cordelia and her father
Requires a fitter place.
Alb. Sir, by your patience,

I hold you but a subject of this war.
Not as a brother.

Res: That's as we list to grace him.
Methinks our pleasure might have been demanded.
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers ;

Bore the commission of my place and person
;

The which immediacy may well st.and up.
And call itoOlf your brother.
Con. Not so hot

:

In his own grace he doth exalt himself.
More than m your addition.

Re^;: In my rights.

By me invested, he compeers the best.

Gon. That were the most, if he should husband you,
Re^. Jesters do oft prove prophets.
Gon. Holla, hollai

That eye, that told you so, look'd but asquint.

Res;. Lady, I am not well; else I should answ^c
From a full-flowing stomach.—General,
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony

;

Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine :

Witness the world, that I create thee here
My lord and master.
Gon. Mean you to enjoy him?
^ttb. The let-alone lies not in your good will.

Edtn. Nor in thine, lord.

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes.

Ret^. [To Edmund] Let the drum strike, and prove
iny title thine.

Alb. Stay yet : hear reason.—Edmund, I arrest thee
On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest,

[Pointing to Gon. J This gilded serpent.—For your
claim, fair sister,

I bar it in the interest ofmy wife :

'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord.

And I, her husband, contr.adict your banns.
If you will marry, make your love to me.
My lady is bespoke.
Gon. An interlude !

Alb. Thou art arm'd, Gloster :—let the trumpet
sound :

If none appear to prove, upon thy person.
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons.
There is my pledge; [Throwing down a s'loz'C,] I'll

prove it on thy heart.

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less

"Than I have here proclaim'd thee.
Reg-. Sick, O sick I

Gon. \Aside.] If not, I'll ne'er trust poiijon.

Edm. There's my exchange : [Throwing down a
glove,] what in the world he is

That names me traitor, villain-like he lies

;

Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach.
On him, on you. (who not?) I will maintain
My truth and honour firmly.

Alb. A herald, ho !

Edm. A herald, ho ! a hernld I

Alb. Trust to thy single virtue , for thy soldiers,

-A 11 levied in my name, have in my name
Took their discharge.
Reg. My sickness grows upon me.

Enter a Herald.
Alb. She is not well ; convey her to my tent.

[E.rit Regan, led.

Come hither, herald,—let the trumpet sound,—
And read out this.

Ojffi. Sound, trumpet I [A frttmpet sounds.
Herald reads.

" If any man of Quality, or degree, within the list

0/ the army, -7t>ill tnaintain upon Edmund, supposed
earl of Gloster, that he is a manifold traitor, let him
appear at the third sound of tite trumpet : he is bold

tn his defence."
Edm, Sound I [i Trumpet.



Scene 3.

Iter. Ajjain ! [2 Trumfet.
lUr. Airainl [3 Trmnpet.

{ Trumpet ans'wers within.
I'nUr'EA^riX, armed, preceded by a trumpet.

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears
Upon this call o' the trumpet.
Her. Whst are you t

Vourname! your quality? and why you answer
This present summons!

lid-.:. Know, my name is lost

;

By treason's tooth-bane .^nawn, and canker-bit:
Yet am I noble as the adversary
1 come to cope withal.

Alb. Which is that adversary ?

Edg. What 's he that speaks for Edmund earl of
Gloster?

ndm. Himself:—what say'st thou to him ?

F.dz. Draw thy sword,
That, if my speech offend a noble heart.
Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine.
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours.
My oath, and my profession : 1 protest,

—

Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and eminence.
Despite thy victor sword and fire-new fortune.
Thy v.ilo'.ir and thy heart,—thou art a traitor

;

False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father;
Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince ;

And, from the e.xtremest upward of thy head,
To the descent and dust below thy foot,

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou " No,"
This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak.
Thou Ivst
hdm. In wsdom, I should ask thy name ;

But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike,
And that thy tongue some say of breeding breathes.
What safe and nicely I might well delay
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn

:

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ;

With the hell-hated lie o"erwhelm thy heart

;

^\'hich.—for they yet glance by. and scarcely bruise,

—

This sword of mine shaU give tliem instant way.
Where they shall rest for ever—Trumpets, speak !

\A laritms . Theyjight. Edmund /;i//.t.

Alb. Save nim, save him!
Gon. This is practice, Gloster :

By the law of arms, thou wast not bound to .nnswer
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish'd.
But cozen'd and beguil'd.
Alb. Shut your mouth, dame ;

Or with this paper shall I stop it :—hold, sir

;

Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil :

—

No tearing, lady ; I perceive you know it.

\Gives the letter to Edmund.
Gon. Say, if I do,—the laws are mine, not thine :

Who can arraigii me for 't ?

Alb. Most monstrous I

Know'st thou this paper!
Gon. Ask me not what I know.

{Ilxil

Alb. Co after her : she 's desperate ; govern her.

[ To an Officer, who goes eitt.

Hdm. What have you charg'd me with, that have 1

done;
And more, much more ; the time will bring it out

:

Tis past, and so am 1.—But what art thou.
That hast this fortune on me* If thou rt noble,
1 do forgive thee.

P-dg. Let's exchange charity.

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund ;

If more, the more thou hast wrong'd me.
My name is Edgar, .and thy father's son.

The gods are jut, and of our pleasant vices
Make instruments to plague us

:

The dark and vicious place where thee he got.
Cost him his eyes.
Hdm. Thou h.ist spoken right, 'tis true

;

The wheel has come full circle ; 1 am here.
.-//*. .Metliouglit the very gait did prophesy

A roy.al nobleness :— I must embrace thee

;

I^t sorrow split my heart, if ever 1

Did hate thee, or thy father I

r.dj;. Worthy prince, I know 't.

Alb. Where have you hid yourself ?

How have you known the miseries of your father?
lul^; By nursing thcin, my lord.— I.ist a brief

talc :—
And. when 'tis tcid O that my heart would burst !

-
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The bloody proclamation to escape.
That lollow'd ine so near, (O, our lives' sweetness
That we the pain of death would hourly die,

Rather than die at once I) taught me to shift

Into a madman's rags ; to assume a semblance
That very dogs disdaind ; and in this habit
Met I my father with his bleeding rings,
Their precious stones new lost : became his guide.
Led him, begg'd for him, sav'd him from despair;
Never (O fault I) reveai'd myself unto him.
Until some half hour past, when I was arm'd ;

Not sure, though hoping, of this good success,
I ask'd his blessing, and from first to last

Told him my pilgrimage : but his fiaw'd heart,
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !)

'Twi.xt two extremes of passion, joy and grief.

Burst smilingly.
Edm. This speech of yours hath mov'd me,

.\nd shall, perchance, do good : but speak you on

;

You look as you had something more to say.
Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in ;

For I am almost ready to dissolve.

Hearing of this.

Edg. This would have seem'd a period
To such as love not sorrow ; but anotlier.

To amplify too much, would make much more,
.\nd top extremity.
Whilst 1 was big in clamour, came there a man,
Who, having seen me in my worst estate,

.Shunn'd my abhorr'd society ; but then, finding
Who 'twas that so endur'd, with his strong arms
He fasten'd on my neck, and bellow'd out
.\.s he'd burst heaven ; threw him on my father

;

Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him.
That ever ear receiv'd : which in recounting.
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life

Began to crack : twice then the trumpet sounded,
.\nd there I left him, tranc'd.
Alb. Butwho was this?

Edg. Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent ; who in dis-

guise
Follow'd his enemy king, and did him service
Improper for a slave.

Enter a Gentleman /utstily, with a bloody knife.
Gent. Help, help, O help

!

Edg. What kind of help ?

Alb. Speak, man.
Edg. ^Vhat means that bloody knife ?

Gent. 'Tis hot. it smokes

;

It came even from the heart of—0. she's dead

!

Alb. Who dead? speak, man.
Gent. Your lady, sir. your lady: and her sister

By ner is poison'd ; she hath confess'd it.

Ed>n I was contracted to them both : all three
Now marry in an instant.

Edg. Here comes Kent.
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead 1

—

This judgment of the heavens, that makes us
tremble.

Touches us not with pitj'. \Exit Gentleman.
Enter Kent.

O. is this he?
The time will not allow the compliment.
Which very manners urges.
Kent. I am come

To bid iny king and master aye good night

:

Is he not liere 't

Alb. Great thing of us forgot

!

Speak, Edmund, where s the king? and where's
Cordelia ?

—

Seest thou this object, Kent!
Kent. Alack, why thus?

(
The bodies fl/Goneril and Regan are

brought in.

Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd :

The one the other poison'd for my sake,
And after slew herself.

Alb. Even so.—Cover their faces.

Edm. I pant for life ;—some good I mean to do,
Despite of^mine own nature Quickly send,—
lie brief in it,—to the castle ; for my writ

Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia :—
.N'.'\y, send in time.
Alb. Run, run, O run I

Edg. To whom, my lord!—Who ha5 the office?

Thy token of reprieve. (send
hdm. Well thought 011 : Lake my sword.

Give it the captain
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/lib. Haste thee, for thy life.

Kdin. He hath commission from my wife and nie

To hang- Cordelia in the prison, and
To lay the blame upon her own despair,

That she fordid herself.

.-lib. The gods defend her!—Bear him hence a
while. [Edmund is borne off.

Enter Lear. luHk Cordelia dead in his arms ;

Edjjar, Officer, and others.

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl!—0, you arc men
of stones!

Had I your tonijues and eyes, I'd use litem so

That heaven's "vaults should crack.—She's j;one for

ever !—
I know when one is dead, and when one lives ;

She's dead as earth. Lend me a lookintr-glaEs

;

if that her breath shall mist or stain the stone,

Wliy, then she lives.

Kent. Is this the prorais'd end?
Ed^. Or image of that horror ?

Aib. Fall, and cease

!

Lear. This feather stirs : she lives ! if it be so,

It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows
That ever I have felt,

Kent. \Knee!ing.\ O, my good master !

Lear. Prythee, away.
Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend.

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all

!

I might have sav'd her ; now, she's gone for ever !—
Cordelia, Cordelia ! stay a little. Ha !

What is 't thou say'st ?—Her voice was ever soft.

Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman.

—

1 kill'd the slave that was a hanging thee.

Off. 'Tis true, my lord, he did.

Lear. Did I not, fellow ?

I have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion

I would have made them skip : I am old now,
And these same crosses spoil me.—Who are you !

Mine eyes are not c' the best :— I'll tell you straight.

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hated,

One of them we behold.
Lear. This is a dull sight :—are you not Kent

!

Kent. The same,

your servant Kent. Where is your servant Caius 1

Lear. He's a good fellow. I can tell vou that

;

He'll strike, and quickly too :—He's dead and rotten.

Kettt. No. my good lord : I am the very man—
l,car. I'll see that straight.

Kent. That, from your first of difference and decay,
Have foUow'd your sad steps.

KING LEAR. Act 5.

Lear. you are welcome h'rfhcr

Kent Nor no man else.—All's cheerless, dark, and
deadly

;

Your eldest daughters have fordone themselves.
And desperately are dead.
Lear. Ay, so I think.
Alb. He knows not what he says ; and vain is it,

That we present us to him.
Edg. Very bootless.

Enter an Officer.

Off. Edmund is dead, my lord.
.'/.'/'. That's but a trifle here.-

Your lords, and noble friends, kno^v our intent.

What comfort to this great decay may come,
.Sh.ill be applied ; for us, we will resign.
During the life of this old majesty.
To him our absolute power :—^ To Edgar and Kent.

you, to your rights ;

\Vith boot, and such addition as your honours
Have more than merited.—All friends shall taste

The wages of their virtue, and all foes
The cup of their deservings.—O, see. see !

Lear. And mypoor fool is hang'd ! No, no, no life

!

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat. have life.

And thou no breath at all? Thou It come no more.
Never, never, never, never, never !

—

Pray you, undo this button : thank you, sir —
Do you see this ? Look on her,—look,—her lips.

—

Look there, look there!— [Dies.

Edg-. He faints I—My lord, my lord I—
Kd?tt. Break, heart ; I pr'ythee, break !

EdiT. Look up, my lord.

Kent. 'Vex not his ghost : 0, let him pass ! he hates
him.

That would upon the rack of this tough world
Stretch him out longer.
Ed!^. He is gone indeed.
Kent. The wonder is he hath endured so long

:

He but tisurp'd his life.

Alb. Bear them from hence.—Our present business

Is general woe. [To Kent and Edgar.) Friends 0!

my soul, you twain
Rule in this realm, and the gorg'd state sustain.

Kent. I liave a journey, sir, shortly to go

;

My master calls me. I must not say no.

Alb. The weight of this sad time we must obeyi
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say.

The oldest hath borne most : we, that are yoimg-
Shall never see so much, nor live so long,

[Exeunt, with a dead 7narch
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DRAMATIS PERSON/E.

Cymbeline, King iJ/Britain

Ciolen, Son to tSie Queen by aformer Husband.
Leonatus Posthumus, a gentleman. Husband to

I moj^en.
Belarius, a banished Lord, dis^iuscd under the nanie

^Morgan.
/-,,ij„„-,,c (Sons to Cymbeline, disguised under
A^.ir-,^,1' \ "" "anies of Polydore and Cadwal,
Arviragxis,

(^ supposed Sins to ^it\3x\\i^.

Philario, Frietid to Posthumus, ) r^ /
lachimo. Friend to Philario. /

"aitans.

A French Gentleman, Frieiui to Philario.

Caius, Lucius, General of the Roman Forces,

A Roman Captain.
Two British Captains.
Pisanio, Semant to Posthumus.
Cornelius, a Physician.
Two Lords of Cymbeline's Court.

Two Gentlemen ofthe satne.

Two Gaolers.
Queen, U'^ife to Cymbeline.
Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by aformer Queen.

Helen, Woman to Imogen.
Lords. Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Appari-

tions, a Soothsayer, Musicians, Officers, Captains,

Soldiers, Messengers, aiui oiherAttcndants.

'

SC'E'SE.—Somctimes in Britain, sometimes in Italy.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Britain. The Garden o/Cymbeline's
Pal,tee.

Enter two Gentlemen,

t Gen. Yon do not meet a man but frowns : oui

bloods
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers
btill seem as does the king.
2 Gen. But what 's the matter ?

1 Gen. His daughter, and the heir of s kingdom
whom

He purpos'd to his wife's sole son, (a widow
That late he married.) hath referr'd herself
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman : she 's wedded

;

Her husbcuid banish'd ; sne imprison'd : all

Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king
Be touch'd at very heart.
2 Gen. None Vmt the kin;:; ?

1 Gen. He that hath lost her, too : so is the queen.
That most desir'd the match : but not a courtier.

Although they wesx their faces to the bent
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not
Giad at the thing they scowl at.

2 Gen. And why so!
1 Gen. He that hath miss'd the pnncess is a thing

Too bad for bad report : and he that hath her,
(I mean that married her.—alack, good man I

—

And therefore banish'd,) is a creature sucli

As. to seek through the regions of the e.irth

For one his like, there wotnd be sometliing failing

In him that should compare. I do not think
So fair an outw.ard,. and such stuff within,

Endows a man but he.
2 Gen. "you speak him far

t Gen. I do extend hint. sir. within himself

,

Crush him together, rather than unfold
His measure duly.
2 Gen. 'What's his name, and birth ?

I Gen. I cannot delve him to the root : his father
W.is called Sicilius, who did join his honour.
Against the Konians, with Cassibclan ;

But had liis titles by Tenantius, whom
He serv'd with glory ,'uid .ulmi^d success

;

So gain'd the sur-addilion. Leonatus

:

And had, besides this gcntlciiian in aucstion,
"I'wo other sons, who. in the wars o' tne time.
Died with their sworrls in hand ; for which their father
I'lhcn old and fnnd of issue) took such sorrow,
Th.1t he quit being; ami his gentle lady.
Big of this gentleman, our theme, dcccas'd
As he was born. The king he t.nkcs the babe
1'o his protection ; calls hiin Posthumus Leonatus

;

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber ;

Puts to him all tlie learnings tluit his time
CouUl make him the receiver of ; which he took
As we do air. fast as 'twas ministcr'd

;

And in his spring becanu^ .i harvest ; Uv'd in court

(Which rare it is to do) most prais'd, most lov'd :

.V sample to the youngest ; to the more mature,
A glass that feated th'em ; and to the graver,

.\ child that guided dotards : to his mistress.

For whom he now is banish'd,—her own price

Proclaims how she esteem'd him and his virtue

;

Bv her election may be truly read
What kind of man he is.

2 Gen. I honour him.
Even out of your report. But, pray you, tell me.
Is she sole child to the king !

1 Gen. His only child.

He had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing,
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old,

r the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery
AVere stolen ; and to this hour no guess in knowledge
Which way they went.
2 Gen. How long is this ago 1

1 Gen. Some twenty years.
2 Gen. That a king's children should be so con-

vey'd!
So slack! y guarded 1 and the search so slow.
That could" not trace them I

1 Gen. Howsoe'er 'tis strange,
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at,

'k'et is it true, sir.

2 Gen. I do well believe you.
I Gen. We must forbear : here comes the gentle-

man.
The queen, and princess. [E.x-eunt.

SCEt^BIl.— The Same.

F.nter the Queen, Posthumus, and Imogen.

Queen. No, be assur'd, you shall not find rae,

daughter.
After the slander of most steprmothers,
Evil-ey'd unto you: you are my prisoner, but
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus,
So soon .as 1 can win the offended king,
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet
The fire of rage is in him ; and 'twere good.
You Ican'd unto his sentence, with what patience
Your wisdom may inform you.

Post. Please your highness,
I will from hence to-day.
Queen. Yon know the peril :

—

I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying
The pangs of barr'd affections ; though the king
Hath charg'd you should not speak together.

\Exit Queen.
Imo. O

Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant
Can tickle where she woumls I—My dearest husband
I something fear my fathers wrath : but nothing
(Always resorv'd my holy iluty) wh.it
His rige cm clo on me : yni must be gone;
And 1 shall here abide the hourly shot
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Of anp;ry eyes ; not comforted to live,

But that there is this jewel in the world,
That I may see again.

Post. My queen ! my mistress I

lady, weep no more, lest I tjive cause
To be suspected of more tenderness
Than doth become a man I I will remain
The loyal'st husband that did e'er plight troth :

My residence in Rome at one Philarlo's
;

Who to my father was a friend, to me
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen.
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you send,
Though ink be made of gall.

Rc-eiiur Queen.
Queen. Be brief, I pray you :

If the king come, I shall incur I know not
How much of his displeasure.—(-^j-iife] Yet I'll move

him
To walk this way: J never do him wrong.
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends

;

Pays dear for my offences. {Exit.
Post. Should we be taking leave

As long a term as yet we have to live.

The loathness to depart would grow : Adieu I

J/HO. Nay, stay a little

:

Were you but riding forth to air yourself.
Such parting were too petty. Look here, love

;

This diamond was my mother's : take it, heart;
But keep it till you woo another wife,
When Imogen is dead.

Post. How, how I another?

—

You gentle gods, give me but this I have,
And sear up my embracements from .a next
With bonds of death !—Remain, remain thou here

[Putting on the ring.
While sense can keep it on? And, sweetest, fairest,
As I my poor self did exchange for you.
To your so infinite loss ; so in our trifles

1 still win of you: for my sake, wear this;
It is a manacle of love: I'll place it

Upon this fairest prisoner.

\Puttiiiga bracelet on Iter ay»t.
I'no. O the Gods I

When shall we see again!
Enter Cymbeline and Lords.

Post. Alack, the king

!

Cym. Thou basest thing, avoid! hence, from niv
sight 1

If afler this command thou fraught the court
With thy unworthiness, thou diest: awayl
Thou 'rt poison to my blood.

Post. The gods protect you
And bless the good remainders of tne court

!

1 am gone. \E.xit.

/mo. There cannot be a pinch in death
More sharp than this is.

Cym. O disloyal thing,
That shouldst repair my youth ; Ihou heapest
A year's age on nie 1

J»!o I beseech you, sir,

Harm not yourself with your vexation ;

I am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare
Suiidues all pangs, all fears.

Cym. Past grace ? obedience ?

liiio. Past hope, and in despair; that way, past
grace.

Cym. That mightst have had the sole son of my
queen I

17710. O bless'd, that I might not I I chose an eagle,
And did avoid a puttock.

Cyjii. Thou took'st a beggar ; wouldst have made
my throne

A seat for baseness.
Ji'io. No ; I rather added

A lustre to it.

Cy7n. O thou vile one I

1*710. Sir,

It is your fault that I havelov'd Posihunms;
You t>red him as my play-fellow; and he is

A man worthy any woman ; overbuys uie
Almost the sum he pays.

Cyin. 'What, art thou mad J

17710. Almost, sir: heaven restore me 1—Would I

were
A neat-herd's daughter, and my Leonatus
Our neighbour shepherd's son 1

_ Ke-eiiter Queen.
0'»i. Thou foolish ihii'.g :—

Act I.

They were again together : you have done
Not after our command. Away with her.
Ami pen her up.

Qicee/i. Beseech your patience.—Peace.
Dear lady daughter, peace !—Sweet sovereign.
Leave us to ourselves ; and make yourself some
Out of your best advice. [comfort

Cy7it. Nay, let her anguish
A drop of blood a day; and, being aged',
Die of this folly 1 _ [E.xreioit Cjtti. it7id Lords.

Qtieen. Fie I you nmst give way

:

Ente7' Pisanio.
Here is your servant.—How now, sir ! What news?

Pis. My lord your son drew on my master.
Queen. Ha 1

No harm, I trust, is done?
Pis. There might have been.

But that my master rather playd than fought.
And had no help of anger: they were parted
Bj- gentlemen at hand.

Quee7t. I am very glad on 't.

l7no. Your son 's my father's friend ; he takes his
To dtaw upon an exile !—O brave sir !— [part.—
I would they were in Afric both together;
Myself by with a needle, that I might prick
The goer back.—Why came you from your master ?

Pis. On his command : he would not suffer me
To bring him to the haven: left these notes
Of what commands I should be subject to.
When it pleas'd you to employ me.

Q7cee7i. This hath been
Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour,
He will remain so.

Pis. I humbly thank your highness.
Quce7i. Pray, walk a while.
17710. [7'i)Pis.] About some half hour hence,

Ipray you, speak with me : you shall at least
Go see my lord abroad : for this tune, leave me.

\E.\eii7it.

SCENE III.—Britain. A PicbUc Place.

E7iter Cloten a7id tiuo Lords.

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a shirt

;

the violence of action hath made you reek as a sacri-
fice : where air comes out. air comes in ; there's none
abroad so wholesome as that you vent.

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it—Have
I hurt him? (patience.

2 Lord. \Aside.'\ No faith ; not so much as his
1 I..ord. Hurt him ? his body's a passable carcass,

if he be not hurt : it is a thoroughfare for steel, if it

be not hurt.

2 Lord. [Aside.] His steel was in debt; it went o"

the backside the town.
Cio. The villain would not stand me.
2 Lo/-d. [Aside]. No; but he fled forward still,

toward your face.
1 Lo7-d. Stand you 1 You have land enough of your

own : but he added to your having ; gave you sonic
ground.

2 Lo7-d. [Aside]. As many inches as you have
oceans. Puppies I

Cio. I would they had not come between us.
2 Lo7-d. [Aside.] So would I till you had measured

how long a fool you were upon the ground.
Cio. And that she should love tiiis fellow, and re-

fuse me

!

2 Lo/-d. [Aside.] If it be a sin to make a true elec-
tion, she is damned.

1 Lo7-d. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and
her brain go not together : she's a good sign, but I

have seen small reflection of her wit.

2 L.07-d. [Aside.] She shines not upon fools, lest the
reflection should hurt her.

Cto. Come, I'll to my chamber. 'Would there had
been some hurt done 1

Lo/-d. [Aside.] I wish not so; unless it had been
the fall of an ass, which is no great hurt.

Cio. You '11 go with us ?

1 Lo/-d. I'll attend your lordship.
C/o. Nay, come, let's go together,
2 Lo>d. Well, my lord. [Exeii7it.

SCENE IV.—Britain. A Room in Cymbeline s
Palace.

E/tler Irao'gen a/id Pisanio.

17710. I would thou grew'st unto the shores of the
haven.
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And question'dst every sail : if he should write,

And 1 not have it, 'twtre a paper lost,

A^ olTer'd mercy is. \\ hat was the last

1 hat he spake to thee !

J'ls, It was, His queen, his giiecn !

Imo. Then wav'd his handkerchief?
Pis. And kissed it, madam.
Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein than 1

!

And that was all?

Pis. No. madam ; for so long
.\s he could make me with his eye or ear
Distinguish him from others, he did keep
The deck, with glove, or hat. or handkerchief,
Still waving', as the tits and stirs of his mind
Ooiild best express how slow his soul sail'd on,

ilow swift his ship.

Imo. Thou shouldst have made him
A s little as a crow, or less, ere left

Tn after-eye him.
Pis. Madam, so I did.

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings ; crack'd
them, but

To look upon him ; till the diminution
Of space had pointed him sharp as mj' needle ;

Naj-, follow'd nini, till he had melted from
The sm.^.llness of .a gnat to air ; and then
Have turn'd mine eye. and wept.—But, good Pisanio,

When shall we hear from him?
Pis. Be assur'd, madam.

With his next vantage.
Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had

Most pretty tilings to say : ere I could tell him
How I would think on him, at certain hours,
Such thoughts and such ; or I could make him swear
The shes of Italy should not betray
Mine interest, and his honour; or have charg'd him.
At the sixth hour ofmorn, at noon, at midnight.
To encounter me with orisons, for then
I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father,

And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north,
Sliakes all our buds from growing.

Enter a Lady.
Lady. The queen, madam,

Desires your highness' company.
Imo. Those tilings 1 bid you do, get them dc-

spatch'd.—
I will attend the queen.
Pis. Madam, I shall. [Exeunt.

SCE.N'E v.—Rome, jin Afartment in ViuXa.rXo's

House.

Enter Phi'.ario. lachimo, a I'renchman.

I.ich. Believe it, sir. I have seen him in Britain : he
w.is then of a crescent note ; expected to prove so

worthy, ai since he hath been allowed the name of

:

but I could then have looked on him without the help
of admiration; though the dialogue of his endow-
ments had been tabled by his side, and I to peruse
hini by items.
Pht. You speak of him when he was less furnished.

Ill in now he is, with that which makes him both
without and within.

French. I have seen him in France: we had very
many there could behold the sun with as firm eyes
.IS he
lack. This matter of marrying his king's daughter

(wherein he must be weignea rather by her value
than his own) words him. 1 doubt not, a great deal
fr.iii the matter.
French. And, then, his banishment,

—

Iiic/i. Ay, and the .iijprobation of those, that weep
this lamentable divorce, under her colours, an
wunderfully to extend him ; be it but to fortify her
judgment, which else an easy battery might lay flat,

for taking a beggar without less qu.ality. But how
comes it, he is to sojourn with you? How creeps
acquaintance?

Phi. His father and I were soldiers together ; to
\vIiom I have been often iKiund for no less than my
Ifu- I^H&T I'osthuMms ) Here comes the Briton;
I 1 him be so enterjaincd amongst you as suits, with
.. ntlemen of your knowing, to a stringer of his

(;ii ility. 1 beseech you all, lie better known to this

j; iiUeman ; whom I conwnend to you. as .1 noble
(.i.nd of mine : how worthy he is. I will le.ive to

?57

appear iicreafter, rather than story him in his own
heariiijr.

J-'rctuh, Sir, we have known together in Orleans.
Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for

courtesies, which 1 will be ever to pay, and yet pay

French. Sir, yon o'er-rateniy poor kindness : I was
i^lad .1 did atone my countryman and you; it had
been pity you should have been put together witii so
mortal a purpose, as then each bore, upon importaace
of so slight and trivial a nature.

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a youn^
traveller: rather shunned to go even with wliat 1.

heard, than in my every action to be guided by
others' experiences : but, upon my mended judg-
ment, (if 1 oifend not to say it is mended,) my quarrel
was not altogether slight.

French. Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement
of swords ; and by such two, that would, by all likeli-

hood, hn\'e confounded one the other, or iiave fallen

both.
lach. Can we. v/ith manners, a<:k what was the

difference?
French. Safely, I think : 'twas a contention in

public, which may, without contradiction, suffer the
report. It was much hke an arg-unient that fell out
last night, where each of us tell in praise of our
country mistresses; this gentleman at that time
vouching (and upon warrant of bloody affirmation)
his to bf more fair, virtuous, wise, chaste, constant-
qualified, and less attemptable, than any the rarest
of our ladies in France.
lach. That lady is not now living; or this gentle-

man's opinion, by this, worn out.
Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind.
lach. You must not so far prefer her 'fore ours of

Italy.

Post. Beincc so far provoked as I was in France. I

would abate her nothing; though 1 profess myself hei
adorer, not her friend.

lach.
J
As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in-hand

comparison,) had been something loo fair, and too
good, for any lady in Brittany. If "she went before
others I have seen, as that diamond of yours out-
lustres many 1 have beheld, I could not but believe
she e.xceUed many : but 1 have not seen the most
precious diamond that is, nor you the lady.
Post. 1 praised her as I rated her ; so du I my stone.
lach. What do you esteein it at?
Post. More than the world enjoys.
lach. Hither your unparagoned mistress is dead, or

she's out-priz*d by a tnlle.

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, or
given, if there were wealth enough for the purchase,
or merit for the gift : the other is not a thing for saK-,

and only the gift of the gods.
lach. Which the gods have given you?
Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep.
Lich. You may wear her in title yours : but, you

know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds.
Vour ring may be stolen, too : so, your brace of un-
prizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and the
other casual ; a cunning thief, or a that-way-accom-
plished courtier, would hazard the wnming botli ot

lirst and last.

Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished- a
courtier to convince the honour of my mistress ; if, in

the holding or loss of that, you term her frail. I do
nothing doubt, you have store of thieves; notwith-
standin;', I fear not my ring.

Phi. T-et us leave here, gentlemen.
Post. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy sig^ior, I

thank him, makes no stranger of me , wc arc lamiUar
at first.

lach. With five times so much conversation, 1

should get ground of your fair mistress; make lier go
back, even to the yielding, had I admittance, and
opportunity to friend.

Post. No, no.
lach. I dare 'thereupon pawn the moiety of my
late to your ring; which, in my opinion, o'ervalues

it something : but I make my wajjer rather against
>'(jur confidence than her reputation: and, to bar
yt>ur offence herein too, I durst attempt it against any
lady HI the world.
Post You a great deal abused in too bold a persua-

sion ; and 1 (!oubt not you sustain what you 're worlliy
ol by your ai tempi.
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lach. What 's that.?

Post. A repulse : though your attempt, as you call

it, deserves more ; a punishment, too.

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too
suddenly ; let it die as it was born, and, 1 pray you
be better acquainted.
lach. Would I had put my estate, and my neigh-

bour's, on the approbation of what I have spoke 1

Poif. What lady would you choose to assail?

Jach. Yours ; whoni in constancy, you think, stands

so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats to your
ring, that, commend me to the court where your lady
is, with no more advantage than the opportunity of a
second conference, and 1 will bring from thence that

honour of hers, ^^•llich you imagine so reserved.

Post. I will wage against your gold, gold to it : my
ring I hold dear as my finger ; 'tis part of it.

i.rch. You are a friend, and therein the wiser. If

you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you cannot
lireserve it from tainting ; but I see you have some
religion in you, that you fear.

Post. This is but a custom in your tongue ; you bear
a graver purpose. I hope..

/ach. I am the m.ister of my speeches ; and would
undergo what's spoken, I swear.

Post. Will you?— I shall but lend my diamond till

your return :—let there be covenants drawn betu-een
us : my mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of
your unworthy-thinking : I dare you to this match

:

here's my ring.

Phi. I will have it no lay.

Jacli. By the gods, it is one.—If I bring you no
sufficient testimony that I have enjoyed tiie dearest
bodily part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats
.are yours ; so is your diamond too : if I come off, and
leave her in such honour as you have trust in, she your
jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are yours ;—pro-

vided I have your commendation for my more free

entertainment.
Post. I embrace these conditions; let us have articles

betwixt us.—Only, thus far you shall answer : if you
make your voyage upon her. and give me directly to

understand that'you have prevaii'd, I am no further

your enemy : she is not worth our debate : if she re-

main unseduced (you not making it appear otherwise),

lor your ill opinion, and the assault you have made to

Iter chastity, you shall answer me with your sword.
Inch. Your hand ; a covenant : we will have these

things set down by lawful counsel, and straight away
lor Britain, lest the bargain should catch cold, and
starve : I will fetch my gold, andhave our two wagers
recorded.
Post. Agreed.

[ExfunI Posthumus and lacUimo,
French. Will this hold, think you?
Phi. Signior lachimo will not from it. Pray, let us

follow 'em. (
Exeunt.

SCENE 'VI.—Britain. A Room in Cymbeline's
Palace.

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius.

Queen. Whiles yet the dew "s on ground, gather
those flowers :

Make haste : who has the note of them?
I Lady. I, madam.
Queen. Despatch. [Exeunt Ladies,

Now, master doctor, have you brought those drugs ?

Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are.

madam: " {Presenting a small box.

But I beseech your grace, without otfence,

(My conscience bids me .ask. ) wherefore you have
Commanded of me these most poisonous compounds,
Which are the movers of a languishing death:
But, though slow, deadly?

(Juecn I wonder, doctor.
Thou ask'st me such a question. Have I not been
Tliy pupil long? Hast thou not learn'd me how
To make perfumes? distil? preserve? yea, .so

That our great king himself doth woo me oft

For my confections? Having thus far proceeded,
(Unless thou think'st me dev'iish.) is 't not meet
That I did amplify my judgment in

(Jthcr conclusions ? 1 will try the forces

Of these thy compounds on such creatures as
We count not worth the hanging (but none lumiail,)

To try the vigour of them, and apply
Allayincnts to their .act ; and by them gather
Their scleral virtue, and etVects.

CYMBELIN'E. Act I,

Your highness
practice but make hard your

Cor.
Shall from this

heart

:

Besides, the seeing these effects will be
Both noisome and infectious.

Queen. O, content thee.—
Enter Pisanio.

[Aside.'] Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him
Will I first work : he 's for his master.
And enemy to my son.-—How now, Pisanio !

—

Doctor, your service for this time is emled ;

Take your own way.
Cor. [Aside. \ I do suspect you, madam ;

But you shall do no harm.
Queen. [ To Pisanio.] Hark thee, a word.
Cor. [Aside.] I do not like her. She doth think

she has
Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit,

And will not trust one of her malice with
A drug of such damu'd nature. Those she has
Will stupify and dull the sense a while ;

Which first, perchance, she'll prove on cats and dogs,
Then afterwards up higher : but there is

No danger in what show of death It makes.
More than the locking up the spirits a time.
To De more fresh, reviving. She is fool'd

With a most false effect ; and I the truer.

So to be false with her.
Queen. No further service, doctor.

Until I send for thee.
Cor. I humbly take my leave.

[Exit.

Q!cccH. Weeps she still, say'st thou? Dost thou
think, in time

Slie will not quench, and let instructions enter
W'here folly now possesses? Do thou work :

When thou shalt bring me word she loves my son,

I'll tell thee on the instant thou art then
As great as is thy master ; greater ; for
His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name
Is at last gasp : return he cannot, nor
Continue where he is: to shift his being.
Is to exchange one misery with another

;

And everj' day that comes..comes to decay
A day's work in him. What shalt thou expect.
To be depender on a thing that leans,

—

Who cannot be new-built,' nor has no friends,

[ The Queen drops the box : Fisanio
takes it up.

.So much as but to prop him ?—Thou tak'st up
Thou knows't not what : but take it for thy labour :

It is a thing I made, which hath the king
Five times redeem'd from death : I do not know
What is more cordial :—nay, I pr'ythee, take it

;

it is an earnest of a further good
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how
The case stands with her; do 't as from thyself
Think what a chance thou changest on ; but think
Thou hast thy mistress still,—to boot, my son.
Who shaU take notice of thee : I'll move the king
To any shape of thy preferment, such
As thou 'It desire ; and then myself. I chiefly,

That set thee on to this desert, am bound
To load thy merit richly. Call my women :

Think on my words.—

'

[Exit Pisani.i.

A sly and constant knave ;

Not to be shak'd : the agent for his master

;

And the remembrancer of her. to hold
The handfast to her lord.— I have given him that,

AV'hich, if he take, shall quite unjieople her
Of leigers for her sweet ; and which she after.

Except she bend her humour, shall be .assur'd

To taste of too.

—

He-enter Pisanio atid Ladies.
So, so ;—well done, well done

:

The violets, cowslips, and the primroses.
Rear to my closet.—Fare thee well, Pisanio

:

Think on my words,
[Exeunt Queen and Ladies.

Pis. And shall do :

But when to my good lord I prove untrue,
I'll choke myself: there's all I'll do for you. [Exi^

SCENE Vn.—Another Roomin the Palace,
Enter Imogen.

Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false ;

A foolish suitor to a wedded lady.



Scene J.
cymbeline.

That hath her hus'>.^nd banish'd ;—O. that husliand :

My .supreme crown of jjrief ! and those repeated
Vexations of it 1 Had 1 been thief-stolen.

As my two brothers, happy ! but most miserable
Is the desire that "s glorious ; bless'd be those,
How mean soe'er that have their honest wills,

Which seasons comfort.—Who may this be ? Fie

!

EnUy Pisanio and lachimo.
Pis. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome,

Comes from my lord with letters.

lack. Change you, madam V

The worthy Leonatus is in safety.

And greets your highness dearly. [Presents a letter.

hiia.
"

Thanks, good sir

:

You are kindly welcome.
lach. \Astde.} AU of her. that is out of door, most

If she be furnish'd with a mind so rare, [rich 1

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I

Have lost the wager. Boldness be my friend I

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot

!

Or, like the Parthian, I shall Hying fight

;

Kather. direcdy fly.

Imo. [Reads.\ "He is one of /he noblest note, to

•whose kindnesses Iam viost infinitely tied. Reflect^

upon him accordingly, as you •ualtteyottr trust—
Leonatus."

So far I read aloud

:

But even the very middle ofmy heart
Is warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully. I

You .-ue as welcome, worthy sir, as I
'

Have words to bid you ; and shall find it so,
j

In all that I can do.
lach. Thanks, fairest lady.—

;

What ! are men mad ? Hath nature given them eyes :

To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop I

Of sc.i and land, which can distinguish 'twi.xt t

The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd stones
|

Upon the number d beachV and can we not
Partition make with spectacles so precious
Twixt fair and foul? I

Imo. What makes your admiration :
[

lach. It cannot be i' the eye ; for apes and monkeys
"Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, and
Contenm with mows the other : nor i' the judgment

;

For idiots, in this case of favour, would
Be wisely definite : nor i' the appetite ;

Sluttcry, to such neat excellence oppos'd.
Should make desire vomit emptiness,
Not so allur'd to feed.

/ino. What is the matter, tiow ?

lach. The cloyd will,

(That satiate yet unsatisfied desire
That tub both fill'd and running.) ravening first

The Iamb, longs after for the garbage.
fino. What, dear sir.

Thus raps you? Are you well?
Jach. Thanks, niaclam ; well.—[7V» Pis.) Beseech

you, sir, desire
My man's abode where I did leave him : !ie

Is strange and peevish.
Pis. I was going, sir.

To give him welcome. [Exit.

Imo. Continues well, my lord? His health, beseech
lach. WclU madam. (you?
Imo. Is he disposed to mirth ! I hope he is.

lach. Exccedmg pleasant; none a str.anger there
So merry and so gamesome : he is called
The Briton reveller.

Into. When he was here.
He did incline to s.adness; and oft-times

Not knowing why.
Ituh. I never saw him sad.

There is a Frenchman, his companion, one.
An eminent monsieur, tliat. it seems, much loves
A Callian girl at home : he furnaces
The thick sighs from him ; while the jolly Briton
(Vour lord, I mean) laughs from 's free lungs, cries,

"O can my sides lioUt, to think, thatman,—tuhoknaius
ISv history, report, or his ou'it proof,
It'luit "woman is, yea, -what she cannot choose
Hut mint lie,—will hisfree hours languishfor
Assured bondage /"

hno. Will my lord say so?
lach. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood wiih

It is a recreation lu lie by, [laughter :

.\nd hear him mock the Frenchman. But, heavens
en arc much to blame. [know.

.^.SQ

Imo Not he. I hope.

lach. Not he : but yet he.avcn's bounty towards liiin

migiit

Ue us'd more thankfully. In himself, 'tis much ;

In you,—whicli I 'count his. beyond all talents.

Whilst I am bound to wonder, 1 am bound
To pity too.
Imo. What do you pity, sir ?

lach. Two creatures, heartily.

lino. Am I one. sir!

"I'ou look on me : what wreck discern you in me,
Deserves your pity i

lach. Lamentable ! What,
To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace

r the dungeon by a snuflfl

Into. ' I pray you, sir,

Ileliver with more openness your answers
I'o my demands. Why do you pity ine t

Inch. That others do.
I was about to say, enjoy your—But
It is an oftice of the guds to venge it,

.N'ot mine to speak on't.

Imo. You do seem to know
Something of me. or what concerns me : pray you,

(Since doubting thmgs go ill. often hurts more •

Than to be sure they do ; for certainties

Either are past remedies, or, timely knowing.
The remedy then born ;) discover to me
What both you spur and stop.

lach. Had I this cheek •

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whose touch.

AVhose every touch, would force the feeler's soul

To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye.

Fixing It only here ;—should I (damn d then)

Slaver witii lips as common as the stairs

That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands
Made hard wiih hourly falsehood, (falsehood, as.

With labour ;) then by-peeping in an eye.

Base and unlustnuis as the smoky light

That's fed with stinking tallow,—it were fit

Th.at all the plagues of hell should at one time
Fncounter such revolt.

Imo. My lord, I fear.

Has forgot Britain.
lach. And himself. Not I,

Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce
The beggary of his change ; but 'tis your graces
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue.
Charms this report out.

In: ), Let me hear no more,
lach. O dearest soul, your cause dotii strike my

heart
With pity, that doth make me sick 1 A lady
So fair, and fasten'd to an empery.
Would make the greafst king double,—to be partnei 'd

With tomboys, hlr'd with that self-exhibition

Which your own coflTers yield ! with diseas'd ventures,

That play with all Infirmities for gold
Which rottenness can lend nature ! such boil'd stuiT,

As well might poison poison I Be revcng'd :

Or slie that bore you was no queen, and you
Recoil from your great stock.
Imo. Reveng'dl

How should I be reveng'd'/ If this be true,

(As I have such a. heart, that both mine cars

.Must not in haste abuse.) if it be true.

How should I be reveng'd ?

lach. Should ho make me
Live, like Diana's priest, betwixt cold sheets.

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps.
In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it.

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ;

More noble than that runagate to your betl

;

.Vnd will continue fast to your allection.

Still close, as sure.
Imo. AVh.at, ho, Pisanio I

lach. Let me mv service tender on your lips.

Imo. Away '.—Ido condcnm mm..- ears, that h.ivo

So long attended thee.- If th.m wert honourable.

Thou woulil'st have told this tale for virtue, not
I or such an end thou seek'st, as base, .as strange,
rhou wrong'st .a gentleman, who is as far

Irom thy report, as thou from honour; and
S.ilicit'st here a l.idy, that disdains
Thee and the devil .ilike.— Wliai. ho, Pisanio I—
["he king, my father, shall he m.i.le acquainted
<H thy assault : if he shall ihiiik it fit,

A aaucy stranger, in nis court, to mart
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As in a Rnman <;tcw. and to expound
His he.iblly mind to us,—lie hath a court
He little cares tor, and a daughter whom
He not respects at all.—What, ho, Pisanio !

lach. O, happy Leonatus ! I may say;
The credit that thy lady hath of thee
Deserves thy trust ; and thy most perfect jjoodncss
Her assur'd credit.—Blessed live you long !

A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever
Country call'd his I and you his mistress, only
For the most worthiest nt. Give me your pardon.
I have spoken this, to know if your affiance
Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord,

That which he is, new o'er : and he is one
The truest manner'd ; such a holy witch.
That he enchants societies into him ;

Half all mens hearts are his.

Imo. You make amends.
lack. He sits 'mongst men, like a descended god :

He hath a kind of honour sets him off.

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry.
Most mightly princess, that I have adventur'd
To try your taking of a false report ; which hath
Honour'd with confirmation your great judgment
In the election of a sir so rare.
Which, you know, cannot err : the love I bear him
Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made you,
Unlike all others, chadless. Pray, j our pardon.

" Jmo. All's well, sir : take my power i' tlie court for

yours.
Inch. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot

To entreat your grace but in a small request.
And yet of moment too, for it concerns
Your lord ; myself, and other noble i'riends.

Are partners in the business.
J'HO. Pray, what is't ?

lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord,

(The best feather of our wing.) have mingled suais,

To buy a present for the emperor ;

Which I, the factor for the rest, have done
In France : 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels
Of rich and exquisite form : their values great ;

And I am something curious, being strange.
To have them in safe stowage : may it please you
To take them in protection t

Into. Willingly

;

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them
In my bedchamber.

lat'h. They are in a trunk,
Attended by my men ; I will make bold
To send them to you, only for this night;
I must aboard to-morrow.
Imo. O. no, no.
lach. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word.

By lengthening my return. From Gallia
1 cros^d the season purpose, and on promise
To see your grace.
Imo. I thank you for your pains

:

But not away to-morrow I

lach. O, I must, madam

:

Therefore I shall beseech you, if you please
To greet your lord with writing. do*t to-night

;

I have outstood my time ; which is material
To the tender of our present.
Imo. I will write.

Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be kept,

And truly yielded you. You're very welcome.
[Exam!.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Britain. Court be/ore Cyiubeline's
Paiace.

Enter C\oten andt-uco Lords.

Clo AVas there ever man had such luck I when I

kissed the jack, upon an upcast to be hit away ! I had
a hundred pound on't: and then a whoreson jacka-

napes must take me up forswearing: as if I borrowed
mine oaths of him, and might not spend them at my
pleasure. I

pate with your bowl.

I Lord. What got he by that? You have broke his

= Lo:-d\Aside?\ If his wit had been like him that
broke it. it would have run all out.

Cto. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it is

not for any standers-by to curtail his o.aths. ha?

2 Lord. No, my lord ; {Asid€.\ nor crop the ears of
thcni.

Clo. Whoreson dog!— I give him satisfaction

{

Would he had been one of my rank I

2 Lord, i.'lsidc. ] To have smelt like .1 fool.

Cto. I am not vexed more at any thing in the earth,
—.A. pox on 't ! I had rather not be so noble as I am ;

they dare not fight with me, because of the queen my
mother ; every jack-slave hath his belly full of fight-

ing, and I must go up and down like a cock that no-
body can match.

2 Lord. [Aside. ] You arc cock and capon too ; and
you crow, cock, with your comb on.

Clo. Sayest thou ?

2 Lord. It is not fit your lordship should undertake
every companion that you give olTence to.

Clo. No, I know that : but it is fit 1 should commit
offence to my inferiors.

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only.
Clo. Why, so I say.
1 Lord. Did you hear of a stranger, that's come to

court to-night!
Clo. A stranger, and I not know on t

!

2 Lord. [Asi4c.\ He's a strange fellow himself, and
knows it not.

I Lord. There's an Italian come ; and, 'tis thought,
one of Leonatus' Iriends.

Olo. Leonatus I a banished rascal ; and he's another,
whatsoever he be. Who told you of this stranger?

I Lord. One of your lordship's pages.
Clo. Is it fit I went to look upon him ! Is there no

derogation in 't ?

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord.
Clo. Not easily, I think.

"

2 Lord. [Aside. ] You are a fool, granted ; therefore
your issues, being foolish, do not derogate.

Clo. Come, I'll go see this Italian ; what I have lost

to-d.ay at bowls, ITI win to-night of him. Come, go.
Lord. I'll attend your lordship.

[Exeunt Cloten andfirst Lord.
That such a crafty devil as is his mother
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son
Cannot take two from twenty, for his heart,
.Vnd leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess.
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st

!

Betivixt a father by thy step-dame govem'd

;

.\ mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer
More hateful than the foul expulsion is

Of thy dear husband, than that horrid act
Of the divorce he'd make I The heavens hold firm
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unsh.ak'd
That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou mayst stand.
To enjoy thy banish'd lord, and this great land !

[Exit.

SCENE 11.—^ Bedchamber : OH one side, a trituk.

Imogen recuiin^ in her bed; a lady attendi}t^.

Imo. Who's there ? my woman, Helen I

Lady. Please you, madam.
Imo. What hour is it !

Lady. Almost midnight, madam.
Imo. I have read three hours, then : mine eyes are

weak

:

Fold down the leaf where I have left : to bed

:

Take not away the taper, leave it buniing ;

And if thou canst awake by four o' the clock,

I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep has seiz'd me wholly.
[Exit Lady,

ro your protection I commend me. gods I

From fairies, and the tempters of the night,

Guard me, beseech ye !

[Sleeps. lachimo conusfrom the trunk
lach. The crickets sing, and man's o'er-labour d

Repairs itself by rest. Our Tarquin thus [scn'^e

Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken'd
The chjistlty he wounded,—Cytherea,
How br.ively Ihou becom'st thy bed 1 fresh lily !

.\nd whiter than the sheets ! That I might touch 1

But kiss : one kiss ;—Rubies unparagon'd.
How dearly they do "t

!—'Tis her breathing that
Perfumes the chamber thus : the flame of ihe taper
Bows toward her : and would tmder-pcep her lids.

To see ftie enclosed lights, now canopied
Under these windows, white and azure, lac'd

With blue of heaven's own tinct.—But my design.
To note the chamber: I will write all down :—
Such and such pictures ;—there the window ;—such
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Th" adornment of her bed ;—the arras, figures.

Why, buch and such ;—and the contents o' the story.

Ah, but some natural notes about her body.
Above ten thousand meaner moveables
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory:
O bleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her I

And be her senses but ab a mcmunient.
Thus in a chapel lying I—Come off, come off ;

—

I
Taiiii!^ off- Iter bracelet.

As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard 1

'Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly,
As strongly as the conscience does within.
To the madding of her lord. On her left breast
A mole cinque-spotted. like the crimson drops
V the bottom of a cowslip : here's a voucher.
Stronger than ever law could make : this secret
Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and ta'en
The treasure of her honour. No more. To what end
Why should I write this down, that's riveted,
Screw'd to my memory? She hath been reading late
The tale of Tereus ; here tlie leafs turn'd down.
Where Philomel gave up.— 1 have enougli

:

To the trunk agam, and shut the spring of it.

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that dawning
May bare the raven's eye ! I lodge in fear ;

Though this a heavenly angel, heQ is here.
IClock strikes

One, two, three,—time, time !

[ Goes into the trunk. The Scette closes.

SCENE III.

—

Alt Aitte-Chatnber adjoining
Imogen's Apa>i>ne)U.

Enter Cioten eind Lords.

I Lo>d. Your lordship is the most patient man in
ioss, the most coldest Ihat ever turned up ace.

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose.
I Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble

temper of your lordship. You are most hot, and
furfous, when you win.

Cla. Winning will put any man into courage. If I

could get this foolish Imogen, I should have golJ
enough. It's almost morning, is 't not !

1 Lord. Day, my lord.
Clo. I would this music would come : I am advise I

to give her music o' mornings ; they say it wiii
i:)enetrate.

—

Enter Musicians.
Come on ; tune : if you can jienetrate her with your
fingering, so ; we'll try with tongue too : if none will
do, let her remain ; but I'll never give o'er. First,
a very excellent good conceited thing; after, a
wonderful sweet air. with admirable rich words to it,

—and then let her consider.

SOXG.
Hark, )tark ! tlu lark at lieavcn'sgate sings,
Attd Phoebns gins arise.

His steeds to water eU those springs
On clialic'dflowers that lies :

And^uinking Mary-bttds begin
To ope their golden eyes ;

ll^it/t every thing thatpretty is,

My lady sweet, arise ;
Arise, arise I

So, get you gone. If this penetrate, I will consider
your music the better : if it do not, it is a vice in her
cars, which horse-hairs, and calves'-guts, nor tin
voice of unpavcd eunuch to boot, can never amend.

[J-xeiiUt Musicians

Enter C>nnl)eline and Queen.
2 Lord. Here conies the king.
Clo. I am glad I was up so late ; for that's the

reason I was up so early : he c.innot choose but take
this service I have done, f.i.herly. Good morrow to
your majesty, and to my gr.icious mother.

Cyin. Attend you here the door of our stern
Will she not forth ? fd.aughter '.

Clo I have assaild her w ith music, but she vouch-
safes no notice.

lion ij too new ;

: some more time
ineiubrancc out,

• most bound to the khi^-
that may
I'ranic yourself

.-6i

^ fit The exile of her I

.She h.uh not yet forgot li

Mu'i v.car the print of hi-

And then she's yours.
Queett. yon

Who lets go bv no vantag
Prefer you to his daughlf.. . .
To orderly solicits, iind be friended

With aptness of the season ; n',.ike denials
Increase your services ; so seem, as if

You were inspir'd to do those ilutios which
\ou tender to her j that you in all obey her.
Save when command to your dismission tends,
.\nd therein you are senseless.

Clo. Senseless I not so.

Enter a Messenger,
Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome ;

The one is Caius Lucius.
Cym. A wortliy fellow,

A Ibeit he comes on angry purpose now

;

Uut that's no fault of his : we must receive him
According to the honour of his sender ;

And towards himself, his goodness forespent on us,
^Ve must extend our notice. Our dear son.
When you have given good morning to your mistress,
.\ttend the queen and us ; we shall have need
To employ you towards this Roman.—Come, our

queen.
[Exem:t Cym. Queen, Lords, and Mess.

Clo. If she be up, I'll speak with her ; if not.
Let her lie still, and dreara.—By your leave, ho I^

{Knocks.
\ know her women are about her : what
If I do line one of their hands? "Tis gold
\Vhich buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes
Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up
Their deer to the stand o" the stealer : and tis gold
Which makes the true man kill'd. and saves the thief;
Nay, sometime hangs both thief and true man : what
Can it not do, and undo? I will make
One of her women lawyer to me ; for
I yet iiot understand the case myself.
By your leave. [Knocks.

Enter a Lady.
Lady. Who's there, that knocks ?

Clo. A gentleman.
Lady. No more ?

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman's son.
Lady. That's more

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours.
Can justly boast of What's your lordship's pleasures ?

Clo. Your lady's person : is she ready ?

Lady. Ay,
To keep her chamber.

Clo. 'There's gold for you ; sell me your good report.
Lady. How 1 my good name 'i or to report of you

What I shall think is good !—The princess 1

Enter Imogen.
Clo. Goad morrow, fairest ; sister, your sweet hand.

\Exit Ladv.
Itno. Good morrow, sir. You lay out too nmch

pains
For purchasing but trouble ; the thanks I give.
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks.
And scarce can spare them.

Clo. Still, I swear, I love you.
Imo. If you but said so, 'twere as deep with me ;

If you swear still, your recompense is still

That I regard it not.
Clo. This is no answer.
Imo. But that you shall not say I yield, being silent,

I would not speak. I pray you, spare me: faith,
I shall unfold equal discourtesy
To your best kindness : one of your great knowing
Should learn, being taught, forbearance.

Clo. To leave you in your madness, 'twere my sin

:

I will not.
Imo. Fools are not mad folks.
Clo. Do you call me fool ?
Imo. As I am mad, I do

:

If you'll be patient. Til no more bemad;
That cures us both. I am nmch sorry, sir.

You i>ut me to forget a lady's manners.
Uy being so verbal : and learn now, for all.
That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce,
liy the very truth of it. I care not for you

;And .ini so near the lack of charity,
'To accuse myself,) 1 hale you ; which I had rather
r-nj felt, than make 't my bo.uit.

/- ''';• You sin against
iledience, which you owe your father. For

I he contract you pretend with that base wretch,
< )Me, bred of alms, and fost'-r'd with cold dishes,W Ith scraps o' the court.) it is no contract, none :

And tiiough it be allow'd in meaner parties,
an ?) to knit their souls(Yet who th.m lie more :
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(On whom there is nn more denendencvBut brats and bcKK^^ry) in seir-fisfur"l Lot

;

Yet you are curb d froni that enlargement byThe consequence o' the crown
j and n ust not soilThe precious note of it with a base slave7

Even to the point of envy, if 'twere rnadf*^'Comparative for your virtues.To be Ttvl'd

F^^"^i'nrp^mT-5"so°'>J'i^'"^'^"- -"-'^d

fZ. He^ never can nteet ^'^re^ri^cfe' "jra

n

^^^^Sr^!-^,J^^^-es.^rment
In my respect than all the hairs above the^Were they all made such men.-HSw no^:Pi3anio ?

r,„ T,- &«''£•'- Pisanio.

f.t. x'^
ffment! Now. the devil-

r/, J° "'"°"'y my woman hie tliee presentiv -t/cJ. His garment I

'>->- picscnuy,—

|i'U|Sf/s;iv:^e^nt^----=; •=''->^--

I^s-fw^.^l""'"
'" ?"™P^- I do think

'

T 17 '
l^'^

morning
: confidem I am.Last night twas on mine arm ; I kissd it

•

TfeL's7u»urhV^""'^'"''

g.Ihopeso;go,and:SJ:"h.";''^=^°V,,p,,

His meanest garment ?
^°" ""^''^ ^^"^'"i ""^ =-

i/,'.'^"' n ,
Ay- I said so, sir

:

S Twintn''/ '^ ^'^".''"- ""witness o "t.c/o. i will mform your father

To^tjie worst of discontent. *
' '

[^-^^-^

His meanest garment !-Well.^'"
^^ '^''"^''^

'~^j;,^^

CViMBELINE.
^f/ 2.

ixSel^Kf^S^i^^^s-made

'X'5 °InH%(^'''^"-'^'
I h^^'^ iook-d upon

g: Their tenor good.^t^sr
''^""^ '°' ^•°"-

But not approachd. "'" ^^P^^^^ «ien.

SlSrkies this stone as k waVw™,?'?'-- •

Too^duU for your gold welrTng" ' °' '' ' "°'

Not a wl-.it.

SCENE IV.-Rome. An Apartment iK^\A;xnos

Enter Posthumus and Pliilario.

T^^Jin f^^V^ "°'- ','•= ^."•''"id I were so sure

vVillVemafn^heS'. "'
]
"" "^""^ ''^ "-'-^

n ; ,.-
What means do vou mafcp to him >

Oifakl- i^?h
""^'^ ''"'

•^i^'''^ 'he change of time • '

f i^^f J ^ P'f"-""' '"°'«'''5 ^'a'<:. and wish

hopes'
""'' ''°"'^ '^°'"'== '" 'hese sear'd

I barely gratify your love; they faUine,
1 must die much your debtor.

O-eroavs a"frr^rT,*^i°°'^„"''u^"'^ y°"' company,Ljcrpaysalll cando. By th s, your kin>^

W 1 do'fr^'n^^
*'•"?' ^;;S"^'"^ = Caius Lucius

|.'|a^t?r;;^ci:^°M^--^i:!>'"'^

ls"^;et°L"s'h°ir,h;i?°™tr-
^^-"^"^^ «-iSbrance

|

(Sf'^^ff; »h , T
I d° believe,

Th ,i-
°"^'' ' "m none, nor like to be.)

'

That this will prove a war ; and you sha hearThe legions, now in Gailia, soonoi- landed

O a iv n°i;fr','"F
^''^'"' "'^" have tidings

TV. ,Y
'?'nc;'<=d with their courage) w'ill make knownTo tlieir approvers, they are people "iichThat mend upon the world. "^ ' '

"' Sec I lachimol

< i^^''- ''Ihe swiftest harts have posted you bv Hnri
Tn m';!"'''

°'^^" "'e corners kiss'd your^sail7To make your vessel nimble

1« have lost the worth of k inlofd'^''
'°" "•

/W. The stone 's too hard to come by.

our lady being so easy
I

Post. ' ... . .

|^^?S^-S^^J---'^--twe

''SbZ^r^- H^'^nott^!^"'
u'e wP,-^ ^L ~^'' P"'^'' ni'^fess home, I grant

I'rofess mv.: F'ff"°"-^""her : but not now
Toieth/?w^l '^ "' "^"^ °f her Iionour.

Uffier or vo^^" ""^'' ^"^ "'e wronger
By bo";i°yorwili;'""^

P"^^'^''^'' l^"'

£(^ul,avetasted;feKcrn5V%'an^d^^'-^«

'«rhlurclT,?e;n" "^^"^"-'"^ '--^ ^°'h

Betng'so near tlie truth as fJviluLk^Xur'"

\Z ne^edltTot"^'
'° '"''''' "'>='' ^^ ^''Ill'find

/>«/. Proceed.

h'5,J.5 ,?"'^"„^ ^'^P^-'- bS,''?rn'frss':'''^'"°'"'^''

\v?.h , "^ "'^" ^oi'th watching.) it wa^ han.^M
Proud ?-';.^^"'^.°^ '"^ ^"d ^"^^-

;
?he sto?^. °

A^°i A i*°P^*''^' when she met her Roman
T e S'.=""^r^""d ^"^o^e the banks, o? forfhe press of boats, or pride: a piece of workbo bravely done, so ricfi, that it Sid strive

Co,nd''h?^"''?'P='".^^'^"«: which, I wonder-d

iin"c'e't'hrt%^e'i;f?':f„?-^I--Sbt.

"'''

M^st justify my knowlfd^.P^'^''^"'"^

ir d^'Vour honour injury^ ^° "'"^ ">"^*'

1 cM.asi'^'yi'ar^rr^"'
^'"'^ tli'e^hl-re^^piece.

qV,in.fi 1
"• '^-^'hing: never saw 1 figures

VV-i i'^an°JhP""
themselves

: the cSier

.Mofiol^aCt^e'am'V^ft^-^^^r'' °"'"^°' "^^•

WhJyoinnight IVoin relatiolhkj^^'y!^.

The roof o' the cliamberWith golden chenibins is fretted! K°r aiidl'ons"

rsnv,?'^°V'''^""
"'-'^•^ two winking Cupids

Den^nH^'nl''''' 7' ^".'^ ^""^ standing. Cicelyi^MJending on tlieir brands.
'

^/t, be granted you have seeTau'tllis'r.trCl^t
Of ,5!y?-'° ^",""' ^«=n"--i"brance.) the deLcrm'io^nOf what IS m her chamber, nothing saves '

1 he wager you have laid.
^

lach. Ti, ,., TJ lien, if you can
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Be pale : I beg but U'ave to air this jewel ; see !—
[Pni/iiciiig' III' bracckt.

And now 'tis up again : it must be marrica

To that your diaiiiond ; I'll keep tliein.

Port.
. ,

Jove:
Once more let me behold it : is it that

Which I left with her?
Icich. Sir, (thank her,) that

:

She stripp'd it from her arm ; I see her yet ;

Her pretty action did outsell her gift.

And yet enriched it too : she gave it me, and said,

She priz"d it once.
.

Post. May be. s!ie pluck d it off,

To send it me.
Jach. She writes so to you, doth she ?

Post. 0, no, no. no I "tis true. Here, take this too
[Gi'jiiii^ the ring

It is a basilisk unto mine eye.

Kills me to look on 't.—Let there be no honour.

Where there is beauty: tnith, where semblance
love.

Where there 's another man : the vows of women
Of no more bondage be. to where they are made.
Than they are to their virtues ; which is nothing.—

O. above measure false I

Phi. Have patience, sir.

And take your ring again : 'tis not yet won :

It may be probable she lost it ; or.

Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted.

Hath stolen it from her?
Post. Very true

;

And so I hope, he came by 't.—Back my ring.

Render to me some corpor.il sign about her.

More evident than this ; for this was stolen.

lach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm.

Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jupiter he swears.

Tis true ;—nay, keep the ring,—'tis true. I am sure

She would not lose it : her attendants are

All sworn, and honourable :—they induc'd to steal it 1

And by a stranger !—No. he hath enjoy'd her

:

The cognizance of her incontinency

Is this :—she hath bought the name of whore thus

dearly.

—

There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell

Divide themselves between you 1

Pitt. Sir, be patient

:

This is not strong enough to be believ'd

Of one persuaded well of—
Post. Never talk on 't

;

She hath been colted by him.
Jach. If you seek

For further satisfying, under her breast

(Worthy the pressing) liesa mole, right proud
Of that deUcate lodging : by my life,

I kiss'd it ; and it gave me present hunger
To feed again, though full. You do remember
This stain upon her ?

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm

Another stain, as big as hell can hold,

Vvere there no more but it.

Jach. Will you hear more ?

Post. Spare your arithmetic : never count the turns

;

Once, and a million I

jjch. rU be sworn,—
Post. No swearing.

If you will swear you have not done 't, you lie

;

And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny
Thou 'st made me cuckold.

Jach. I will deny nothing.

Post. O that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal I

I will go there, and do t . i' the court; before

Her father :— I'll do something— {Cxil.

Phi. Quite beside
The government of patience !—You have won

:

Let 's follow him, and pervert the present wrath
He hath against himself.

Jach. With all my heart.
[Bxcuttt.

SCENE \.—Another Room in Pliilario's House.

F.iiter Posihumus.
Post. Is there no way for men to be. but women

Must be half-workers ? We arc all bastards

;

And that moit venerable man, which I

Did call my father, «v.is I know not where
When I was stamped ; some coiner with his tools

Made me a counterfeit : yet my mother seem'd
The Dian of that time • so <loth my wife

The nonp.areil of this.—O, vengeance, vengeance .

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain d,

And pray'd me oft forbearance; did it with

A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on 't

Might wellhave warm'd old Saturn ; that I thought hei

As chaste as unsunn'd snow :—O, all the deviia i

—

This yellow lachimo, in an hour,—was 't notV—
Or lefs,—at first : perchance he spoke not, but,

Like a fuU-aconi'd boar, a Gennan one.

Cried, " oh 1" and mounted ; found no oppositioil

But what he look'd for should oppose, and she

Should from encounter guard.—Could I find out

The woman's part in me ! For there s no motion

That tends to vice in man, but I affirm

It is the woman's part : be it lying, note it.

The woman's; flattering, hers; deceiving, hers;

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers

;

Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,

Nice longing, slanders, mutability.

All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows,

\Vhy, hers, m part, or all ; but, rather, all:

For even to vice
They are not constant, but are changing still

One vice, but of a minute old, for one
Not half so old as that. I'll write against them.

Detest them, curse them :—yet 'tis greater still.

In a true hate, to pray they have their will

:

The very devils cannot plague them better [F.X!!

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Britain. A Room of State in

Cyinbeline's Palace.

Enter, at one door. Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, ait.i

Lords ; and at another, Caius Lucius, and
Attendants.

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Caesar with

us?
Luc. When Julius C.-esar (whose remembrance yet

Lives in men's eyes, and will to ears and tongues

Be theme and hearing ever) was in this Britain,

.^nd conguer'd it, Cassibel.an. thine uncle

(Famous in Cjesar's praises, no whit less

Than in his feats deserving it), for him.

And his succession, granted Rome a tribute.

Yearly three thousand pounds ; which by thee lately

Is left untender'd.
Queen. And, to kill the marvel.

Shall be so ever.
Clo. There be many Caesars,

Ere such another Julius. Britain is

A world by itself; and we will nothing- pay
For wearing our own noses.

Oiieen. That opportunity,

Which then they had to fake from us. to resume
We have again.—Kenieuiber, sir, my liege.

The kings your ancestors ; together with

The natural bravery of your isle ; which stands
As Neptune's park, ribb il and pal6d in

With rocks unscaleabk-. and roaring waters

,

With sands, that will not hear your enemies' boats.

But suck them up to the top-mast. A kind of conquest
Cxsar made here , but made not here his brag
Of •' cante,' and " saw." and " overcame," with shame
(The first th.at ever touch d him) he was carried

From otf our co.ist. twice beaten ; and his shipping

(Poor ignorant baubles !) on our terrible seas.

Like egg-shells mov'd upon their surges, crack'd

.As easily 'gainst our rocks : for joy whereof
The fain'tiCassibelan. who was once at point

(O giglot fortune I) to master C.x-sar's sword,
Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright.

And Britons strut with courage.
Cto. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid ; our

kingdom is stronger than it was at th.at time ; and, as

I said, there is no more such Ctsars : other of them
may have crooked noses ; but, to owe such straight

.irnis, none.
Cytn. Son, let your mother end.
do. We have yet many among us can gripe .as hard

as C issibelan : I do not say I am one . but I have a
haiid.—Why tribute? why should wi: pay trituite? If

Casar can hide the sun from us with a blanket, or put

the moon in his pocket, wc will pay him tribute for

light , else, sir, no more tribute, pray you now.
Cym. You must know.
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Till the injurious Rcimnns tlicl extort

Tills tribute friun us, we were free : Cocsar's nmbi-
tion.

(Which swell'd so much, that it (lid almost stretch

The sides o' the world,) against all colour, here
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off,

Becouies a w.urlike people, whom we reckon
Ourselves to be. We do say, then, to Cajsar
Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which
Ordain'd our laws (whose use the sword of Cresar
Hatli too much mangled ; whose repair and franchise.

Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed,
Though Rome be therefore angry ;) Mulmutius made

our laws.
Who was the tirst of Britain wliich did put
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd

Himself a king.
Luc. I am sorry, Cyinbeline,

That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar
(Caesar, that hath more kings his servants, than
Thyself domestic officers,) thine enemy.
Receive it from me, then :—war and confusion.

In Caesar's name, pronounce I 'gainst thee : look
For fury not to be resisted.—Thus defied,

I thank thee for thyself
Cym. Thou art welcome, Cains.

Thy Ca;sar knighted me ; my youth I spent
iMuch under him ; of him 1 gaiher'd honour;
Which he, to seek of me again, perforce,
5Jehoves me keep at utterance. 1 am perfect
That the Pannoniaus and Dalmatians, for

Their liberties, are now in arms ; a precedent
Which not to read would show the feritons cold :

.So Cassar shall not find tliem.

Luc. Let proof speak.
Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make pas

time with us a day or two. or longer : if you seek u«

afterwards in other terms, you shall find us in oui
salt-water girdle : if you beat us out of it. it is yours ;

if you fall in the adventure, our crows shall fare the
better for you ; and tliere 's an end.
Luc. So. sir.

Cym. I know your master's pleasure, and he mine
AU the remain is, welcome. [Excun/.

SCENE ll.~Aiiaihcr Roovi in Cymbeline's Palace.

Enter Pisanio, reading a letter.

Pis. How! of .adultery? Wherefore write you not
What monster's her accuser !—Leonatus

!

master I what a strange infection
Is fallen into thy ear! What false Italian

(As poisonous tongued, as handled) hath prevail'd

On. thy too ready hearing !—Disloyal ! No :

Slie 's punishd for her truth ; and undergoes.
More goddess-Kke than wife-hke. such assaults

As would take in some virtue.—O my master !

Thy mind to her is now as low, as were
Thy fortunes.—How 1 that I should murder her?
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I

ll.ive made to thy command?— I, her?—her blood ?

ir It be so to do good service, never
Let me be counted serviceable. How look I,

1 h.at I should seem to lack humanity
.So much as this fact comes X.ot—\Reading.\ " Do't

.

the letter

That I have sent her. by her 07vn command
Shall s^ive thee opfortunitv :"—0 damn'd paper I

lilack'as the ink that's on thee 1 Senseless bauble.
Art thou a feodary for this act, and lookst
So virgin-like without? Lo, here she comes.
1 am ignorant in what I am commanded.

/inter Imogen.
Imo. How now, Pisanio 1

Pis. Madam, here is a letter from my lord.

I'lio. Who? thy lord? that is my lord,—Leonatus 1

O. learn'd indeed were that astronomer
That knew the stars as I his characters ;

He 'd lay the future open.—'Vou good gods.
Let what is here contained relish of love.

Of my lord s health, of his content,—yet not,

That we two are asunder ; let that grieve him,—
(Some griefs nre medicinable; that is one of them,
I-or it doth physic love)—of his content.
All but in that !—Good wax, thy leave :—bless'd be,

Vou bees, that make these locks of counsel 1 Lovers,
And men in d.angerous bonds, pray not .ahke

:

Though forfciters you cast in prison, yet
You clasp young Cupid's tabU.-s.—Good news, gods !

[^lieadin^.'] " yiisticc, and your father's wrath,
should he take me in his dominion, could not /te so
cruel to 7ne. as you, O the dearest o/ creatures, luould
e^'en rejielu 7ne ivith your eyes. Take notice, tllat I
am in Cambria, at Mil/ord-Haven : 7fhatyouro'>vn
love loill, out of this, advise you, fotlaiu. So, he
wislies you all happinesi, that remains loyal to his
vow, andyour, increasing in love,

*' Leonatus Postlmmus.'

0. for a horse with wings I—Hearest fnou, Pisanio ?

He is at Milford-Haven : read, and tell me
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs

May plod it in a week, why may not I

Glide thither in a day '?—Then, true Pisanio,
(Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord ; who

long'st,

—

O. let me 'Ijate,—but not like me ;—yet long'st,

—

But in a fainter kind :—O, not like me ;

For mine's beyond l^eyond.) say, and speak thick.
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing,
fo the smothering of the sense.) how far it is

To this same bless6d Milford : and, bj' the way.
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as
To inherit such a haven: but, first of all,

How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap
That we shall make in time, from our hence-going.
And our return, to e.vcuse :—but first, how get

hence

:

\A'hy should excuse be born, or e'er begot ?

'iVe'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, speak,
Hnw many score of miles may we well ride
Twixt hour and hour ?

Pis. One score 'twixt sun and sun,

Madam, 's enough for you, and too much, too.

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man.
Could never go so slow: I have heard of riding

wagers.
Where horses have been nimbler than the sands
1 hat run in the clock s behalf :—but this is foolery :—
Go, bill my woman feign a sickness \ say
She'll home to her father : and provide me presently
A riding suit, no costlier than would fit

.\ franklin's housewife.
Pis. Madam, you're best consider.
hno. I see before me. man ; nor here, nor here,

.\'or what! ensues, but ha\e a fog in them.
That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee ;

Do as I bid thee : there's no more to say;
A ccessible is none but Milford way. \Exeunt.

SCENE III.—W.ales. A mountainous Country
with a Cave.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius. and Arviragus.

Pel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such
Whose roofs as low as ours ! Stoop, boys : this gatt
Instructs you how to adore the heavens, and bows

you
To morning's holy office : the gates of monarchs
Are arch'd so high, that giants may jet through
.\n<l keep their impious turbans on. without
Good morrow to the sun —Hail, thou fair heaven.
\\'e house i' the rock, yet use thee not so hardly

As prouder livers do.
Gui, Hail, heaven

!

Arv. Hail, heaven !

Bel. Now for our mountain sport : up to yon hill

:

^'our legs are young : I'll tread these fiats. Consider.
^^hen you above perceive me like .a crow.
That it is place which lessens and sets off:

\nd you may then revolve what tales I have told you,
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war:
This service is not ser\'ice, so being done.
Hut being so allow'd : to apprehend thus
Draws us a profit from all things we see

;

\nd often, to our comfort, shall we find

The sh.arded beetle in a safer hold.

Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O. this life

Is nobler, than attending for a check ;

Richer, than doing nothing for a bribe ;

Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk :

Such gain the cap of liim tli.it make them fine.

Yet keeps his book uncross'd. No life to ours.

Gui. Out of your proof you speak ; we, poor un-

tledg'd, . {not

Have nei-cr wlng'd from view o" the nest : nor know
What's .air from'home. Haply this life i^ best.

If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you,
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Tliat have a sharper known ; well corresponding
With your stilfage : but unto us it is

A cell of icrnorance; travellinp; abed;
A prison for a debtor, that not dares
To stride a limit.

Ar-j. What should ifre speak of
When we are as old as you? when we shall hear
The rain and wind beat dark December, how,
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse

The freezing hours away? We have seen nothing :

^^'e are beastly ; subtle as the fox for prey

;

I,ike warlike as the wolf for what we eat:

Our valour is, to chase what flies ; our cage
We make a quire, as doth the prison'd bird,

And sing our bondage freely.

Bel. How you speak

!

Did you but know the city's usuries.

And felt them knowingly : the art o' the court.

As hard to leave, as keep : whose top to climb
Is certain falling, or so slippery, that
The fear's as bad as falling : the toil of the war,
A pain that only seems to seek out danger
1" the name of fame and honour ; winch dies i' the
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph, [search,

As record of fair act ; nay. many times,
Doth ill deserve by doing well , what's worse,
Must court'sy at the censure ;—O boys, this story
The world may read in me ; my body 's mark'd
With Roman swords ; and my report was once
Firstwith the best of note : Cymbeline lov'd me ;

And when a soldier was the theme, my name
Was not far off: then, was I as a tree.

Whose boughs did bend with fruit , but. in one night,

A storm, or robbery, call it what you will,

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay. my leaves,

And left me bare to weather.
Gut, Uncertain favour

!

Bt!. My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft)

But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbehne,
I was confederate with the Romans ; so,

Follow'd my banishment ; and, this twenty years.
This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world
Where I have liv'd at honest freedom, paid
More pious debts to heaven, than in all

The fore-end of my time —But. up to the mountains!
This is not hunter's language ;—he. that strikes
The venison first, shall be the lord o' the feast

;

To him the other two shall minister:
And we will fear no jioison, which attends
In place of greater slate. I'll meet you in the valleys.

{Exeitjtt Gui. and Arv,
J low hard it is to hide the sparks of nature I

These boys know little they arc sons to the king ;

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive.

They think they are mine : and, though train'd up
thus meanly

r the cave wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit

The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them.
In simple and low things, to prince it. much
IKyond the trick of others. This Polydor
The heir of Cymbeline and Brlt.ain, whom
The king his father call'd Guiderius.—Jove
When on my three-foot stool I sit. and tell

The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out
Into my story : say. '" Thus mine enemy fell.

And thus I set my foot on his neck ;" even then
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats,
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal
(Once Arviragiis), in as like a figure.

Strikes life into my speech, ana shows much more
His own conceiving.—H.arJc, the game is rous'd I

—

O Cymbeline I heaven, and my conscience, knows
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon.
At three, and two years olil. I stole these babes

;

Thinking to bar thee to succession, as
Thou reft'st me of my l.mds. Euriphilc,
Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for their
And every day do honour to her grave : [mother.
Myself. Belarms. that am Morgan call'd.

They take for natural father. The game is up.
[Exit

SCENE IV.—Ntar Milford-IIaven.

Enter Pis-anio nnd Imogen.

Imo. Thou told'st me, when we came from horse,
the place
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Was near at hand :—ne'er lonc^'d my mother ?;o

To see me first, as I have now:—Pisaniol Man I

Where is Posthumus? What is in thy mind.
That makes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks tliat

sigh
From th' inward of thee? One, but painted thus,
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd
lieyond self-explication : put thyself
Into a 'haviour of less fear, ere wiklness
Vanquish my staider senses. What's the matter ?

Why tender'st thou that paper to me, with
A look untender? If t be summer news.
Smile to't before ; if winterly, thou needSt
Hut keep that countenance still.—My husband's

hand I

That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-craftied him,
And he's at some hard point.—Speak, man : thy

tongue
May take otf some extremity, which to read
Would be even mortal to me.

Pis. Please you, read ;

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing
The most disdain'd of fortune.
hno. \^R»ads.\ " Thy fnistrcss^ Pisanio, hathplayed

the strumpet in my bed ; the testtrnotiu's whereo/ ties
bleeding in yne. 1 speak not oitt of lueak szir?mses ;
but/rofn proofas strong- as my grief, and as certain
as I expect my revenge. That part, thou Pisanio,
must act for me, if thyfaith be not tainted with the
breach of ours. Let thine own hands take away her
life ; I shall give thee opportunity at Milford-
Haven ; she hath my letterfor the purpose ; where,
ifthoufear to strike, and to make me certain it is

done, thou art the pander to her dishonour, and
equally to me disloyat,"

Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword? the
paper

Hath cut her throat already.—No, tis slander,
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose

tongue
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie
All corners of the world : kings, queens, and states,
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave
This viperous slander enters.—What cheer, madam?

Ifno. False to his bed I What is it, to be false ?

To lie in watch there, and to think on him?
To weep 'twixt clock and clock? if sleep charge

nature,
To break it with a fearful dream of him,
And cry myself awake? that's false to his bed.
Is it?

Pis. Alas, good lady \

hno. I false 1 Thy conscience witness,—lachimo,
Thou didst accuse him of incontincncj'-;
Thou then look'dst like a villain ; now, methinks,
Thy favour's good enough.—Some jay of Italy,

Whose mother was her "painting, hath betray'd him ;

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion
;

And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls,
I must be ripp'd ;—to pieces with me I—O,
Men's vows are women's traitors I All good seeming,
Hy thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought
Put oa for villainy ; not borne where t grows,
Uut worn a bait for ladies.

Pis. Good madam, hear me.
Into, True honest men being heard, like false

-43.neas,

Were, in his time, thought false ; and Sinon's weep-
Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity I ing
From most true wretchedness : so thou, Posthumus,
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men;
Goodly and gallant, shall be false and perjur'd.
From thy great fail.—Come, fellow, be thou honest

:

Do thou thy master's bidding: when thou secst him,
A little witness my obedience : look 1

1 draw the sword myself: take it ; and hit

The innocent mansion of my love, my heart

:

I-"car not ; 'tis empty of all things but grief:

Thy m.aster is not there , who was, indeed.
The riches of it : do his bidding; strike.

Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause ;

But now thou seem'st a cowanl.
Pis, Hence, vile instrument

Thou shalt not damn my hand.
Imo. Why, I must die;

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art

I

No servant of thy masters. Against sclf-slaughte^'

O O
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There is a prohibition so divine.

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my
heart :—

Something 's afore "t :—Soft, soft ! we'll no defence

;

I
Takes some Lettersfrom hir bosom.

Obedient as the scabbard.—What is here?

The scriptures of the loyal Leona^as,
All turn'd to heresy? Away, away.
Corrupters of my faith 1 you shall no more
Be stomachers to my heart. Thus may poor fools

lielieve false teachers: though those that are be-

tray'd
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor

Stands in worse case of woe.
And thou, Posthumus, that didst set up
My disobedience gainst the king my father.

And make me put mto contempt the suits

Of princely fellows, shalt hereafter find

It is no act of commol? passage, but
A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself
To think, when thou shalt be distdg'd by her
That now thou tir'st on, how thy memory
Vill tlien be pang'd by me.—Pr'ythee, despatch :

The lamb entreats the butcher : where's thy knife !

Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding.

When I desire it too.

Pis. O, gracious lady.

Since I receiv'd command to do this business,

I have not slept one wink.
Imo. Do't, and to bed. then.

Pis. I'll wake mine eye-balls blind first.

Imo. Wlierefoie, then,

Didst imdertake itt Why hast thou abus'd.

So many miles with a pretence? this place?

Mine action, and thine own? our horses' labour?

The time inviting thee? the perturb'd court.

For my being absent ; whereunto I never
Purpose return? Why hast thou gone so far.

To be unbent, when thou hast ta'en thy stand.

The elected deer before thee?
Pis, But to win tune.

To lose so bad employment ; in the which
I iiave consider'd of a course : good lady.

Hear me with patience.
]mo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak

I have heard I am a strumpet ; and mine ear,

Therein f.alse struck, can take no greater wound,
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak.

Pis, Then, madam,
I thought you would not back again.

jmo. Most like

;

Bringing me here to kill me.
Pis. Not so, neither

:

But if I were as ivise as honest, then

My purpose would prove well. It cannot be,

But that my master is abus'd :

Some villain, ay, and singular inhis art.

Hath done you both this cursed injury.

Jmo. Some Roman courtezan.
Pis. No, on my I;fe.

I'll give but notice you are dead, and send him
Some bloody sign of it ; for 'tis commanded
I should do so : you shall be miss'd at court,

And that will well confirm it.

Jmo. ^Vhy, good fellow.

What shall I do the while? where bide? how live?

Or in my life what comfort, where I am.
Dead to my husband ?

Pis. Ifyou'U back to the court,—

Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado
With that harsh, noble, simple nothing ;

That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me
As fearful as a siege.

Pis, If not at court,

Then not in Britain must you bide.

Imo. Where then?

Hath Britain all the sun th.at shines? Day, night.

Are they not but in Britain? I' the w;orld's volume
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it

;

In a great pool, a swan's nest : pry'thee, think

There's livers out of Britain.

Pis. I am most glad

Yovi think of other place. The .ambassador,

Lucius the Koman, comes to Milford-Haven

T«.iimrruw ; now, if you could wear a mind
Dark as yqur fortune is, and but disguise

That, wliich, to appeaf itself, must not yet be,

ifu't by self-danger, you should tread a coursi.

Pretty, and full of view ; yea, haply, near
The residence of Posthumus ; so nigh, at least,

That though his actions were not visible, yet
Report should render him hourly to your ear,

As truly as he moves.
Imo. O, for such means

!

Though peril to my modesty, not death on 't,

I would adventure.
Pis Well, then, here's the point :

You must forget to be a woman ; change
Command into obedience : fear, and nlceness,
(The handmaids of all women, or more truly.

Woman its pretty self,) into a waggish courage :

Ready in gibes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and
As quarrefous as the weasel ; nay, you nuist
Forget that rarest treasure of your check,
E.Nposing it (but, O, the harder heart 1

Alack, no remedy !) to the greedy touch
Of common-kissing Titan ; and forget
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein
You made great Juno angry.
Jmo. Nay, be brief

:

I see into thy end, and am almost
A man already.

Pis. First, make yourself but like one,
Forethinking this, I have already fit

(Tis in my cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hose, all

That answer to them : would you, in their serving.

And with what imitation you can borrow
From youth of such a season, 'fore noble Lucius
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him
Wlierem you are happy, (which you '11 make him

know.
If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless.
With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable.
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad,
You have me, rich ; and 1 will never fail

Beginning nor supplyment.
I}no. Thou art all the comfort

Tlie gods will diet me with. Pry'thee, away :

There's more to be consider'd ; but we'll even
All that good time will give us : this attempt
I'm soldier to, and will abide it with
A prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee.
Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell.

Lest, being miss'd, I be suspected of
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress.
Here is a box : I had it from the queen :

What's in 't is precious; if you are sick at sea,

Or stomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this

Will drive away distemper —To some sliaile.

And fit you to your m.inhood :—may the gods
Direct you to the best 1

Jmo. Amen. I thank thee.
\Exeunt.

SCENE v.—A Room in Cymbeline's Palace.

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords.
Cym, Thus far ; and so, farewell.

Lice. Thanks, royal sir.

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence ;

And am rig-ht sorry that I must report ye
My master s enemy.
Cym. Our subjects, sir,

(
Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself

' To show less sovereignty than they, must needs
Appear unkinglike.

J^iic. So. sir, I desire of you
.\ conduct over land to Milford-Haven.
Madam, all joy befall your grace, and you 1

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office :

The due of honour in no point omit :

—

So, farewell, noble Lucius.
Luc. Your hand, my lord

Clo. Receive it friendly; but from this time lortli

I wear it as your enemy.
I.uc. Sir, the event

Is yet to name the winner : fare you well.

Cym. Leave not the wortliy Lucius, good my lords,

Lill he have crossed the Severn.-Happiness

!

\Exeitnt Lucius ami Lords.
Queen. He goes hence frowning; but it honours us.

That we have given him cause.

Clo. 'Tis all the better

Your valiant Britons -liave their wishes in it.

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely

Our chariots and horsemen be in readiness:
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The powers that he already hath in Gallia
Win soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves
His war for Britain.

Qust'H. *Tis not sleepy business ;

But must belook'd to speetlily, and strongly.

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen.
Where is our daughter ? She hath' not appear'd
Before the Konian, nor to us hath tender'd
1 he duty of the day : she looks us like

.\ thini; more made of malice, than of duty

:

We have noted it.—Call her before us ; for
We have been too slight in sufferance.

[Exit ail Attendant.
Queen. Royal sir,

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir'd

Hath her Ufe been; the cure whereof, my lord,

Tis time must do. Beseech your majesty,
Forbear sharp speeches to her : she's a lady
So tender of rebukes, that words ais strokes.
And strokes death to her.

Rc-eilUr .Attendant.
Cym. Where is she, sir! How

Can her contempt be answer'd 1

Atten. Please you, sir.

Her chambers are all lock'd ; and there 's no answer
That will be given to the loud'st of noise we make.

Qtteen. My lord, when last I went to visit her.
She pray*d me to excuse her keeping close

;

Whereto constram'd by her infirmity,

She should that duty leave unpaid to you.
Which daily she was bound to proffer : this

She wish'd me to m.ake known : but our great court
Made me to blcmie in memory.
Cym. Her doors lock'd?

Not seen of late? Grant, heavens, that which I

Fear prove false 1 \_Exit.

Qtteen. Son, I say, follow the king.
Cto. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant,

I have not seen these two days.
Queen. Go, look after.

—

\_Exit Cloten,
Pisanio, thou that stand'st so for Posthumus I—
He hath a drug of mine : I pray, his absence
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes
It is a thing most precious. But for her.
Where is she gone ? Haply, despair hath seiz'd her

;

Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, she's flown
To her desir'd Posthumus : gone she is

To death, or to dishonour ; and my end
Can make good use of either : she being down,
1 have the placing of the British crown.

Re-enter Cloten.
How now, ray son 1

Cto. 'Tis certain she is fled.

Go in and cheer the king : he rages ; none
Dare come about him.
Quern. All the better : may

This night forestal him of the coming day I \Bxit.
Clo. I love, and h.ate her: for she 's fair and royal.

And that she hath all courtly parts, more exquisite
Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded.
Outsells them .all,—I love her therefore : but.

Disdaining me, and throwing favours on
The low Posthunms, slanders so her judgment,
Th.1t what 's else rare is chok'd ; and in that point
I will conclude to liatc her, nay, indeed.
To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools shall

—

Enter Pisanio.
Who Ls here? What, arc you packing, sirrah ?

Come hither : ah, you precious pander I Villain,

Where is thy ladyf In a word ; or else

Thou att. straightway with the fiends.

Pis. O, good my lord ;

Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jupiter—
I will not ask again. Close villain,

I'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip

Thy he.nrt to find it Is she with Posthumus?
l-'rom whose so many wei,ihts of baseness cannot
A dram of worth be drawn.

P%s. Alas, my lord.

How can she be with him ? When was she miss'd ?

He is in Rome.
Clo. WJicreisshe, sir? Ceme nearer;

No farther halting: satisfy ine home
What is become of her'i

I'ls O, my all-worthy lord I
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Clo. AU-wotthy villain 1

Discover where thy mistress is at once.
At the next word.—no more of worthy lord,

—

Speak, or thy silence on the instant is

Thy condemnation and thy death.
I'is. Then, sir,

This paper is the history of my knowledge
Touching her flight. ^^Prescnting; a letter.

Clo.' Let's see 't.—1 will pursue her
Even to Augustus' throne.
Pis. \^Aside.

\
Or this, or perish.

Site's far enough ; and what he learns by this.

May prove his travel, not her danger.
Clo. Humph I

Pis. [Aside.] I'll write to my lord she 's dead.
O Imogen,

Safe mayst thou wander, safe return again I

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true'i

Pis. Sir. as I think.
Clo. It is Posthumus' hand ; I know 't.—Sirrah, if

thou wouldst not be a villain, but do me true service,
undergo those employments wherein I should have
cause to use thee with a serious industry,—that is,

what villainy soe'er I bid thee do, to perform it directly
and truly,— I would think thee an honest man : thou
shouldst neither want my means for thy relief, nor my
voice for thy prefennent.

Pis. Well, ray good lord.
Clo. Wilt thou serve me?—For since patiently and

constantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of that
beggar Posthumus, thou canst not, in the course of
gratitude, but be a diligent follower of mine :—wilt
thou serve rae ?

Pis. Sir, I will.

Clo. Give me thy hand ; here's my purse. Hast any
of thy late master's garments in thy possession 1

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same suit

lie wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress.
Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit

hither: let it be thy first service ; go.
Pis. I shall, my lord. {Exit.
Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven :—I forgot to ask

him one thing; I'll remember 't anon;—even there,
thou villain Posthumus, will I kill thee.—I would
these garments were come. She said upon a time
(the bitterness of it I now belch from my heart) that
she held the very garment of Posthumus in more re-

spect than my noble and natural person, together
\vith the adortmtent of my qualities. With that suit

upon my back, will I ravish her : first kill him, and in

her eyes; there shall she see my valour, which will

then be a torment to her contempt. He on the
ground, my speech of insultment ended on his dead
liody,—and when my lust hath dined (which, as I say.
to vex her, I will execute in the clothes that she so
praised)—to the court I'll knock her back, foot her
home again. She hath despised me rejoicingly, and
111 be merry in my revenge.

Re-enter Pisanio, luith the clothes.

Ec those the garments?
Pis. Ay, my noble lord.

Clo. How long is 't since she went to Milford-Haven?
Pis. She can scarce be there yet.
Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber; that is the

second thing that I have commanded thee : the third
is, that thou wilt be .a voluntary nmte to my design.

'

lie ,but duteous, and true perfennent shall tender
tself to thee.—My revenge is now .at Milford : would
I had wings to follow it 1—Come, and be true.

{Exit.

Pis. Thou bidd'st me to my loss : for, true to thee,
Were to prove false, which I will never be.
To him that is most true.—To Milford go.
And find not her whom lhou4)ursu'st.—Flow, flow.

You heavenly blessings, on her \—This fool's speed
lie cross'd with slowness : labour be his meed I

^Exit,
SCENE Vl.~Be/ore tlie Cave ofQcUum'.

Etiler Imogen, in boy's clothes.

Into. I sec, a man's life is a. tedious one :

r have tir'd myself; and for two nights together
H.ave n,adc the ground my bed. I shoukl be sick,
But that my lesolution helps me.— Milforrl,

Wljcn t'roni the mountain-top Pisanio show'd thee,
Thi.u wast witliiii a ken : O Jove 1 I think,
l"',undations fly the wretched ; such, I unrim.
Where Ihcy should be reliev d. Two beggars told mo
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I could not mis5 my way : will poor folks lie,

That have afflictions on them, knowing 'tis

A punishment, or trial? Yes ; no wonder.
When rich ones scarce tell true : to lapse in fulness

Is sorer, than to lie for need ; and falsehood
Is worse in kings, than beggars.—My dear lord !

Thou art one o' the false ones : now I think on thee,
My hunger's gone ; but even before, I was
At point to sink for food.—But what is this?

Here is a path to it : 'tis some savage hold :

I were best not call ? I dare not call : yet famine.
Ere clean it o'erthrow nature, makes it valiant.

Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardness ever
Of hardiness is mother.—Ho] Who's here 1

If any thing that's civil, speak; if savage,
Take, or lend.—Ho I—No answer? then 111 enter.
Best draw my sword; and if mine enemy
But fear the sword like me, he'll scarcely look on 't.

Such a foe, good heavens 1 [Goes into tlie cave.
Enter Belarius, Guiderius. and Arviragus.

Bel. 'Vou, Polydore, have prov'd best woodman, and
Are master of the feast : Cadwal and I

VVill play the cook and servant ; 'tis our match :

—

The sweat of industry would dry and die,
But for the end it works to. Come ; our stomachs
Will make what's homely, savoury : weariness
Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth
Finds the down pillow hard.—Now, peace be here.
Poor house, that keep'st thyself 1

Gut. I am thoroughly weary
An). \ am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite.
Gui. There is cold meat i' the cave ; we'll browse

on that,
Wiilst what we have kiU'd be cook'd.

Bel. \Looki7ig into tlie cave. \ Stay; come not in.

But that it eats our victuals, X should think
Here were a fairy.

Gui. What's the matter, sir ?

Bel. By Jupiter, an angel I or, if not,
A.n earthly paragon I—Behold divineness
^o elder than a boy 1

Re-enter Imogen.
Into. Good masters, harm me not

:

Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought
To have begg'd or bought, what I have took : good

troth,

I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had
found

Gold strew'd o' the floor. Here's money for my
meat

;

I would have left it on the board, so soon
As I had made myme.al ; and parted
With prayers for Uie provider.
Gui. Money, youth 1

Ar-j. All goldand silver rather turn to dirt 1

As 'tis no better reckon'd, but of those
Who worship dirty gods.

Into. I see you are angry

:

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should'
Have died had I not made it.

Bel. Whither bound ?

Imo. To Milford-Haven.
Bel. What's your name ?

I'.no. Fidele, sir. I have a kinsman, who
Is bound for Italy; he embark'd .at Milford ;

To whom being going, almost spent with hunger,
1 am fallen in this offence.
Bel. Pr'ythee, fair youth.

Think us no churls, nor measure our good minds
By this rude place we live in. Well encoimter'd I

'Tis. almost night : you shall have better cheer
Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it.

—

Boys, bid hmi welcome.
Gui. Were you n woman, youth,

I should woo hard, but be your groom :—in honesty,
1 bid for you, as I do buy.
Ar^. I'll make 't my comfort.

He is a man ; I'll love him as my brother :

—

And such a welcome as I'd give to him,
Alter a long .absence, such is yours :—most welcome I

Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends.
Imo. 'Mongst friends.

If brothers?

—

[Asidc.^ Would it had been so. that they
Had been my father's sons 1 then had my prize
Been less ; and so more equal ballasting
To thee, Posthumus.

Bel. He wrings at some distress,
Gui. M'ould I could free 1

1

Ar-.i. Or I ; whate'er it be.
What pam it cost, what danger 1 Gods

!

Bel. H.ark. boys.
[ it'liispcrin;;,

Imo. Great men,
That had a court no bigger than this cave.
That did attend themselves, and had the virtue
A\'hich their own conscience seal'd them, (laying by
That nothing gift of dillering multitudes,)
Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods !

1 'd change my sex to be companion with them,
Since Leonatus false.

Bel. It shall be so.

Boys, we'll go dress our hunt.—Fair youth, come in :

Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp'J,
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy story,
So far as thou wilt speak it.

Gui. Pray, draw near.
Arzj. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark,

Imo. Thanks, sir. (less welcome.
Arv. I pray, draw near. {Exeunt,

SCENE VII.—Rome. A public Place.

Enter two Senators and Tribunes,

I Sen. This is the tenor of the emperor's writ,

—

That since the common men are now m action
nst the Pannonians and Dalmatians ;

And that tl;e legions now in Gallia are
Full weak to undertake our wars against
The fallen-off Britons ; that we do mcite
The gentry to this business. He creates
Lucius pro-consul : and to you, the tribunes,
For this immediate levy, he commands
His absolute commission. Long live Ccesar 1

1 Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces ?

2 Sen. Ay.
I Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ?

I Sen. With those legions
Which I have spoke of, wherennto your levy
Must be supplyant : the words of your commission
Will tie you to the numbers, and the time
Of their despatch.

I Tri. We will discharge our dutj'.

[^Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Britain. A Forest, near the Cane of
Belarius.

Enter Cloten.
Clo I am near to the place where they should meet,

if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit his garments
serve me I Why should his mistress, who was made
by him that made the tailor, not be fit too? the rather

(saving reverence of the word) for tis said, a woman s

fitness comes by fits. Therein I must play the work-
man. I dare speak it to myself, (for it is not vam-
glory, for a man and his glass to confer in his own
chamber,) I mean, the lines of my body are as well-

drawn as his ; no less young, more strong, not beneath
him in fortunes, beyond him in the advantage of thn

time, above him in birth, alike conversant in general

services, and more remarkable in single oppositions

:

vet this imperseverant thing loves him in my despite.

What mortality is 1 Posthumus, thy head, which now
is growing upon thy shoulders, shall within this hour
be off; thy mistress enforced ; thy garments cut to

pieces before thy face : and all this done, spurn her

home to her father; who may, haply, be a little angry

for my so rough usage : but iny mother, having power
of her testiness, shall turn all into my commendations.

My horse is tied up safe : out. sword, and to a sore

purpose 1 Fortune, put them into my hand I This is

the very description of their meeting-place ; and the

fellow dares not deceive me. lExit.

SCENE II —Before the Ca-jc.

Enter, from the cave, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus,

and Imogen.

Bel [To Imogen.] You are not well: remain here

We'll come to you after hunting. (in the cave ;

Arv. (To Imogen.) Brother, stay her?:

Are we not brothers?
Imo. So man and man should be

;

But clay and clay differs in dignity.

Whose dust is both alike 1 .am very sick.
_

Go you to hunting ; 1 '11 abide with him.
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liiio. So sick I am not,—yet I am not well

:

Kut not so citizen a wanton, as
To seem to die. ere sick : so please you, leave me •

Mick to your journal course : the breach of custom
Is breach of all. I am ill ; but vour being by meCannot amend me : society is no comfortTo one not sociable. I am not very iick
Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here

:

1 11 rob none but myself; and let iiie die
Stealing so poorly.

,,''"'
. .

I. love thee
; I have spoke it :How much the quantity, the weight as much.As I do love my faher.

^f'- ,^ . ^ .
What? how? how?

^Irv. If It be sin to say so, sir, I voke me
In my good brothers fault : I know not whv
1 love this VOUth ; .Tnr) I hav.^ K«-,,.,l -'
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Gut. jL
J

.

More slavish did"! ne'er, than answering
'^

A slave without .t k-nn,-t "
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.. ..., t-^uu un^iiic, a lauic : X Know not why
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say
i-.ove s reason's without reason : the bier at door.And a demand who is t shall die, I'd sav

• .My father, not this youth.
£c/. l-is,'ie.] O noble strain 1

worthmess of nature I breed of greatness !

Cowards father cowards, and ba>e tilings sire base:Mature hath meal and bran, contempt and grace.
1 ani not the r father

; yet who this should &,Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me.—
1 IS the ninth hour o' the morn.

/ICT' I • K Brother, farewell./mo. I wish ye sport.

'fS^i^ V 1 -,->
You hcalth.-So please, sir./mo. [.4s,<ie] These are kind creatures. Gods,what lies 1 have heard J

Our courtiers say, aU 's savage but at court

:

Experience, O, thou disprov st report I
I he imperious seas breed monsters ; for the dish.Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish.
I am sick still ; heart sick :—Pisanio,
1 U now taste of thy drug.

ui'['^'A u , , ' '^""''^ "°' s'ir him

:

He said, he was gentle, but unfortunate;
Dishonestly affected, but yet honest

I mi^'it know more'!'
^'''" ""' ^^'"''^' ''"'^""

I T-ff 1 i,r „ ,

'^° "^"^ ''e'«l- 'o the field I-[r<>Imo
] WelUeave you for this time; go in, and.^r^. We 11 not be long away. *^

\rTst.

For you must be our housewife.
^'^^^ ^^ ""' '"'^'

T
^"'",-

J Well, or ill,
I am bound to you.
^'^ And Shalt bo ever.

TV,;^, ,h t, . J- f-':-'"'^ I'nogen /«/»//« caw
Good'ance^toS!'"'

'*"''"''' ^'^P'^^" ^^ '"^"^ ^^^

''/T„ .. How angel-like he sings?
i^ut. But his neat cookery ! he cut our roots in

cliaracters

;

And sauc'd our broths, as Juno had been sick.Ana he her dieter.

.-''y,: ., .
Nobly he yokesA smihng with a sigh ; as if the sigh

^v as that It was, for not being such a smile

:

The smile mocking the sigh, th.it it would flyIrom so divine a temple, to commixH ith winds tliat sailors rail at.

-n f ' f ,
I do note

1 hat grief and patience, rooted in them both.
.^Imgle their spurs together.
« ""'r,^' t Grow, patience

'

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine
His perishing root with the increasing vine I

ih'^
j'"' morning. Come, away I—Who's

-, - J-nfer Cloten.

h^kJ "^l"?"'
find those runagates: that villainHath mock d me :—I am faint.

, , . . , Those runagates IMeans he not us? I p.trtly know him ; 'tis
Uoten, the son o' the queen. 1 fear some ambush.
1 s.iw him not these many years, anil yet
1 know lis he.-We arc held as outlaws : hence •

(,;<;. Jlc IS but one : you and my brother search« liat companies are nc.ir : pray you, awav •

Let me alone with him, ' >
'

r

.

„, (':-»'""' UelariusawrfArvirairus I

T, ta . -
Soft I-What are yoy **

IThat flv me thus 7 some vilLun mountaineers ?
I have heard of such.-'.', Ii.,: ^lavc art thou ?

slave without a knock.

A I
"'

1 , ..
Thou art a robber,A law-breaker, a villain : yield thee, thief

C,r«. To whom ? to thee ? What art thou ? HaveAn arm as big as thine / a heart as big?
| „ot I

1 hy words, 1 grant, are bigger; for I wear not
wT 1^1"' Yi "'y, '."°""^- ^^y w'lat thou art,W hy 1 should yield to Ihee ?

k-nom'cf„,. „ .u ,
Thou villain base,ivnow St me not by my clothes?

wgthygrand^ther: he^d^'^ilJ^Sir"'-Which, as it seems, make thee.

My failor made them not.
'^^"'^ P"""'""' ^'"'=''

-ri
'""

t Hence, then, and thank

•Hei'but my name, and trlmble^'J""™'
'^'"'

a"- Cloten. thou villain.
^''''^'^ "^^ "^'"<= '

G,<!. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy name
TwninH

'^^"'^^' "' ' "•"« ' '°^d. or adde^spider.
1 \yould move me sooner.

->!"">.•,

^ti";^ ,^ ^ '^° 'hy further fear.

^i7so',?to ^he'qu'er'""""'
*°" ^"^" ''"°-

Soworthy as thy birth!'"
'"'^ '"' ''

'
"°' ^=^™'"^

f-f-. T-. ^ ,
Art notafeard?

AtJ^-ls^iru^^l^^/fZ-K?^' "'°^^ ' ^-^-^«

inkl^T ='l"
'•^^^ """ ">' P^P- i!^.d!*

=

1 11 follow those that even now ried henceAnd on the gates of Lud's town set your'heads •

\.eld, rust^ mountaineer. [Exeu.uZhtins.
p, ivr

'^''^'"'^'Belarius««arArviraHUs ^
.fff/. No company's abroad.

i7'lllllot^M. T''"" = y°" ^'"^ ""^'-'ke him, sure.Dci. 1 cannot tell:—long is it s iice 1 saw hii.i

Which'then'h
""'"'"^

T"''' thoseliiet^f n viur

And hur^f^f ''T^ = ""= sn^'t'^hes in his voice,

Twas very te":'"*^'
'^"« ^^ "'^ = ^ -> absolute

r .^'if' , , ^" 'his place we left them-

\T^X^tl'll^''''
^°«' '-- -'" »""

1 f
eL,.to man, he hadtfir/rlL^^for"'Of roaring terrors ; for defect ofjudginent

Av'f/" ?-"^^^ "^"^ see,' thy^ brother.

Gui ^'r^u'ruP""''^'''"^'/'"^'' Cloten's head.GUI This Cloten was a fool, an empty purse -Tncre was no money in 't : not Herciilc-s'^o lid have knock d out his brains, for he had none •

M 1 \ doing this, the fool had borne
"

My head, as 1 do his.

o'»,T,m^=r .
.What hast thou done?

So,, ,„ ,1
P^f^ect what

: cut orf one Cloten's head
u-h

'he 'lueen, after his own report

;

'

v!jhS^'^™'^^n-?S^---^;^swore.
"

^tiremo^rtud^lr^n.""-^ "->=

^"''^'[^Sf/

X&J^ '^''^"^ f^'""' wh^'urvt.-'^l'eTj'S'o" e-ut that he swore to take, our lives I The law
In »f''

""' "' = "'^" ^''y '•ho"'<l we be ten "r

I-l i" ""i"
'f"*f'-"« piece of flesh thre.it us.

or^w.'Pf'"''
"«"''°"<--'-' •'"himsdf"

\?^^o'i^VoTj^tlr,' ^^"a' companyl-)iscoveryou abroad?

'^^.^l^'-,-[:;-!-J- .Though his humout

1 o l.nng hlin here alone : .dlhougli. perh.'msIt may be heard.it court, th.ii suil, V. >! '

Cave here, hunt here arc- .,l,iI ,\.,t .'.1 .
May make some stronger hValMhe'i cl. ',"T •

(As It IS like him.) iiiigfit u.^i , , , J '"" hearing.
lied retch us ...

;' yctis' ; no! probab";'
"""^



CYMBELINE,

(through,

To come alone, either he so undertaking.

Or they so sufferinjj : then, on good gtouncl we fear.

If we do fear this body hath a tail

More perilous than the Iliad.

^,-J. Let ordinance

Come as the gods foresay it : howsoe'er.

My brother hath done well.
.

jji-l^ I had no mind
To hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness

Didmakemy way long forth.

Qii,\ With his own sword,

Whicli he did wave against my throat. I have ta'en

Mis head from him : I'll throw 't into the creek

Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea.

And tell the fishes he's the queen's son, Cloten

:

That's all I reck. ,^
\,txU.

ISel I fear 'twill be reveng d :

Would, Polydore, thou had'st not done 't ! though

Becomes thee well enough ,,,. .

[^'''°"''

^y^^ Would I had done t,

So the'revenge alone pursu'd me !—Polydore,
I love thee brotherly ; but enx-y much
Thou hast robb'd me of this deed : I would revenges,

That possible strength might meet, would seek "-

And put us to our answer.
]}cl Well, 'tis done .—

Well' hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger

Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock ;

You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll stay

Till hasty Polydore return, and bring luin

To dinner presently.
.

Am. Poor sick Fidcle I

I'll willingly to him : to gain his colour,

I'd let a parish of such Cloten's blood.

And praise myself for charity. [•«•»'•'

^cl_ O thou goddess.

Thou' divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon'st

In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle

As zephyrs, blowing below the violet.

Not wagging his sweet head ; and yet as rough.

Their royal blood enchaf'd. as the rud'st wind.

That by rhe top doth take the mountain pine.

And make him stoop to the vale. 'Tis wonder,

That an invisible instinct should frame them
To royalty uuleam'd ; honour untaught

;

Civility not seen from other : valour.

That wildly grows in them, but yie'ids a crop

As if it had been sow'd ! Yet still it's strange,

What Cloten's being here to us portends.

Or what his death will bring us.

Re-enUr Guiderius.

Qiii^ Wliere's my brother

I have sent Cloten's clotpoU down the stream.

In embassy to his mother ; his body's hostage

For his return. [Sole-.nn musu
get. My ingenious instrument 1

Hark, Polydore. it sounds ! but what occasion

Hath Cadwal now to give it motion? Hark 1

Gui. Is heat home*
jjel He went hence, even now.

Ctii. What does he mean? since death of my
dear'st mother

It did not speak before. All solemn things

Should answer solemn accidents. The matt

Triumphs for nothing, zmA lamenting toys.

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys.

Is Cadwal mad? j j ,

Re-enter Arviragus, bearing Imogen, as dead, m lus

ay^ns
Bet. Look, here he comes.

And brings the dire occasion in his arms

Of what we blame liim for 1
, . , . , ,

jlrv. The bird is dead,

That we have made so much on. I had rather

Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty,

To have turn'd my leaping time into a crutch.

Than have seen this.

Cut. O, sweetest, fairest hly I

My brother wears thee not the one-half so well.

As whenthougrew'bt tliyself.

gfl O melancholy 1

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom? find

The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare

Might earliest harbour in V—Thou blessed thing 1

Jove knows what man thou inightst have made
hut I, , , , , .

Thou dicdst, a most rare boy, of melancholy 1—
How found you him?

Act 4.

Arv. Stark, as you see :

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber.

Not as death s dart, being laugh'd at ; his right cheek
Reposing on a cushion.

Gui. Where?
,./ r-j. O' the floor ,•

His arms thus leagu'd : I thought he slept ; and put

My clouted brogues from offmy feet, whose rudeness

Answer'd my steps too loud.

Gui. Why, he but sleeps

:

If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ;

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted.
And worms will not come to thee.

,.; r-j. With fairest flowers.

While summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele,

I'll sweeten thy sad grave : thou shalt not lack

The flower that's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor

The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander,

Out-sweeten''d not thy breath : the ruddock would.

With charitable hill (O bill, sore-shaming
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie

"Without a monument i) bring thee all this ;

Yea, and furr'd moss besides, when flowers are none.

To winter-ground thy corse.

Gui. Pr'ythee, have done ;

And do not play in wench-like words with that

Which is so serious. Let us bury him.

And not protract with admiration what
Is now due debt.—To the grave.
Arv. Say, where shall's lay him ?

Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother.'

Arv. Be'tso:
And let us, Polydore. though now our voices

Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground.

As once our mother: use like note and words,

Save that Euriphile must be Fidele.

Gui. Cadwal,
I cannot sing : I'll weep, and word it with thee

;

For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse
Than priests and fanes that lie.

A>v We'll speak it. then.

Bel. Gre.at griefs, I see. medicine the less; fn
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys : [Cloten

And, though he came our enemy, remember.
He was paid for that: though mean and niiglnv.

Together have one dust, yet reverence (rotting

(That angel of the world) doth make distinction

Of place ^ween high and low. Our foe was princely ;

And though you took his life, as being our foe,

Yet bury Khn as a prince.

GuL Pray you, fetch him hither,

Thersites' body is as good as Ajax'
When neither arc alive.

Arv. If you'll go fetch him.

We'll say our song the whilst.—Brother, begin.
\^E.\it Belarius.

Gtii. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the

My father hath a reason for 't. [east

;

Arv. 'Tis true.

Gui. Come on, then, and remove him.

Ar-o. So.—Begin.
SONG.

Gui. Fear no more the heal 0' the sun.
Nor thefurious winter's ra^es ;

Thou thy worldly task hast done.

Home artgone, and ta en thy wages :

Golden lads and girls all must.
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust.

Ai'V. Fear no more thefrown 0' the great.

Thou artpast the tyrant's stroke ;

Care no more to clothe, and eat ;

To thee the reed is as the oak:
The sceptre, learning, physic, tnust

Allfollow this, and come to dust.

Cui. Fear no more the lightHingflash,
Arv. jVor th' all-dreaded thundtr-stor.t

.

Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash.

Art: Thou hastfinishedjoy and moan
Jioth. All loversyoung, all lovers must.

Consign to thee, and come to du.st.

Gui. No exorciser harm thee t

Arv. Nor no witchcraftcharm tliec I

Gui. Ghost unlaidforbear thee I

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee I

Both. Quiet consummation have :

I A r.d reitownid be thy grave I



Scene 2. CYMBKLINK. S/r

Re-inler Bclarius, tvith the body Q/"Cloten.
Gui. We have done our obsequies : come, lay him

down.
Bel. Here's a few flowers; but 'bout midnight,

more

:

The herbs that have on them cold dew o' the night,

Are strewings fitt'st for graves.—Upon their faces.

—

You were as flowers, now withered ; even so
These herblets shall, which we upon you strow.

—

Come on, away : ajiart upon your knees.
The ground that gave them first has them again

:

Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain.
\_Exeunt Bclarius, Guiderius, atid Arvi-

ragus.
Imo. \Awakins.\\^'i, sir, to Milford-Haven ; which

is the way ?

—

I thank you.—By yon bu.sh?—Pr.iy, how far thither?

"Oils pittikins ! can it be six miles yet?

—

1 have gone all night :
—

'faiih, I'll lie down and sleep.

\Sieing the body.
But, soft ! no bedfellow :—O gods and goddesses I

These flowers are like the pleasures of the world ;

This bloody man, the care ont.— 1 hope I dream;
For so I thought I was a cave.keeper.
And cook to honest creatures : but 'tis not so ;

'Twas but a bolt of notiiing. shot at nothing,
Which the brain makes ofiumes : our very eyes
Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith,

I tremble still with fear: but if there be
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity
As a Wren's eye. fear'd gods, a part of it I

The dream's here stiU: even when I wake, it is

Without me, as v.ithin me ; not imagin'd, felt.

A headless man 1—The garments ol Posthumus \

I know the shape of his leg : this is his hand;
His foot Mercurial ; his \lartial thigh ;

The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial face

—

Murder in heaven I—How?—'Tis gone.—Pisanio,
All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks,
And mine to boot, be darted on thee I Thou,
Conspir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten,
Hast here cut otf my lord.—To write and read
Be henceforth treacherous I—Damn'd Pisanio
Hath with his forged letters,—damn'd Pisanio—

•

From this most bravest vessel of the world
Struck the main-top I—O Posthumus 1 alas.
Where is thy head? where's that? Ah me I wheri's
Pisanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, [thai ':

And left this head on.—How should this be?
PLsanio !

Tis he, and Cloten : malice and lucre in them
Have laid this woe here. O, 'tis pregnant, pregna fit

The drug he gave me, which he said was precious
And cordial to me, h.avc 1 not found it

Murderous to the senses ? That confirms it home c
This is Pis.anio's deed, and Cloten's : O 1

—

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood.
That we the horrider may seem to those
Which chance to find us. O, my lord, my lord I

Enter Ljcius, a Capta'm, oilier Otiicerb, iiiid ,i

Soothsayer.
Caf. To them the legions garrison'd in G.aliia,

After your will, have cross'd the sea ; attending
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships :

They are in readiness.
Luc. But what from RomcV
Cap. The senate hath stirr'd up the confmers.

And gentlimen ot Italy ; most willing spirits.

That promise noble service : and they come
Under the conduct of bold lachimo.
Sienna's brother.
Luc. ^Vhen expect you themt
Cap. With the next benefit o' the wind.
l.iic. This forwardness

Makes our hopes fair. Command our present num-
bers

Be muster'd ; bid the captains look to 't.—Now, sir.

What have you dream'd of late of this war's purpose ?

Soctli. I^st night the very gods show'd me a
vision.

'I fast, and pray'd, for their intelligence! thus :—
I saw Jove's bird, the Koman eagle, wing'd
From the spungy south to this part 'if the west,
Uherc vanish'il m the sunbeams, which i>ortenils
Unless my sins abuse fny divination)
Succcis to the Roman host

/-'«•. Dream often so,,
And never f.\lse.—Soft, ho what trunk is here,

WitiiDul his top ! The ruin .speaks, that sometime
it was <a wortliy building.—Ilowl a page !

—

Or dead, or sleeping on him ? But dead, rather
For nature doth abhor to make his bed
With the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.

—

Let's see the boy's face.
Cap. He Is alive, my lord.

Luc. He'll, then, instruct us of this body.—
Young one.

Inform us of thy fortunes : for it seems
They crave to be demanded. Who is this.

Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow? Or who was he.
That, otherwise than noble nature ditl.

Hath alter'd that good picture? What's thy interest
In this sad wreck ? How came it? Who is it?

What art thou?
Jmo. I am nothing : or if not.

Nothing to be were better. This was my master.
.\ very valiant Briton, and a good,
riiat here by mountaineers lies slain":—alas I

There are no more such masters : I may w-ander
From east to Occident, cry out for ser\'ice,

Tiy many, all good, serve truly, never
Find such another master.

L71C. 'Lack, good youth 1

Thou mov'st no less with thy complaining, th.'iu

Thy master in bleeding ; say his name, good friend.
Jtno. Richard du Champ.

—

[Aside] If Tdolie, and tlo

No h.irm by it, thougli the gods hear, I hope
They'll pardon it.—Say you, sir?

Luc. Thy name?
Ij>io. Fidele, sir.

LifC. Thou dost approve thyself the verj' same :

Thy name w-ell fits thy faith , thy faith, thy name.
Wilt lake thy chance with me? I will not sa}'.

Thou sh.-ilt be so well master'd: but, be sure.
No less belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters.

Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner
Tlian thine own worth prefer thee : go with me.
Jmo. I'll follow, sir. But first, .in 't please the gods,

I'll hide my master from the Hilis, as deep
As these poor pickaxes can dig: and when
"Vv'ilh wild wood-leaves and weeds 1 have strew'd his
And on it said a century of prayers. [grave.
Such as I can, twice o'er. I'll weep and sigh

;

And, leaving so his service, follow you.
So please you entertain me.
Luc. Ay, good youth

;

And mther father thee, than master thee.

—

.My friends,
Tlie boy hath taught us manly duties : let us
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can.
And make him with our pikes and partisans
.•\ grave : come, arm him.—Boy, he is prelL-rr'd
By thee to us ; and he shall be interr'd.
As soldiers can. Be cheerful : wipe thine eyes

:

Some falls are means the happier to arise. Exeunt
SCENE in.—^ Xoom in Cymbeline's Palace.

ir«/^r Cymbeline, Lords, Pisanio, (2?;(f Attendants.

Cy)n. Again ; and bring me word how 'tis with
her.— .^.V!? i:« Attendant.

.•V fever with the absence of her son ;

A m.adness, of which her life s in danger.— Ile.avens,
How deeply you at once do touch nie 1 Imogen,
The great part of my comfort, gone ; my queen
Upon a desperate bed, .and in a time
W hen fearful wars point at me ; her son gone.
So needful fur tliis present : it strikes me. past
The hope of comfort.—But for thee, fellow.

U'ho needs nmsl know of her departure, and
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee
By .a sharp torture.

Pis.
_

Sir, my life is yours.
1 humbly set it at your will ; but, for my mistress,
I nothing knoiv where she remains, why gone.
Nor when she purposes return. Beseech your high-
i Inid me your loyal servant. [ncss

I Lord. Good my liege.
The day that she was missing he was here :

I dare lie bound he's true, and shall perform
All parts of his subjection loyally,
lor Cloten,—
There wants no diligence in seeking him.
Anil will, no doubt, be found.

<>"'. The time is troublesome.

L/o
I'is.) We'll slip you for ,1 season ; but ourjealous>

)oes yet depend
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I Lord. So please your majesty.
The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn.
Are landed on your coast ; with a supply
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent.

Cynt. Now for the counsel of my son and queen I—
I am amaz'd with matter.

I Lord. Good my liege,
Vour preparation can affront no less

Than wliat you hear of: come more, for more you're
ready

:

The want is, but to put those powers in motion.
That long to move.
Cym. I thank you. Let's withdraw

;

And meet the time as it seeks us. We fear not
What can from Italy annoy us ; but
Wo grieve at chances here.—Away I

I
Exeimt nil but Pisanio

Pis. I heard no letter from my master, since
I wrote him Imogen was slain: 'tis strange :

Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise
To yield me often tidings; neither know I

'What is betid to Cloteii ; but remain
Perplex'd in all :—the heavens still must work.
Wherein 1 am false, I am honest ; not true, to be true :

These present wars .shall find I love my country.
Even to the note o the king, or 1 11 fall in them.
All other doubts, by tune let them be clear'd ;

Fortune brings in some boats that are not steer'd.

[Bxti.

SCENE W.—Before the Cave o/Belarius.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus

Giti. The noise is round about us.

Bel. Let us from it.

Ar^'. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it

From action and adventure?
Gui. Nay, what hope

Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Romans
JVIust or for Britons slaj' us, or receive us
For barbarous and imnatural revolts
During their use, and slay us after.

Bel. Sons.
We'll higher to the mountains ; there secure us.

To the king's party there's no going : newness
Of Cloten's death (we being not known, not nuister'd
Among the bands) may drive us to a render
^Vhere we have liv'd ; and so e.ttort from 's that
Which we have done, whose answer would be death
Drawn on with torture.

Gui. This is, sir, a doubt,
In such a time nothing becoming you.
Nor satisfying us.

Arv. It is not likely.

That when they hear the Rojuan horses neigh.
Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes
And ears so cloy'd importantly .as now.
That they will waste their time upon our note,
To know from whence we are.

Bel. O, I am known.
Of many in the army; many years.
Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore him
From'my remembrance. And, besides, tlie king
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves

;

Who find in my exile the want of breeding.
The certainty of this hard life; aye hopeless
To h.ave the courtesy your cradle promis'd,
But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and
The shrinkmg slaves of winter.

Citi. Tlian be so,

Pray, sir, to the army ;

)t known ; yourself,
thereto so o'ergrown.

Better to cease to be
1 and my brother are
Kn out of thought, an
Cannot be question d
Arv. By this sun that shines,

I II thither: what thing is it that ! never
Did see man die 1 scarce ever look'd on blood.
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison?
Never bestrid a horse, save one that had
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel,
Nor iron, on his heel? I am asham'd
To look upon the holy sun, to have
The benefit of his bless'd beams, remaining
So long a poor unknown.

Gui. By heavens, I'll go :

If you will bless mc, sir, .and give me leave,
I'll take the better care ; but if you will not,
The haz.ird therefore due fall on me by
The hands of Romans 1

^^-v- So say I ; Amen.
Bet, No reason I, since of your lives you set

So slight a valuation, should reserve
.My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys !

If in your country wars you chance to die.
That is my bed too. ladb, and there 1 11 lie :

Lead, lead.—[Wjj'rfc.J The time seems long; their
blood thinks scorn.

Tin it fly out, and show them princes born.

ACT V.

SCENE Britain A Field betii ecu the British
aud Roman Va»i/>s.

Enter Posthunuis. with a bloody handkerchief.

Post. 'Vea, bloody cloth, I'll keep thee; for I wish'd
Thou shouldst be colour d thus. 'V'ou married ones,
if each of you should take this course, how many
Must murder wives much better than themselves,
For wrying but a little 1—O Pisanio 1

Every good servant does not all commands:
No bond, but to do just ones.—Gods ! if you
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never
Had Hv'd to put on this ; so had yon sav'd
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But. alack,
Vou snatch some hence for little laults ; that s love.
To have them fall no more : you some permit
To second ills with ills, each elder worse.
And make them dread it, to the doers thrift.

But Imogen is your own : do your best wills.

And make me bless d to obey I— I am brought hither
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight
Against my lady s liingdom : 'tis enough
That, Britain, 1 have klU'd thy mistress

; peace 1

I'll give no wound to thee. Tlierefore good heavens,
Hear patiently my purpose : I'll disrobe me
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself
.\s does a Briton peasant : so 1 11 fight
.^gainst the part I come with ; so I'll die
I'or thee, O Imogen ! even for whom my life

Is. every breath.'a death ; and thus, unknown,
Pitied nor hated, to the f;ice of peril

.Myself I'll dedicate. Let me make men know
More valour in me, than my habits show.
Gods, put the strength o' the Leonati in me 1

fo shame the guise o' the world, I will begin
The fashion, less without, and more within. [E.\i>

SCENE 11.— The Same.

Ef/ter.frofij one door, I^ucius. Imogen, lachimo, a}:d
the Roman Army ; the British at another .

Leonatus Posthumus following like a poor
soldier. They march oz'er and ^^ out. Then
enter again in skirmnh, lachimo and Posthu-
mus : lie vaiiquisheth and disarmeth lachimo,
attd then leaves hint,

lach. The heaviness and .guilt within my l>osoni

Takes oil my manhood : I have belied a lady,

Tlie jirincess of this country, and the air on 't

Rcvengingly enfeebles me ; or could this carl,

.\ very drudge of n.ature's, have subdu'd mc
In lay profession? Knightlioods and honours, borne
.'Vs I wear mine, are titles but of scorn.
If th.at thy gentry. Britain, go before
I'his lout, as he exceeds oii'r lortls. the odds
Is. thiit we scarce are men, and you are g<»ds. [Exit.

The tattle eontinues ; the Britons fly : Cymbcline is

taken ; then enter, to his rescue, Belarius,

Guiderius, and Arvir.igus.

Bel. Stand, stand 1 We have the advantage of the
ground

;

The lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but
The villany of our fears.
Gui. A rv. Stand, st.and, and fight I

Re-enter Posthumus, and seconds the Britons ;" they
rescue iZyn\\i&\\\\(^,andexeunt : then,enterl.ucm^,
Imogen, and lachimo.

/.uc, Aw.iy, boy, from the troops, and savethysclf

;

nds kill fneiids. and the disorder 's suchFor fric

As war were hood-wink'd,
/ach. 'Tis their fresh supplies.



Scene 3. CYMBELINE.
' Luc. It k a day tum'd strangely : or betimes
Ucls rc-intorce, or fly. [Jixeuni.

SCENE in.—Anolher/iart oflite Field.

£nterVoi\.\\Mava and a British Lord.

Lord. Cam'st tliou from where they made the
stand !

P"^'- I did:
Though you, It seems, come from the fliers.

i-«>-'i- I did.
Post. No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost,

But that the heavens foujjht : the king himself
Of his wings destitute, the army broken.
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted.
Lf)Iling the tongue with slaughtering, having work
More plentiful than tools to do 't. struck down
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd, some falling
Merely through fear ; that the strait pass was dainm'd
With dead men hurt behind, and cowards living
To die with lengthened shame.
Lord. Where was this lane !

Fost. Close by the battle, ditch'd, and wall d with
turf;

^^llich gave advantage to an ancient soldier,—
An honest one, I warrant : who duserv'd
So long a breeding as his white beard came to.
In doing this for his country :-^thwart the lane.
He. with two striplings, (lads more like to run
1 he country base, than to commit such slaughter;
With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer
Than those for preservation cas'd, or shame,)
Made good the passage ; cried to those that fled,
•' Our Jiritain's Iiarts dieflying, not our men :

To darkneisfleet, souls thatfly backwards : Stand /
Or 7ue are Romans, and will^veyoit that
Like leasts, -whichyon shun beastly, and may safe.
But to lookback in frown: stand, stand / "—These

three.
Three thousand confident. In act as many,
(lor three performers are the file, when ail
The rest do nothing,) with this word, " stand stand .'"

Accommodated by the place, more charming
\vith their own nobleness, (which could have turndA distaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks,
I'art shame, part spirit renew'd ; that some, tum'd
I'ut by example (0, a sin in war, [coward
1 lanm'd in the first beginners I) 'gan to look
1 he way that they did, and to grin like lions
I'pon the pikes o' the hunters. Then beganA stop i' the chaser, a retire ; anon,
A rout, confusion thick : forthwith they fly
Chickens, the way which they stoop'd eagles; slaves.
The strides they victors made : and now our cowards
(I.ike fragments in hard voy.agos) became
The life o' the need ; having found the back door open
Of the unguarded hearts. Heavens, how they wound
Some slain before ; some dying ; some their friends
Oerborne i' the former wave : ten, chas'd by one.
Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty :

1 hose that would die or ere resist are grown
1 he mortal bugs o' the field.
Lord. This was strange chance
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made
A narrow lane, an old man, and two boys I

Post. Nay, do not wonder at it : you arc
Kathcr to wonder at the things you hear.
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upo'n't.
And vent it for a mockery 1 Here is one :

" Ltco boys, an old man tivice a boy, a lane,
l^reserv'd the Kritons, was the Romans' bane."
Lord, Nay, be not angry, sir,

,.f,°''x ,,. , 'Lack, to what end ?» ho dares not stand his foe, I'll be his friend •

\F.xit

noble

l-or if hell do, as he is made to tin.

1 know he '11 tjuickly fly my friendship too.
lou have put me into rhyme.
Lord. Farewell : ^ou are angry
Post. Still going?— This is a lord I

misery.
To bo i' the field, and ask, what news, of me !

1 o-day, how many would have given their honours
To h.ivc s.av'd their carcases I took heel to do "t.And yet tlied too 1 I, in mine own woe charm'd
Could nut find Death Mierc I di.l hear him gro.an
Nor feci him where lie struck : being an ugly monster,
Tis btr.mge he hides him in fresh cubs, soft beds,
aweet words ; or hath more ministers than wc

That draw his knives i' the war.—Well, 1 will find him
Hor being now a favourer to the Briton,
No more a Briton. I have resumd again
The part I came in : fight 1 will no more.
But yield me to the veriest hind that shall
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is
Here iiiade by the Romans

; great the .answer be
Britons must take : for me, my ransom's death

:

On either side I come to spend my breath :

Wliich neither here I'll keep, nor bear again.
But end it by some means for Imogen.

Enter two British Captains, and Soldiers.

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be praised I Lucius is taken.
1 is thought, the old man and his sons were angels.
2 Capt. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit.

That gave th' affront with them.
' ^op. So 'tis reported :

But none of them can be found.—Stand! who is there?
Post. A Roman

;

Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds
Had auswer'd him.

2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog 1—
A leg of Rome shall not return to tell

What crows have peck'd them here ;—he brags his
service

As if he were of note ; bring him to the king.

Enter Cymbeline, attended: Belarius. Guiderius, Arvi-
rajjus, Pisanio. and Roman Captives. The Cap-
tarns ;>>-«f«CPosthumus/o Cymbeline, who delivers
him over to a Gaoler; after which, allgo out.

SCENE IV.—Britain. A Prison.

Enter Postliumus andt-wo Gaolers.

1 Gaol, "Vou shall not now be stolen, you have locks
So. gr.tze as you find pasture. [upon you ;

2 Gaol, Ay, or a stomach.
{Exeunt G^io\er5.

Post. Most welcome, bondage I for thou art a way,
I think, to liberty : yet am I better
Than one that's sick o' the gout; since he had rather
Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur'd
By the sure physician, death; who is the key
To unbar these locks. My conscience, thou artfetter'd
More than my shanks and wrists : you good gods cive
The penitent mstrument to pick that bolt, '

'"fme
Then, free for ever I Is t enough, I am sorry 1
So children temporal fathers do appease ;

Gods .are more full of mercy. Must I repent ?
I cannot do it better than in gyves,
Dcsir'd more than constrain'd ; to satisfy.
If of my freedom "tis the m.ain part, take
No stricter render of me, than my all.

I know you are more clement than vile men,Who of their broken debtors take a third,
A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive ag.ain
On their abatement : that's not my desire,
l-'or Imogen s dear life, take mine ; and though
1 is not so dear, yet 'tis a life

,;
you coiii'd it

;

'Tween man and man they weigh not every st.amp •

Though light, take pieces for the figure's sake ;
'

You rather mine, being yours ; and so g)
If you will take this audit, take this life,
.\nd cancel these cold bonds.—O Imogen 1
I II speak to thee in silence.
.Solemn music. Enter as an apparition,

Ueoniitas, father to Posthunius, an old man, attired
like a warrior, Icadint; m his hand an ancient
matron, his wife, and mother to Posthumus, with
music before them : then, after other musicfollow
the twoyoung Leonali, brothers to Posthumus, with
wounds, as they died in the wars. They circle Pos-
thumus round, as he lies sleeping.

.•>ict. No more, thou thuntler-master, show
Thy s|)ite on mortal flies;

With Mars fall out. with Juno chide.
That thy adulteries

Kates and revenges.
Il.ath njy poor boy done aught but well?

Whose face I never saw

;

X died, whilst in the womb he stay'd
Attending nature's law

;

Whose father then (as men rcpiirt.
Thou orphans' faiher art)

1 huu shouldst have been, and shielded him
1-roin this cartli-vcxina smart.

) great powers,

[Sleefis,

Sicilius.
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hlolh. Lucina leiu not me her aid,
But took me in my throes ;

Tliat from me was Posthumus ripp'd,
Came cryinjj 'mongst liis foes,

A thing of pity 1

Sici. Great nature, like his ancestry.
Moulded the stuff so fair,

Tliat he deserv'd the praise o' the world,
As great Sicilius' heir.

1 Bro. When once he was mature for man.
In Britain where was he

That could stand up his parallel;
Or fruitful object he

III eye of Imog^en, that best
Could deem his dignity!

Moth. With marriage wherefore was he inock'd,
To be exil'd, and thrown

From Leonati's seat, and cast
From her his dearest one.

Sweet Imogen?
Sici. Why did you suffer, lachimo.

Slight thing of Italy,

To taint his nobler heart and brain
With needless jealousy

;

And to become the geek and scorn
O* the other's villainy?

2 Bro. For tliis, from stiller seats we came.
Our parents, and us twain.

That, striking in our country's cause,
Fell bravely, and were slain

;

Our fealty, and Tenantius' right.
With honour to maintain.

I IWo. Like hardiment Posthumus hath
To Cymbeline perform'd:

Then Jupiter, thou king of gods.
Why hast thou thus adjourn'd

The graces for his merits due ;

Being all to dolours turn'd ?

Sici. Thy crystal window ope ; look out

;

No longer exercise.
Upon a valiant race, thy harsh

And potent injuries.

il/fl/A.^ Since, Tupiter, our son is good.
Take on his miseries.

Sici. Peep through thy marble mansion ; help I

Or we poor ghosts will cry.
To the shining synod of the rest.

Against thy deity.
z Bro. Help, Jupiter ! or we appeal,

And from thy justice fly.

Jupiter descends in thunder and iightniiiz, siilins
jtpon an eagle: he thro-jus a ihiindcrboU. The
ghosts/all on their knees.

Jnp. No more, you petty spirits of region now,
Offend our hearing : hush I How dare you ghosts

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt, you know.
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coasts?

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers;

Be not with mortal accidents opprest

;

No care of yours it is ; you know 'tis ours.
Whom best I love, I cross; to make my gift.

The more delay'd. delighted. Be content

;

Your low-laid sou our godhead will uplift

;

His comforts thrive, his trials well are spent.
Our Jovial star reign'd at his birth, and in
Our temple was^ie marrricd —Rise, and fade I

—

He shall be lord of lady Imogen,
And happier much by his aflliction made.

This tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein
Our pleasure his full fortune iloth confine

:

And so, away; no further with your din
Express impatience, lest you stir up mine.—
Moimt, eagle, to my palace crystalline.

{Ascendi.
Sici. He came in thunder ; his celestial breath

Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle
Stoopd, as to foot us: his ascension is

More sweet than our bless'd fields : his royal bird
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak,
As when his god is pleas'd.

'•''''' Thanks, Tupiter

!

Stci. The marble pavement closes ; nc is enter'd

Act 5.

His radiant roof.—Away I and, to be /lest.

Let us with care perforin his great behest.
yChosts vatiiJt

Post. \lVaking.\ Sleep, thou hast been a grand
sire, and begot

A father to me ; and thou hast created
A mother, and two brothers : but (O scorn I)

Gone I they went hence so soon as they were born :

And so I am awake. Poor wretches, that depend
On greatness' favour, dream as I have done ;

Vake, and find nothing. But, alas, I swerve ;

Many dream not to find, neither deserve,
And yet are steep'd in favours ; so am I,

That have this golden chance, and know not why.
What fairies haunt this ground? A book? O rare one

:

Be not, as is our fangled world, a garment
Nobler than that it covers ; let thy effects

So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers.

As good as promise.
\keads.\ '• ly/ienas a lion's whelp shall, to hitnsel/

unknovjn, •without seektngjind, and be embraced by
a piece 0/tender air ; and when from a stalely cedar
shall be lopped branches, which, being dead many
years, shall after revive, bejointed to the old stock,

andfreshly grow ; then shall Posthumus end his
miseries. Britain befortunate, andflourish in peace
and plenty.
Tis still a dream, or el^ such stuff as maduvn
Tongue, and brain not : either both, or nothing

:

Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is,

The action ofmy life is like it, which
I'll keep, if but for sympathy.

Enter Gaoler.

Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death ?

Post. Over-roasted, rather ; ready long ago.
Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir : if you be ready for

:liat, you are well cooked.
Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the spectators,

the dish pays the shot.
Gaol. A hea\'y' reckoning for you, sir ; but the com-

fort is, you shall be called to no more payments, fear no
more tavern bills ; which are often the sadness of
parting, as the procuring of mirth ; you come in faint

for want of meat, depart reeling with too much drink ;

sorry that you have paid too much, and sorry that you
are paid too much ; purse and brain both empty.

—

the brain the heavier for being too light, the purse too
light, being drawn of heavinesss ; O. of this contr.adic-

tion you shall now be quit.—O, the charity of a penny
cord 1 it sums up thousands in a trice : you have no
true debitor-and-creditor but it; of what's p.ist, is,

and to come, the discharge ?—your neck, sir, is pen,
book, and counters ; so the acquittance follows.

Post. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live.

Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the tooth-
ache : but a man that were to sleep your sleep, and a
hangman to help him to bed, I think he would change
places with his officer ; for look you, sir, you know
not which way you shall go.

Post. Yes, indeed do I, fellow.

Gaol. Your death has eyes in "s head, then ; I have
not seen him so pictur'd : you must either bo directed
by some that take upon them to know, or take upon
yourself, that which I am sure you do not know

;

or jump the after-inquiry on your own peril: anil liuw

you shall speed in your journey's end, I think jou'U
ever return to tell one.
Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes

to direct them the way I am going, but such as wink,
nd will not use them.
Gaol. ^Vhat an infinite mock is this, that a man

liould have tlie best use of eyes to see tlie w.ay of
blindness I 1 am sure, hanging's the way of winking.

Enter a Messenger.

Mess. Knock off his manacles ;—bring your pri-

soner to the king.
Post. Thou bring'st good neivs,—I am called to be

made free.

Gael. I'll be hang'd, then.
Post. Thou slialt be thea freecr than a gaoler;

no bolts for the dead.
. [Exeunt Posthumus and Mess,

Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and
beget young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. Yet,
on my conscience, there are verier knaves desire
to lire, for all he be a Roman : and there be some of
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tlicin too, that die asjainst their wills ; so should I. if I

were one. I would we were all of one mind, and one
mind fjood ; O, there were desolation of gaolers, and
sjallowses ! I speak against my present profit ; but

iiiy wish hath a preferment in 't. \_iixemU.

SCENE v.—Cymbeline's Ttnt.

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Arvir.agus,

Pisanio, Lords, Officers, and Attendants.

Cyn. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have
Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart, [madt
That the poor soldier, that so richly fought,

Whose rags sltam'd gilded arms, whose naked breast
Stepp'd before targes of proof, cannot be found

:

He snail be happy that can find him, if

Our grace can make him so.

J)el. I never saw
Such noble fury in so poor a thing

;

Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought
But beggary and poor looks.

Cvni. No tidings of him ?

Pts. He hath been search'd among the dead and
But no trace of him. (living,

Cym. To my grief, I am
The heir of his reward ; which I will add

( To Bel. Gui aitd .\rv

To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain,

By whom, I grant, she lives. 'Tis now the time
To ask of whence you are :—report it.

Bel, Sir,

In Cambria are we bom, and gentlemen :

Further to boast, were neither true nor modest.
Unless I add, we are honest.
Cym. Bow your knees.

Arise, my knights o' the battle : I create you
Companions to our person, and will fit you
With dignities becoming your estates.

Enter Cornelius ami Ladies.
There's business in these faces :—Why so sadly
Greet you our victory? you look like Romans,
And not o' the court of Britain.
Cor. Hail, great king !

To sour your happiness, I must report
The queen is dead.
Cym. ^Vhom worse than a physician

Would this report become? But I consider.
By medicine hfe may be prolong'd, yet death
Will seize the doctor too.—How ended she?
Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life

;

Wliich, being cruel to the world, concluded
Most cruel to herself. What she confessed,

I will report, so please you : these her women
Can trip me, if I err ; who with wet cheeks
Were present when she finish'd.

Cym. Pr'ythee, say.
Cor. First, she confess'd she never lov'd youj only

Affected greatness got by you, not you :

Married your royalty, was « ife to your place

;

Abhorr'd your person.
Cym. She alone knew this

;

And, but she spoke it dyin^, I would not
Believe her lips in openmg it. Proceed.
Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to love

With such integrity, she did confess
Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life,

But that her flight prevented it, she had
Taen off by poison.
Cym. O most delicate fiend 1

Who is"t can read a woman?— Is there more?
Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess, she had

For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took.
Should by the minute feed on life, and lingering.

By inches waste you : in wliich time she purpos'd.
By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to
ercomc you with her ^hnvi • yes, and in time,

(When she had fitted you with her craft) to work
Her son into the adoption of the crown

:

But, failing of her end by his strange absence,
r.rew shameless-desperate ; open'd, in despite
1 If heaven .nnd men. her purposes; repented
The evils she Iiatch'd were not effected ; so,

Uesp.airing, died.
Cym. Heard you all this, her women t

I Lady. We did, so please your highness.
Cym.

*
Mine eyes

Wore not in fault, for she was beautiful

;

Mine ears, that heard her IVittery ; normy heart.

That thought her like her seeming ; it had been vicious
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To have mistrusted her : yet, O my daughter I

That It was folly in me, thou may'st say.
And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all I

!: liter Lucius, lachimo, the Soothsayer, and other
Roman Prisoners^ guarded: Posthumus deUind,
and Imogen.

Thoucom'st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loss
Of many a bold one : whose kinsmen have made suit
I'hat their good souls may be appeas'd with slaughter.
Of you their captives, which ourself have granted ?

So, think of your estate.
Lite. Consider, sir, the chance of war: the day

\Vas ycurs by accident ; had it gone with us.
We should not, when the blood was cool, have

threaten 'd

Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives

May be call'd ransom, let it come : sufiiceth,

.V Roman with a Roman's heart can suiter ;

Augustus lives to think on't ; and so much
For my peculiar care. This one thing only
I will entreat : my boy, a Briton born.
Let him be ransom'd : never master had
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent.
So tender over his occasions, true.
So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join
With my request, which n make bold your highness
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm.
Though lie have serv'd a Roman : save him, sir.

And spare no blood beside.
Cym. I have surely seen him

:

His favour is familiar to me.—Boy.
Thou hast look'd thyself into my grace.
And art mine own,— I know not why, nor wherefore.
To say, live, boy : ne'er thank thy master ; live :

And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt.

Fitting my bounty and thy state, I'll give it j

Yea, lliough thou do demand a prisoner.
The noblest ta'en.

/fno. I humbly thank your hlghness-
Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad

:

And yet I know thou wilt.

/mo. No, no ; alack.
There's other work in hand : I see a thing
Bitter to me as death ; your life, good master,
.Must shuffle for itself.

Lne. The boy disdains me.
He leaves me, scorns me : briefly die their joys.
That place them on the truth of girls and boys.
Why stands he so perplex'd '!

Cym. What wouldst thou, boy!
I love thee more and more : think more and more
What's best to ask. Know'st him thou look'st on?

speak ;

Wilt have him live? Ishe thy kin? thy friend?
/mo. He is a Roman ; no more kin to me.

Than I to your highness ; wlio, being born your vassal,
Am something nearer.
Cym. Wherefore eye'st him so?
/mo. I'll tell you, sir, in i>rivate, if you please

To give me hearing.
Cym. Ay, with all my heart,

.\nd lend my best attention. What's thy name?
/mo. Fidele, sir.

Cym, Thou art my good youth, my page;
rU be thy master : w.Uk with me; speak freely.

[Cymbeline and Imogen converse apart.
Bel. Is not this boy revivd from death?
Arv. One sand another

Not more resembles that sweet rosy lad
\\'\\a died, .and was Fidcle. What think you?

Cfin. The same dead thing alive.
/)'<•/. Peace, peace i see further; he eyes us not;

forbear

;

Creatures may be alike : were't he, 1 am sure
He would have spoke to us.

Ciui. But we saw him dead.
/!el. Be silent; let's see further.
/'is. \ Aside.

I
It is my mistress :

Since she is living, let the time run on.
To good, or bad.

ICymbeline and Imogen comeforward.
Cym. Come, staiurtliou by our side-

Makc thy demand .aloud.—

(

To l.achimo. f Sir, step
you forth

;

Give answer to this boy, and do it freely 1
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Or. by our greatness, and the grace of it,

\Vliich is oiir honour, bitter torture shall

Winnow the truth from falsehood.—On, speak to him.

Imo. My boon is. that this gentleman may render

Of whom he had this ring.

Post. \Asidf.\ What's that to him?
Cym. That diamond upon your finger, say

How came it yours?
lack. Thou'lt torture me to leave unspoken that

Which, to be spoke, would torture thee.

Cym. How! me!
lach. I am glad to be constrain'd to utter that

Which tormencs me to conceal. By villainy

I got this ring : 'twas Leonatus' jewel ; (grieve thee,

Whom tlioii didst banish; and (which more may
As it doth me) a nobler sir ne'er liv'd

'Twi.xt sky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my
Cym. All that belongs to this. (lord?

lack. That paragon, thy daughter.—
For whom my heart drops blood, and my false spirits

Quail to remember.—Give me leave ; I faint.

Cym. My daughter! what of her! Renew thy

strength

:

I had rather thou shouldst live while nature will.

Than die ere I hear more : strive, man. and speak.
lach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock

That struck the hour !) it was in Rome, (accurs'd

The mansion where !) 'twas at a feast. (O. would
Our viands had been poison d. or at least

Those which I heav'd to head l)the good Posthumu3,
(What should I say t he was too good to be
Where ill men were ; and was the best of all

Amongst the rarst of good ones,) sitting sadly.

Hearing us praise our loves of Italy

For beauty, that made barren the swell'd boast
Of him that best could speak ; for feature, laining

The shrhie of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva,
Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition,

A shop of all the qualities that man
Loves woman for ; besides, that hook of wiving.

Fairness, which strikes the eye :

—

Cym. I stand on fire

:

Come to the matter.
lack. All too«soon I shall.

Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly.—This Posthuraus
(Most like a noble lord in love, and one
That had a royal lover) took his hint

;

And, not dispraising whom we prais'd, (therein

He was as calm as virtue,) he began
His mistress' pictures ; which by liis tongue being made.
And then a mind put in 't. either our lir.igs

AVere crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his description
Prov'd us unspeaking sots.

Cym. Nay, nay, to the purpose.
lack. Your daughter's chastity—there it begins,

He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams.
And she alone were cold : whereat I, wretch.
Made scruple of his praise; and wagerd with him
Pieces of gold 'gainst this, winch then he wore
Upon his honour'd finger, ti3 attain

In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring

By hers and mine adultery : he, tnie knight.

No lesser of her honour confident

Than I did truly find her, stakes this ring

;

And would so. had it been a carbuncle
Of Plwibus' wheel : and might so safely, had it

Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain

Post I in this design :—well may you. sir,

Uememl)er me at court ; where I was taught.

Of your chaste daughter, the wide ditTerence

'Twixt amorous and villainous. Being thus quench'd
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain
't"»an in your dulier Britain operate
Most vilely ; for my vantage, excellent

;

And, to be brief, my practice so prevail'd.

That I return'd with shnilar proof enough
To make the noble Leonatus mad.
By wounding his belief in her renown
^Vith tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet,

(Oh cunning, how I got it 1) nay, some marks
Of secret on her person, that he could not

But think her bond of chastity quite crack'd,

I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon,—
Methinks I see him now.

—

Post. XCo'niitff/tirward.\ Ay. so thou dost,

It.alian fiend 1—Ah me. most credulous fool.

Egregious murderer, thief, any thing
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That's due to all the villain's past, in being.
To come !—O, give me cord, or knife, or poison,

borne upright justicer 1 Thou king, send out
For torturers ingenious : it is I

That all the abhorred things o' the earth amend.
By beiTig worse than they. I am Foslhunms,
That killed thy daughter :—villain like, I lie ;

That caus'd a lesser villain than myself,
A sacrilegious thief, to do 't

:—the temple
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herself.

bpit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set
The dogs o' the street to bay me : every villain

Be call'd Posthunius Leonatus ; and
Be villainy less than 'twas I—O Imogen,
My queen, my life, my wife ! O Imogen,
Imogen, Imogen !

Imo. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear—
Post. Shall 's have a play of this? Thou scornfui

page.
There lie thy part. [Striking hey : she /alls.

Pis. O, gentlemen, help !

Mine, and your mistress 1—0, my lord Posthumus

!

You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now.—Help, help 1—
.^line honour'd lady \

Cym. Does the world go round?
Post. How come these staggers on me?
Pis. Wake, my mistress!

Cym. I f this be so, the gods do mean to strike me
To death with mortal joy.
Pis. How fares my mistress!
Imo. O, get then from my sight

:

Thou gav's't me poison : dangerous fellow, hence 1

Breathe not where princes are.

Cym. The tune of Imogen
Pis. Lady,

The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if

That box I gave you was not thought by me
A precious thing : I had it from the queen.
Cym. New matter still?

Imo. It poison'd me.
Cor. O gods I

I left out one thing which the queen confess'd.

\Vhich must approve thee honest :
" I/Pisauio

Hanr," said she, "given his mistress that confectio'i

Which I.gave himfor cordial, she is sen>'d
.is I would serve a rat."

Cym, What's this, Cornelius?
Cor. The queen, sir. very oft importun'd me

To temper poisons for her : still pretending
The satisfaction of lier knowledge only
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs,
Of no esteem : I. dreading that her purpose
Was of more danger, did compound for her
A certain stuff, which, being ta en, would cease
The present power of life : but, in short time,

All otTices of nature should again
Do their due functions.—Have you ta'en of it?

Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead.
/,V/. My boys,

There was our error.

Giii. This is, sure. Fidelc.

Itno. Why did you throwyour wedded lady from you f

Think that you are upon a rock ; and now
Throw me again. [Embracing him.

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul.

Till the tree diel
Cvm. How now. mv flesh, my child ?

What, mak'st thou me a dullard in this act?
Wilt thou not speak to me ?

Imo. [Kneeling.] Your blessing sir.

Ilet. [roGul. and Arv.] Though you did love this

youth. I blame ye not

;

You had a motive for 't.

Cym. My tears that fall,

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen,
Thy mother's dead.
Imo. I am sorry for 't, my lord.

Cym. O, she was nought ; and long of her it was.

That we meet here so strangely : but her son
Is gone, we know not how, nor where.

Pis. My lord.

Now fear is from me, I'll speak tnith. Lord Cloten,

Upon my lady's missing, came to me
With his swurd drawn ; foam'd at the mouth, and
If I discovcrd not wWch way she was gone, (swore.

It w.as my instant death. By accident,

I had a feignid letter of my master's

rhen in my pocket ; which directed him
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cymhkline.

To seek her on the mountains near to Milford
;

Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments,
wiiicli he enforc'd from me. away he posts
With uncliaste purpose, ami with oath to violate

My lady's honour : wliat became of him,
I further Icnow not.

Ciii. Let me end the story

:

I slew hira there.

Cym. Marry, the sjods forefend 1

I would not thy fjood deeds should from my lips

Pluck a liard sentence : pr'ythee, valiant youth,
Uony 't again.
Gui. I have spoke it, and I did it.

Cym, He was a prince.
Gm'. A most uncivil one : the wrongs he did me

AVere nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me
With language that would make me spurn the sea,

I f it could so roar to me : I cut off 's head

;

And am right glad he is not standing here
To tell this tale of mine.
Cy>n. I am sorry for thee.

By thine own tongue thou art condem'd, and must
Endure our law : thou art dead.
Imo. That headless man

1 thought had been my lord.

Cym. Bind the offender.
And take him from our presence.

Bet. Stay, sir king :

This man is better than the man he slew.

As well descended as thyself; and hath
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens
Had ever scar for.—[To the Guard.] Let his arms
They were not bom for bondage. [alone

;

Cym. 'Why, old soldier,

Wilt thou ndo the worth thou art unpaid for.

By tasting of our wrath ? How of descent
As good as we ?

Arv. In that he spake too far.

Cym. And thou shalt die for 't.

y/c/. We will die all three :

But I will prove that two ofus are as good
As I have given out him.—My sons, I must.
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech.
Though, haply, well for you.
j4rv. Your danger's ours.

Gill. And our good his.

Jitt. Have at it, then.—
By leave ;—thou liadst, great king, a subject who
Was call'd Belarius,
Cym. What of him ? he is

A banish*d traitor.

f!et. He it is that hath
Assuuid this age : indoe<l, a banish'd man;
1 know not how a traitor.

Cy7>i. T.ike him hence

:

Tile whole world shall not save him.
Jlet. Not too hot

:

I'irst pay me for the nursing of thy sons j

And let it be confiscate all, so soon
As I have receiv'd it.

Cym. Nursing of my sons ?

Bet. I am too blunt and saucy : here's my knee :

Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons

;

Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir,

These two young gentlemen, that call me father.

And think they are my sons, arc none of mine

;

They are the issue of your loms, my liege,

And blood of your begetting.
Cyvi. How! my issue?
liet. So Sure as you your father's. I, old Morgan,

Am that Belarius whom you sometime banish'd

:

Your pleasure was my mere offence, my punishment
llself, and all my treason ; that I sufferd,
AVas all ihc harm I did These gentle princes
(I' or such and so they are) these twenty years
Have I train'd up : those arts they have, as I

Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir, as
Your highness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile,
Whom for the theft I widded, stole these children
Upon my banishment : I mov'd her to 't

;

Having receiv'd the iiniiishment before,
I'or that which I did then : beaten for loycJty,
I-xcited me to tre.ison : their dear loss.

The more of you twns fell, the more it sh.ap'd
Unto my end of stealing them. But, gr.acious sir.

Here are your sons again ; and 1 nmsl lose
Two of the swcet'st companions in the world

:

The benedictiou of these covering heavens
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Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthv
111 inlay heaven with stars.

Cvfn. Thou weep'st, and speak'sL
riie service, that you three have done, is more
I'niike than this thoutell'st ; I lost my children;
If these be they, I know not how to wish
.\ pair of worthier sons.
Het. Bo pleas'd a while.

—

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore,
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius:
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus,
Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp'd
In a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand
Of his queen mother, which, for more probation,
I can with ease produce.
Cym. Gufderius had

Upon his neck a mole, a sanguine star ;

It was a mark of wonder.
Bet. This is he ;

Who hath upon him still that natural stamp :

It was wise nature's end in the donation,
To be his evidence now.
Cy}n. O, what, am I

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne'er mother
Rejoic'd deliverance more. Blest pray you be.
That, after this strange starting from your orbs,
^'ou may reign in them now !—O Imogen,
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom.
Imo. No, my lord

;

I have got bvo worlds by 't.— my gentle brothers,

Have we thus met ? O, never say hereafter.
But I am truest speaker : you call'd me brother,
Wlien I was but your sister ; I you brothers.
When you were so indeed.
Cym. Did you e'er meet

!

Ar^. Ay, my good lord.
Gill.

'

And at first meeting lov'd ;

Continued so, until we thought he died.

Cor. By the queen's dram she swallowed,
Cym. O rare instinct 1

When shall I hear all through ? This fierce abridg-
Hath to it circumstantial benches, which |ment
Distinction should be rich in.—Where? howliv'd you J

And when came you to serve our Roman captive
How parted with your brothers? how first met them?
Why fled you from the court V and whither? These,
And your three motives to the battle, with
1 know not how much more, should be demanded

;

.\nd all the other by-dependencies.
From chance to chance : but nor the time, nor place,
Will serve our long inter'gatories. See,
Posthunuis anchors upon Imogen

;

.Vnd she, like harmless lightniiig, throws her eye
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting

Each object with a joy : the counterchange
Is severally in .all. Let's quit this ground,
And smoke the temple with our sacrifices.

i
Jo Bel. 1 Thou art my brother ; so we'll hold thee ever.

Imo. You are my father too ; and did relieve me.
To see this gracious season.
Cym. All o'erjoy'd

Save these in bonds : let them be joyful too,

I'or they shall taste our comfort.
Imo. My good master,

1 will yet do you service.

/,«r. Happy be you 1

Cy»t. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly fought,

He would ha\e well become this place, and grac'd
The thankings of a king.

Post. I am, sir.

The soldier that did company these three
In poor beseeming; 'twas a fitment for

The purpose I then followed : that I was he,

Srieak, lachimo : I had you down, and might
I lave made you finish.

Jach. [fCneetiiii^] I am do\vn again :

Hut now my heavy conscience sinks my knee,
.•\s then your force did. Take that life, beseech you
Wliich I so often owe : but your ring first

;

Vnd here the bracelet of the truest princess,
I h.it ever swore her faith.

t'o>r. Kneel not to me;
The power that I h.tve on you is to spare you ;

The malice towards yon to forgive you : live.

Anil deal with others better.

Cym. Nobly doom'd ',

W.: II le.arn our freeness ofa son-in-law;
Pardon's the word to all
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Atv, You holp us, sir,

As you (lid menn indeed to be our orother

;

Joy d are we, tliat you are.

Post. Vour servant, princes.—Good my lord of
Rome,

Call forth your soothsayer : as I slept, methought
i;reat Jupiter, upon his eagle back'd,
Appear'a to me. with other spritely shows
uf mine own kindred : when I wak'd, 1 found
This label on my bosom ; whose containing
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can
Make no collection of it : let him show
His skill in the construction.
Luc> Philarmonus I

Sooth. Here, my good lord.

Lv.c. Read, and declare the meaning.
Sooth. {Reads.^ " IVhenas a lion's lujielp shall^ to

himsel/ unknown, luithout seekingJind, and be em-
Irnced by a piece of tender air ; atui -whenfrom a
stately cedar shall be lopped branches, which, beitig

dead manyyears, shall after revive, be Jointed to the

old stock, and freshly grow : then shall Posthumns
end his miseries, Britain be fortunate, and Jlonrish
in peace andplenty."
Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp ;

The fit and apt construction of thy name.
Being Leo-natus, doth import so much.
[To Cym.J The piece of tender air, thy virtuous

daughter.
Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer
We term it mtdier ; which ntulicr, I divine,

\s this most constant wife ; who, even now.
Answering the letter of the oracle.
Unknown to you, [ To Post. J

unsought, were clipp'd

AVith this most tender air. [about
Cym. This hath some seeming.

lETH. Art I

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline,
Personates thee : and thy lopp'd branches point
Tliy two sons forth ; who. by Belarius stolen.

For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd.

To the majestic cedar join'd ; whose issue
Promises Britain peace and plenty.
Cym. Well,

My peace we will begin :—and, Caius Lucius,
Althougli the victor, we submit to Coesar,
And to the Roman empire ; promising
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen

;

Whom heavens, (injustice, both on her and hers,)

Have laid most heavy hand.
Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune

The harmony of this peace. The vision.

Which I made known to Lucius ere the stroke
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant
Is full accomplish'd ; for the Roman eagle.
From south to west on wing soaring aloft,

Lessen'd herself, and in the beam.s o' the sun
So vanish'd : which foreshow'd our princely eagle.
The Imperial Cffisar, should again unite
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline,
Which shines here in the west.
Cyjn. Laud we the gods ;

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils
;

From our bless'd altars ! Publish we this peace
To all our subjects. Set we forward : let

.\ Roman and a British ensign wave
Friendly together ; so through Lud's town march :

And in the temple of great Jupiter
Uur pe.ace we'll ratify ; seal it with feasts.

Set on there ;—Never was a war did cease.
Ere bloody hands were wasli'd, with such a peace.

\Exettnt.

Macbeth.
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SCENE,—Scotland ; in the end of the fourth Act, in England.

ACT I.

SCENE \.—Ah open Place.

Thunder and lightning. Enter three Witches.

I IVitck. When shall we three meet again
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ?

Witch. When the hurlyburly 's done.
When the battle 's lost and won.

3 IVitch. That will be ere the set of sun.

1 Witch. Where the place?
2 Witch. Upon the heath.

3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth.
I Witch. I come, Gr.aymalkin I

All. Paddock calls :—Anon 1-
Fair is foul, and foul is fair :

Hover through the fog and filthy air.

[Witclies vanis

SCENE 11.—^ C/rw/ w.jr Forres.

Alarum tuithin. Enter King Duncan, Malcolm,
Donalbain, Lenox, with Attendants, meeting a
bleeding Soldier.

Dun. What bloody man is that? He can report.
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt
The newest state.
Mnl. This is the sergeant,

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought
'Gainst my captivity ; hail, brave friend i

Say to the king the knowledge of the broil.

As thou didst leave it.

Sold.
_ Doubtful it stood

;

.•\s two spent swimmers, that do cling together
And choice their art. The nicrciless MacdonwaUl—
(Worthy to be a rebel, for to that.
The multiplying villainies of nature
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Do swarm upon hini) from the western isles

Of Kernes and Gallows^lasscs is supplied ;

An<l Fortune, on liis daumccl tiuarry siiiiling,

Show'd like a rebels wliore ; but all 's too weak :

For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name,)
Disdaining Fortune, with his brandish'd steel,

Whicli sniok'd with bloody execution,
Like valour's minion.
Carv'd out his passaf;e til! he fac'd the slave

;

Which ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him,
Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chops,
An<l fix'd his head upon our battlements.
Dun. O valiant cousin I wortliy gentleman 1

Soid. As whence the sun 'jjins his reflection

Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break;
So from that spring, whence comfort seem'd to come,
Discomfort swells. Mark, kmij of Scotland, mark :

No sooner justice had, with valour arm'd,
Conipell'd these skipping Kernes to trust their heels.

But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage.
With furbish d arms, and new supplies of men.
Began a fresh assault.

Dun. Disniay'd not this

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ?

Sold. Yes

;

As sparrows eagles, or the hare the Hon.
If I say sooth, I must report they were
As cannons overcharg'd with double cracks

;

So they doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe

:

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds,
Or memorize another Golgotha,
I cannot tell

:

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help
Dttn. So well thy words become thee as thy wounds

:

They smack of honour both.—Go, get him surgeons.
\ExU Soldier, attended.

Enter Rosse.
Who comes here?
Mai. The worthy thane of Rosse.
Len. What a haste looks through his eyes I

So should he look, that seems to speak things strange.
Rosse. God save the king 1

Dun. Whence cam'st thou, worthy thane !

Rosse. From Fife, gre.at king:
Where the Nor^veyan banners flout the sky
And fan our people coid.

Norway himself, with terrible numbers,
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor.

The thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict

;

Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapped in proof.

Confronted him with self-cjomparisons.
Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm.
Curbing his lavish spirit : and, to conclude,
The victory fell on us ;

—

Dun. Great happiness I

Rosse. That now
Sweno, the Norways king, craves composition ;

Nor would we deign hun burial of his men
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes' Inch,
Ten thousand dollars to our general use.

Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor ahall deceive
Our bosom interest :—go. pronounce his present
And with his former title greet Macbeth. (death,
Rosse. I'll see it done.
Dun. 'What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath won.

\Exeunt.

SCENE \\l.-A Heath.

Thunder. EtiUr tlie three Witches.

X IVitch. AVlicre hast thou been, sister?

2 IViUk. Killing swine.

3 IVitch. Sister, where thou?
1 IVitch. A sailor's wife had chesnuts in her lap.

And mounch'd, and mounch'cl, and mounch'd :

—

"Give me," quoth 1 :

—

" Aroint thee, witch 1" the rump-fcd ronyon cries.

Her husband's to Aleppo gone, master o' the Tiger

:

But in a sieve I'll thither sail.

And. like a rat without .i tail,

111 do. rU do. and ni do.
2 Ifileli. I'll gi%-e thee a wind.
I iritcli. Thou .-irt kind.

3 tyi'tch. And I another.
i iri/eh. I myself h.u e all the other

And the very ports they blow,
.\il the quarters th.at they know
r the shipman's card.
I'll drain him dry as hay ;
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Sleep shall neither tught nor day
Hang upon his pent-liouse Ud;
He shall live a man forbid :

Weary sev'n-nights, nine times nine,

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine:
Though his bark camiot be lost,

Vet it sh;ill be tempest-toss'd.
Look what I have.
2 IFitch. Show me, show me.
I IFitch. Here I have a pilot's thumb,

Wreck'd as homeward he did come. [Drums wUIuiu
3 IFitch. A drum, a drum 1

Macbeth doth come.
All. The weird sisters, hand in hand.

Posters of the sea and land.
Thus do go about, about

:

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine.
And thrice again, to make up nine :

—

Peace 1—the charm 's wound up.

Enter Macbeth and Banquo.

.Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not seen.

Ban. How far is 't call'd to Fores!—What are these.

So wither'd, and so wild in their attire.

That look not like th' inhabitants o' the earth.

And yet are on 't?—Live you! or are ye aught
That man may question? You seem to understand
By each at once her choppy finger laying (me.

Upon her skinny lips :—You should be women,
.•\nd yet your beards forbid me to interpret

That you are so.

Macb. Speak, if you can ;—what are you ?

1 IVitch. All hail, Macbeth I hail to thee, thane of

Glamisl [Cawdor!
2 Witch. All hail, Macbeth I hail to thee, tlume of

3 IFitch. All hail, Macbeth 1 that shalt be king
hereafter.

Ban. Good sir, why do you start and seem to fear

Things that do sound so fair!- 1' the name of truth.

Are ye fantastical, or that indeed
Which outwardly ye show! My noble partner
You greet with present grace, and great prediction

Of noble having, and of royal hope.
That he seems rapt withal : to me you speak not

:

If you can look into the seeds of time,

.\nd say which grain will grow, and which will not,

Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear.

Your favours, nor your hate.
1 IVitch. Hail I

2 Witch. Hail i

3 Witch. Haill
1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater.
2 Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier.

3 Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though thou be nane

:

So, all hail, Macbeth and Bariquo I

r Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail I

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more

:

By Sinel's death, I know, I ant thane of Glamis

;

But how of Cawdor! the thane of Cawdor lives,

.\ prosperous gentleman ; and to be king

.Stands not witnin the prospect of belief.

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence
You owe this strange intelligence ; or why
I'pon this blasted heath you stop our way
\Nith such prophetic greeting :—speak, 1 charge you.

I Witches vanish.
Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has.

And these are of them : whither are they vanish'd ?

Macb. Into the air ; and what seem'd corporal, melted
As breath into the wind.

—"Would they had stay'd I

Ban. Were such things here as we do speak about ?

Or have we eaten on the insane root,

Tliat takes the reason prisoner?
Macb. Your children shall be kings.
Ban. You shall be king,
Macb. And thane of Cawdor too ; went it not so?
Ban. To the self-same tune and words. Who's herel

Enter Rosse and Angus.
Rosse. The king h.ath happily receiv'd. Macbeth,

The news of thy success : and when he reads
Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight,

His wonclers an<l his praises do roiileml.

Which should be thine, (.r his : sileiic'd with that
In viewing o'er the rest o' the self.s,inie d.iy.

He finds thee in the stout N'orwey.in r.inks.

Nothing afear'd of what thyself tlidst make.
Strange images of death. As thick as t.ale.

Came post with i)obt ; .iiul every one illd beat
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Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence.
And pour'd them down before him.

^/w.ji-. We are sent
To give tliee, from our royal master, thanks

;

Only to lierald thee into liis sight, not pay thee.

Jiosse. And, for an earnest of a greater lionour.

He bade me, from liim, call tliee tiiane of Cawdor

:

In whiclt addition, hail, most worthy thane I

For it is thine.

Ban. What, can the devil speak true ?

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives: why do you
dress me

In borrow'd robes!
Aug. Who was the thane, lives yet

;

But under heavy judgment bears that life

Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was com-
bin'd

With those of Norway, or did line the rebel
With hidden help or vantage, or that with both
He labour'd in his country's wreck, I know not

;

But treasons capital, confess'd, and prov'd.
Have overthrown him.
Macb. Glamis. and thane of Cawdor :

The greatest is behind.—Thanks for your pains.

—

Do you not hope your children shall be kings,
When tliose that gave tlie tliane of Cawdor to me,
Promis'd no less to them?
Ban. That, trusted home,

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown.
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange

:

And oftentimes, to win us to our harm,
The instruments of darkness tell us truths ;

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us
In deepest consequence.

—

Cousins, a word, I pray you.
Macb. Two truths are told,

As happy prologues to the swelling act
Of the miperial theme.— I thank you, gentlemen.
This supernatural soliciting
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good :— if ill,

Why hath it given me earnest of success.
Commencing in a truth ? I am thane of Cawdor

:

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair,

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs.

Against the use of nature ? Present fears
Are less than horrible imaginings ;

My thought, Tvhose murder yet is but fantastical,
Shakes so my single state of man, that function
Is smother'd in surmise ; and nothing is.

But what is not.
Baji. Look, how our partner's rapt.
Macb. If chance will have me king, why, chance

may crown me.
Without my stir.

Ban. New honours come upon him.
Like our strange garments; cleave not to their
But with the aid of use. [mould,
Macb. [ylsicie.] Come what come may.

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day.
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure.
Macb. Give me your favour: my duU brain was

wrought
AVith things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains
Are register'd where every day 1 turn
The leaf to read them.—Let us toward the king.

—

Think upon what hath chanc'd : and, at more time,
The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak
Our free hearts each to other.
Ban. 'Very gladly.
Macb. Till then, enough. Come, friends.

[Exgtnti.

SCENE IV.—Forces.

—

A Room in the Palace.

Flturish. Enter Duncan, M;Ucohn, Donalbain,
Lenox, and Attendants.

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not
Those in commission yet return'd?
Mai. My liege.

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke
With one that saw him die : who did report,
That very frankly he confess'd his treasons

;

Implor'd your highness' p.irdon ; and set forth
A deep repentance : notliing in his life

Became hmi like the leaving it ; he died
As one that had been studied in his death,
To throw away the dearest thing he ow'd.
As 'twere a careless trilici
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Dun. There 's no art
To find the mind's construction in the face :

He was a gentleman on w'nom I built

An absolute trust.

—

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rosse, and Angus,
O worthiest cousin.

The sin of my ingratitude even now
A\'as heavy on me : thou art so far before,
That swiftest wing of recompense is slow-
To overtake thee. Would thou had'st less descrv'd

!

That the proportion both of thanks and paymeul
Might have been mine 1 only I have left to sav.
More is thy due than more than all can pay.
Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe.

In doing it," pays itself. Your highness' part
Is to receive our duties : and our duties
Are to your throne and state, children and servants

:

Which do but what they should, by doing everj'thing
Safe toward your love and honour.
Dun. Welcome liither :

I have begun to plant thee, and will labour
To make thee full of growing.—Noble Banquo,
That hast no less deserv'd. nor must be known
No less to have done so ; let me infold thee.
And hold thee to my heart.
Ban. There if I grow.

The harvest is your own.
Dun. My plenteous joys

AA'anton in fulness, seek to hide themselves
In drops of sorrow.—Sons, kinsmen, thanes.
And you whose places are the nearest, know.
We will establish our estate upon
Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name hereafter,
The prince of Cumberland : which honour must
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only

;

But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine
On all deservers.—From hence to Inverness,
And bind us further to you,
Macb. The rest is labour, wliich is not us'd for you

:

I'll be myself the harbinger, and make joyful
The hearing ofmy wife with your approach;
So, humbly take my leave.
Dun. My worthy Cawdor !

Macb. [Aside.] The prince of Cumberland 1 that is

a step,

On which I must fall down, or else o'er-leap.
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires I

Let not light see my black and deep desires

:

The eye wink at the hand ! yet let that be,
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see.

\E.x--t.

Dint. True, worthj' Banquo ; he is full so valiant

;

And in his commendations I am fed ;

It is a banquet to me. Let us after liim.

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome

:

It is a peerless kinsman. {^FlGtirish. Exeunt.

Enter \^3.6.y Macbeth, reading a letter.

Lady M. ** They met fne tn the day ofsuccess ; and
I ha've iearned by the perjectest report, they havetnore
in them than tnortal knowledge. IP'hen J burned in
desire to question thetnfurther^ they tnade themselves
air, intowhich they "vanished. IVhiles Istood rapt in
the wonder of it^ cantetnissivesfrofn tfie king who
all-hailed me^ * Thane 0/ Cawdor ;* by luhiclt title^

before, these weird sisters salutedme, and referredme
to the coming on of time^ with, * Nail, I-ingthat shall
bet This have I thought good to deliver thee, my
dearest part7ier of greattuess, that thou niightest not
lose tlie dues ofrejoicing, by being ignorant of what
greatness isproinised tiiee. Lay it to thy Iteart^ and
far€7veliy
Glamis thou art, and Cawdor; and shalt be
What thou art promis'd :—yet do I fear thy nature ;

It is too full o' the milk of himian kinttness,

To catch the nearest way : thou wouldst be great

;

Art not without ambition ; but without
The illness should attend it. What tlutu woultlst hi.sfhly,

That thou wouldst holily ; wouldst not play false,

And yet wouldst wrongly win ; thou *dst have, great
Glamis,

That which cries, " Thus thou must do, if thou have
And that which rather thou dost fear to do, [it

;

Than wishest should bcundonc." Hiethee hitlicrt

That I may pour my spirits in thine car;
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And chastise with the valour of my tongue
All that impedes thee froni the golden round,
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem
To have thee crown'd wuhal.

Enter an Attendant
What is your tidings t

Atten. The king comes here to-night.

Lady M. Thou'rt mad to say it

:

Is not thy master with him ? who, were 't so.

Would have inform'd for preparation.
AUen. So please you, it is true : our thane is

coming

:

One of my fellows had the speed of him ;

^\ho, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more
Than would make up his mess^tge.
Lady M. Give him tending ;

He brings great news.

—

[Exit Attendant, J The raven
himself is hoarse

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
Under my battlements. Come, you spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here ;

And fill me, from the crown to the toe. top-full

Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood.
Stop up the access and passage to remorse

;

That no compunctious visitings of nature
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between
The effect and it ! Come to my woman's breasts,
And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers,
>\'lierever in your sightless substances
\'ou wait on nature's mischief 1 Come, thick night,
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell.

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes.
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark.
To cry, '• Hold, Iwld r

Enter Macbeth.
Great Glauiis I worthy Cawdor !

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter

!

Thy letters have transported me beyond
Tliis ignorant present, and I feel now
The f'.iture in the instant.

Macb. My dearest love,
Duncan comes here to-night.
Lady M. And when goes hence V

Macb. To-monow, as he purposes.
Lady M. O, never

Shall sun that morrow see 1

Vour face, my thane, is as a book where men
May read strange matters. To beguile the time.
Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye,
"Vour hand, your tongue: look like the innocent

flower.
But be the serpent under 't. He that's coming
Must be provided for : and you shall put
This nignt's great business mto my despatch ;

Which shall to all our nights and days to come
Give solely sovereign sw.ay and masterdom.
Macb. We will speak further.
Lady M. Only look up clear

;

To alter favour ever is lo fear

;

Leave all the rest to me, [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.—Inverness. R^ore the Castle.

Hautboys. Servants of Macbeth attending. Enter
Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, Lenox.
Macdult, Rosse, Angus, and Attendants.

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant scat ; the air

Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself

Unto our gentle senses.
Ban. This guest of summer,

The temple-haunting martlet, does .ipprove.
By hislov'tl mansionry, that the heaven's breath
Smells wooingly here : no jutty, frieze,

Buttress, nor coigne of vant-igc, but this bird
Hath made his pendent bed, and procreant cradle ;

Where they most breed and haunt, I have observ'd,
The air is delicate.

Ettier I-ady Macbeth.
Dun, See, see, our honour'd hostess 1

The love that follows us sometime is our trouble.
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you,
How you shall bid Go'l 'ild ns for your pains.
And thank us for yuur trouble.

J.ndy M. All our service.
In every point twicod'>ne, and then done double.
Were poor and single business to contend
Ag.tinst those honours deep .incl brr).ad, wherewith
Your majesty loads our house : for those of okl.
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.•\nd the late dignities hcap'd up to them,
We rest your hermits.
Dnn. Where's the thane of Caw dor

We cours'd him at the heels, and had a purpose
To be his purveyor : but he rides well

;

.\nd his great love, sharp as his spur, hath ho!p him
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess.

We are your guest to-night.

Lady M. Your servants ever
Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in conipt,

To make their audit at your highness' pleasure,
.Still to return your own.
Dun. Give me your hand ;

Conduct me to mine host : we love him highly,

.'ind shall continue our graces towards him.
liy your leave, hostess. \_Exeunt.

the

'Ir.ulhoys and torches. E>iter, and pass over the
sta^'e, a Sewer, and divers Servants 7aith dishes
and service, T/ten, enter Macbeth.

.Macb. If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere

It were done quickly : if the assassin.ition [well

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch,
W'lth his surcease, success ; that but this blow
.Might be the be-all and the end-all here.
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,

\\"e'd jump the life to come. But in these cases,
NVe still have judgment here : that we but teach
llioody instructions, which, being tau:^ht, return
To plague the inventor : this even-handed justice

Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chaHce
To our own lips. He's here in double trust

:

I''irst, as I am his kinsman and his subject.

Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host.

Who should against his murderer shut the door.
Not bear the knife myself Besides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been
So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead like angels, trumpet^tongn'd, against
The deep damnation of his taking-olT;

And pity, like a naked new-born babe.
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubin, hors'd
Upon tne sightless couriers of the air,

fjhall blow the horrid deed in every eye,
That tears shall drown the wind.^I have no spur
To prick the sides of my intent, but only
\'aulting .imbition, which o'er-leaps itself.

And falls on the other.

Enter L-ady Macbeth.

How now I what news ?

Lady M. He has almost supp'd : why have you left

the chamber?
.^r.lcb. Hath he a.sk'd for me ?

Lady M. Know you not he has ?

Macb. We will proceed no further in this business

:

I le hath honour'cl me of late ; and I have bought
(inlden opinions from all sorts of jjeople.

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss.

Not csist .Tside so soon.
Lady M. Was the hope drunk.

Wherein you dress'd yourself! hath it slept since?
.\nd wakes it now, to look so green and pale
At what it did so freely? From this time,

Such I account thy love. Art thou .ifeard

To lie the same in thine own act and valour,

.\s thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that

\','hich thou estcem'st the ornament of life,

.\nd live a coward in thine own esteem.
Letting " 1 dare not " wait upon " I would,"
Like the poor cat i' the adage?
Macb. Pr'ythce, peace

:

I d.ire do all that may become a man

;

Who flares do more is none.
Lady M. What be.ist was 't, (hen.

That made you break this enterprise to me?
When you (furst do it, then you wjre a luan ;

And, 10 be more than what you were, j'ou would
r.e so much more the man. Nor time nor place.
Did Jicn adhere, and yet you would make both :

Ihey have m.ide themselves, an. I tli.vt their fitness no-.»

I >oes unmake you. I h.ive given suck, ami kiuiw
How fender 'tis to love the b.die that milks ine :

1 would, while it was smiling in my face.

Have plutk'd my nipple from his boneless gwiK,

P V
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And dash'd the brains out, had I so sworn as you
Have done to this.

Macb. If we should fail?

Lady M. We faU 1

But screw your courage to the sticking-place,

And we'll not fail. When Duncan is Eisleep,

—

Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey
Soundly invite hiin.—his two chamberlains
Will I with wine and wassail so convince.
That memory, the warder of the brain.

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason
A limbeck only : when in swinish sleep
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death.
What cannot you and I perform upon
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon ]

His spungy officers, who shall bear the giiilt

Of our great quell?
Macb. Bring forth men-children only

;

For thy undaunted mettle should compose
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd.

When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy two
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers.
That they have done 't?

Lady M. Who dares receive it other.

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar
Upon his death?
Macb. I am settled, and bend up

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat.

Away, and mock the time with fairest show

;

False face must hide what the false heart doth know.
[Exeu/i£.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Inverness. Court within the Castle

Bait. How goes the night, boy?
Fie. The moon is down ; I have not heard the clock
Hail. And she goes down at twelve.
Fie. I take 't, 'tis later, sir

Ban. Hold, take my sword : there's husbandry in

heaven,
Their candles are all out : take thee that too.

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me.
And yet I would not sleep : merciful powers,
Restraui in me the cursed thoughts that nature
Gives way to in repose I—Give me my sword.

—

Who's there ?

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch.

Macb. A friend.

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest? The king's a-bed

:

He hath been in unusual pleasure, and
Sent forth great largess to your officers

:

This diamond he greets your wife withal.
By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up
In meiisureless content.
Macb. Being unprepar'd,

Our will became the servant to defect

;

Which else should free have wrought.
Ban. All's well.

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters

:

To you they have show'd some truth.
Macb. I think not of them :

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve,
We would spend it in some words upon that business.
If you would grant the time.
Ban. At your kind'st leisure.
Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent, when 'tis.

It shall make honour for you.
Ban. So I lose none

In seeking to augment it, but still keep
My bosom franchis'd, and allegiance clear,
I shall be counscU'd.
Macb. Good repose the while I

Ban. Thanks, sir : the like to you 1

[Exeunt Banquo and Fleance.
Macb. Go bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready.

She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed.
[Exit Servant.

Is this a dagger which I see before me.
The handle toward my haTui? Come, let me clutch
I have thee not, antl yet I see thee still. [thee :

—

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible
To feeling as to sight? or art thou but
A d.agger of the nund, a false creation,

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain?
I see thee yet, in form as palpable
As this which now I draw.
Thou marshaU'st me the way that I was going

;

And such an instrument I was to use.
Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses.
Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still

;

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood.
Which was not so before.—There's no such thing.
It is the bloody business, which informs
Thus to mine eyes.—Now o'er the one half world
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse
The curtain'd sleep ; witchcraft celebrates
Pale Hecate's offerings ; and wither'd nmrder,
Alarum'd by his sentinel, the wolf.

Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace.
With Tarquin's ravishing strides, toward his design
Moves like a ghost.—Thou sure and firm-set earth.

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fe.ar

Thy very stones prate of my whereabout.
And take the present horror from the time.
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives:

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

[.t bell rin£-s.

1 go. and it is done ; the bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell

That sunnuons thee to heaven or to hell. [E.vit.

SCENE U.— The Same.

Enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk hath
made me bold ;

[—Peace !

What hath quench'd them hath given rae fire.—Hark !

It was the owl that shriek'd, the fatal bellman.
Which gives the stern'st good-night.—He is about it

:

The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms
Do mock their charge with snores: 1 have drugg'd

their possets.
That death and nature do contend about them,
Whether they live, or die.

Macb. [Within.] Who's there? what, hoi
Lady M. Alack. I am afraid they have awak'd.

And 'tis not done. The attempt, and not the deei_l.

Confounds us.—Hark 1— I laid their daggers ready ;

He could not miss them.—Had he not resembled
My father as he slept, I had done 't,—My husband I

Enter Macbeth.

Macb. I have done the deed.—Didst thou not hear
a noise ?

Lady M. I heard the owl scream, and the crickets
Did not you speak? [cry.

.Uacb. When ?

Lady M. Now.
Macb. As I descended?
Lady M. Ay.
.Macb. Hark I

Who lies i' the second chamber?
L.ady M. Donalbain.
Macb. [Looking on his hands.] This is a sorry

sight.
Lady .M. A foolish thought, to say a sorry sight.

Macb. There's one did L^ugh in 's sleep, and one
cr\tA, '* innrderr [them:

That they did wake each other : I stood and heard
lint they did say their prayers, and address'd them
Again to sleep.
Lady .V. There are two lodg'd together.
Macb. One cried "God bless us/" aiid, "Amen,"

the other:
,\s tliey had seen me with these hangman's hands.
Listening their fear, I could not say "Anten,'*
^Vhen they did say, " God bless usT
Lady M. Consider it not so dcejily.

Macb. Hut wherefore could not I pronounce "Amen?"
I had most need of blessing, and "Amen"
Stuck in my throat.
Lady M. These deeds must not be thought

After these ways ; so, it will make us mad.
Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry, " Slee/> no

ntore I

Macbeth does murder sleep."—tlie innocent sleep,
.Sleep that knits iip the r.ivell'd sleave of care.
The death of cctcli day's life, sore labour's bath,
li.ihn of hurt minds, great nature's second course.
Chief nourisher in life's feast,

—

Lady HL What do you ine.an?
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Macb. Still it cried, '•Slc-e/> no more!" to all the
house

:

"Glamis hath murdfr'd s!ef(; and therefore Caivdor
SlutU sleep no more, MacMh shall steep no jnore!

"

Lady M. \Vho was it that thus cried? Why.
worthy thane.

You do unbend your noble strength, to think

So brainsickly of things. Go get some water.

And wash this filthy witness from your hand.—
Why did you bring these daggers from the place 5

They must lie there : go carry them ; and smear
The sleepy grooms with blood.
Macb. ' I'll go no more

:

I am afraid to think what I have done

;

Look on 't again, I dare not.

Lady M. Infirm of purpose

!

Give me the daggers : the sleeping, and the dead,
Are but as pictures : 'tis the eye of childhood
Tliat fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal

;

For it must seem their guilt. \Eint. Knocking: heard
Macb. Whence is that knocking?

How is 't with me, when every noise appals nie t

What hands are herel Hal they pluck out mine
eyes I

Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood
Clean from my h.ind? No ; this my hand will rather
The multitudinous seas incarnardine.
Making the green—one red.

Re-enter Lady Macbeth.
Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; but I shame

To wear a heart so white.

—

[Knociiiis-] I hear a
knocking

At the south entry :—retire we to our chamber

:

A httle water clears us of this deed :

Hon- easy is it, then 1 Your constancy
Hath left you unattended.—{A'«of/ti«i'.] Hark! more

knocking :

Get on your night-go^vn, lest occasion call us,

Antl show us to be watchers :—be not lost

So poorly in your thoughts.
Macb. To know my" deed,—'twere best not know

myself. [fCnockiii^.

Wake Duncan with thy knocking I I would thou
couldst

!

[Exeunt.

SCENE in.—The Same.

KnocI:tn^ Juard. Enter a Porter.

Porter. Here's a knocking, indeed ! If a man were
porter of hell-gat^ he should have old turning the
key.—(A'«ff<r/ti>;.f^.) Knock, knock, knock 1 Who s

there, 1' the naiiie of Beekebubt Here 's a farmer,
that hanged himself on the expectation of plenty

:

come in time ; h.'ive napkins enough about you ; here
you'll sweat for 't. — [}C7wcking.\ Knock, knock!
Who's there, in the other devil's name !—'Faith,
here's an equivocator, that could swear in both the
scales against either scale ; who committed treason
enough for God's sake, yet could not eauivocate to

heaven : O, come in, equivocator.— [Knocking.
|

Knock, knock, knock ! Who 's there 1
—'Faith, here s

an Enghsh tailor come hither, for stealing out of a
French hose : come in, tailor ; here you may roast

your f,oo'X.—\KHOcking.\ Knock, knock; never .at

quiet I What are you?—But this place is too cold
for hell. I'll devil-porter it no further: I had
thought to have let in some of all professions, that
go the primrose way to the everlasting bonfire.

[Knocking.] Anon, anont I pray you, remember tlie

porter. \Opens the gate.

Enter Macduff and Lenox.

Macd. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed,
Tliat you do lie so late ?

I'ort. 'Faith, sir, we were carousing to the second
ijf.ck : and drink, sir, is a great provoker of three
filings. [provoke'/
Macd. %Vliat three things docs drink especially
Fort. Marr3', sir, nose-fiainting. sleep, and urine.

Lechery, sir, it prr)vokes, and unprovokes; it pro-
\okes the desire, but it lakes away the performance :

tlicTcfnrc, much drink may be s.'tid to ne an equi\o.
c.it(T with lechery ; it makes him, and it mars him;
it -.cts him on, and it takes him olf ; it persuades him.
.'iii'l dishc.-irtens him; makes liim statnl to, and iimI

stand (o ; in conclusion, equivocates liim in a sleep,
ind, giving him tlio lie, leaves liira.
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Macd. I believe, drink gave thee the lie last night.
Port. That it did, sir. i' the very throat on me: but

I requited him for his lie ; and, I think, being too
strong for him, though he took up my legs sometime,
yet Iinade a shift to cast him.
Macd, Is thy master stirring?

Enter Macbeth
Our knocking has awak'd him ; here he comes.
Lot. Goocfmorrow, noble sir.

Macb. Good morrow, both.
Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ?

Macb. Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him

:

I have almost slipp'd the hour.
Macb. I'll bring you to him.
Macd. I know this is a joyful trouble to you

;

But yet 'tis one.
Macb. Tlie labour we delight in physics pain.

This is the door.
, Macd. I'll make so bold to call,

For 'tis my limited service. {Exit.
Leu. Goes the king hence to-day?
Macb. He does : he did appoint so.

Len. The night has been unruly: where we lay.

Our chimneys were blown down ; and, as they say,
Lamentings heard i' the air : strange screams of

death

;

And prophesying, with accents terrible,

Of dire combustion, and confus'd events,
New hatch'd to the woful time : the oliscure bird
Claniour'd the livelong night : some say, the earth
Was feverous, and did shake.
Macb. 'Twas a rough night.
Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel

A fellow to it
Re-enter Macduff.

Macd. O horror ! horror 1 horror ! Tongue nor
Cannot conceive, nor name thee I (heart
Macb. Len. AVhat's the matter ?

Macd. Confusion now hath made his master-piece I

Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence
The life o' the building I

Macb. What is 'tyou say? the life?

Len. Mean you his majesty? [sight

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your
With a new Gorgon :—do not bid me speak

;

See, and then speak yourselves.
{Exeunt Macbeth and Lenox

Awake, awake i—
Ring the alarum-bell. Murder and treason 1

ll.iuquo and Donalbain I Malcolm I awake !

Sliake off this downy sleep, death's coimterfeit.
And look on death itself! up, up, and see
The great doom's image I Malcolm ! Banquo !

As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprites
To countenance this horror 1 King the bell.

[Bell rings.
Enter Lady Macbctli.

Lady M. What's the business.
That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley
The sleepers of the house '{ speak, spe.ik

!

Macd. O gentle lady,

'Tis not for you to hear what I can speak

:

The repetition, in a woman's ear,

Would murder as it fell.—
Enter B.anmio.

O Banquo, Banquo,
Our royal master's murdcr'd 1

Lady M. Woe, alas 1

What, in our house?
lian. Too cruel, anywhere.

Dear Duff, I pr'ytliee, contradict thyself.

And say it is not so.

Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox.
Macb. Had I but died an hour before this chance,

I h.id liv'd ablcss6d time ; for, from lliis instant,

There's nothing serious in mortality:
All is but toys : renown and gr.'ice is dead

;

The wine of life is drawn, ana the mere lees

Is left this vault to brag of.

Enter Malcolm and Donalbain.
Don. What is amiss?
Macb. Yon are, and do not know 't

;

The s|jring, the hc.id, the fountain of your blood
Is stopp'd ; the very source of it is stopp'il.

Macd. Your royal father's murdcr'd.
MaL O, by whom'
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Lcn. Those of liis chamber, as it seem'd, had done t

Their hands and faces were all badt;'d with blood ;

So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found
Upon their pillows : they star'd, and were distracted
No man's life was to be trusted with them.
Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury,

That I did kill them.
Macd. Wherefore did you so ?

jVacli. Who can be wise, amaz'd, temperate and
furious.

Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man :

The expedition ofmy violent love
Outran the pauser, reason. Here lay Duncan,
His silver skin lac'd with his golden blood

;

And his (fash'd stabs look'd like a breach in nature,
For ruin^s wasteful entrance : there, the murderers,
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their da^^gers
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain.
That had a heart to love, and in that heart
Courage to make his love known ?

Lady M. Help me hence, ho

!

Macd. Look to the lady.
Mai. \Asideto Don.] Why do we hold our tongues.

That most may claim this argument for ours ?

Don. [Aside to yi&\.\ Wliat should be spoken here.
Where our fate, hid in an auger-hole.
May rush, and seize us ? Let's away : our tears
Are not yet brew'd.
Mat. [Aside to Don.] Nor our strong sorrow

Upon the foot of motion.
JSan. Look to the lady :

—

f
Lady Macbeth is carried oitt.

And when we have our naked frailties hid,

That suffer in exposure, let us meet.
And question this most bloody piece of work.
To know it further. Hears and scruples shake us :

In the great hand of God I stand ; and thence,
Against the undivulg'd pretence I fight

Of treasonous malice.
Macd. And so do I.

Att. So all.

Macb. Let's briefly put on manly readiness.
And meet i' the hall together.
Alt. Well contented.

[Exeunt all but Mai. and Don.
Mai. What will you do? Let 's not consort with

them :

To show an unfelt sorrow is an oflice

Which the false man does easy. I'll to England.
Don. To Ireland, I ; our separated fortune

Shall keep us both the safer : where we are.

There's daggers in men's smiles : the near in blood,
The nearer bloody.
Mat. This murderous shaft that's shot

Ilath not yet lighted, and our safest way
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse

;

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking.
But shift away : there's warrant in that theft

Which steals itself, when there's no mercy left.

[Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—Inverness. Without the Castle.

Enter Rosse and an Old M.an.

Enter Macduff.
How goes the world, sir, now ?

Macd. Why, see you not ?

Jiosse. Is't known who did this mure than bloody
ATacd. Those that Macbeth hath slain. [deed?
Jiosse. Alas, the day I

What good could they pretend ?

Macd. They were suborn'd;
Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two sons.

Are stol'n away and fled ; which puts upon theiu
Suspicion of the deed.

Jiosse. 'Gainst nature still

:

Thriftless ambition, that -ftilt ravin up
Thine own life's means !—Then 'tis most like
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth.
Macd. He is already nam'd ; and gone to Scone

To be invested.
Jiosse. Where is Duncan's body?
Macd. Carried to Colme-kill ;

The sacred store-house of his predecessors.
And guardian of their bones.

Jiosse. Will you to Scone ?

Macd. No, cousin, I'll to Fife.

Jiosse. Well. I will thither.
Macd. Well, may you see things well done there

;

adieu I

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new !

Jiosse. Farewell, father.
Old M. God's benison ^o with you ; and with those

That would make good of bad, and friends of foes I

[E.wunt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Forres. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Banquo.

Jlan. Thou hast it now. King, Cawdor, Glamis, all.

Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember well :

Within the volume of which time I have seen
Hours dreadful, and things strange; but this sore
Hatli trifled former knowings. (night

Jiosse. Ah, good father,

Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man's act.

Threaten his bloody stage : by the clock, 'tis day.

And yet dark ni.ght strangles the travelling lamp :

Is 't night's predominance, or the day's shame,
That darkness does the face of earth entomb,
When Uving light should kiss it ?

Old Man. 'Tis unnatural.

Even like the deed that's done. On Tuesday last,

A falcon, towering in her pride of place.

Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at, and kill'd.

Jiosse. And Duncan's horses (a thing most strange
and certain).

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race,

Turn'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out.

Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would
M.'ike war wuh mankind.
Old M. 'Tis said, they eat each other.

Jiosse. They did so,—to the amazement of mine
eye;

As the weird women promis'd ,- and, I fear.

Thou play'dst most foully for 't ; yet it was said,

It should not stand in thy posterity

;

But that myself should be the root and father
Of many kings. If there come truth from them,
iAs upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,)
Why, by the verities on thee made good.
May they not be my oracles as well.

And set me up in hope ? But, husli, no more.

Sennet sounded. Enter Macbeth, as King: Lady
Macbeth, as Queen; Lenox, Rosse, Lords, Ladies,
and Attendants.

Afacb. Here's our chief guest.
J.ndy M. If he had been forgotten.

It had been as a gap in our great feast.

And all-thing unbecoming.
Mac. To-ni.ght we hold a solemn supper, sir.

And I'll request your presence.
Jian. Let your highness

Command upon me ; to the which my duties

"

Are with a niost indissoluble tie

For ever knit.

Macb. Ride you this afternoon!
Jian. Ay, my good lord. [vice
Macb. We should have else desir'd your good ad-

(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous)
In this day's council ; but we 'U take to-morrow.
Is 't f.ir you ridef
Jian. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time

Twixt this and supper: go not my horse the better,
I nmst become a borrower ofthe night
For a dark hour, or twain.

.^facb. Fail not our feast.

Jian. My lord, I will not.
Macb. ^Ve hear, our bloody cousins are bestow'd

In England, and in Ireland; not confessing
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers
With strange invention : but of that to-morrow;
When, therewithal, we 5h;'.ll have cause of state
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : adieu
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ?

Jtan. Ay, my good lord : our time docs call upon us.

Macb. I wish your horses swift, and sure of foot,

And so I do commend you to their backs.
Farewell.

—

'

i:>z/ Banquo.
Let every man be master of his time
Till seven at night : to make society

That look'd upon 't. Here comes the good Macduff.— [ The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself
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Till supper-time alone : while then, God be with you

!

{Hxeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords, Ladies, &c.
Sirrah, a word with you : attend those men
Uur pleiiSureY
Atten. They are. my lord, without the palace gate.

Macb. Bring them before us.—{£A-i'/ Atten.) To be
thus is nothing

;

But to be safely thus :—our fears in Banquo
Stick deep ; and in his royalty of nature
Kcii,nisthat which would be fear"d : 'tis much he dares;
And, to that dauntless temper of his mind,
He liath a wisdom that doth jjuido his valour
Vo act in safety. There is none but he
Whose being I do fear : and, under him.
My Genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is said,

Mark Antony's wcis by Caesar. He chid the sisters,

When first they put the name of king upon me.
And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like,
They hail'd him father to a line of kinjjs

:

Upon my head they plac'd a fruitless crown
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe,
Thence to be wrench d with an unlineal hand.
No son of mine succeeding. If *t be so,

For Banquo*s issue have I fil'd my mind ;

For thera the gracious Duncan have I murderVl

;

Put rancours in the vessel of my peace
Only for them ; and mine etema'. jewel
Given to the common enemy of man,
To. make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings !

Rather than so, come, fate, into the list,

And champion me to the utterance I—Who 's there ?

Re-enter Attendant, -with tioo Murderers.
Xow go to the door, and stay there till we call.

[Exit Attendant.
Was it not yesterday we spoke together?

1 Mun It was, so please your highness.
Macb. Well, then, now

Have you constder'd of my speeches? Know,
That it was, he, in the times past, which held you
So under fortune ; which you thought had been
Our innocent self: this I made good to you
In our last conference, pass'd in probation with you.
How you were borne in hand, how cross'd, the instru-

ments
Who wrought with them, and all things else that
To half a soul, and to a notion craz'd, [might.
Say. " Thus did Banquo."

I Mitr, You made it known to us.

Macb. I did so ; and went further, which is now
Our point of second meeting. Do you find

Your patience so predominant in your nature.
That you can let this go ? Are you so gospell'd,
To [)ray for this good man. and for his issue.

Whose heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave.
And beggar'd yours for everV

1 Mitr. We are men, my liege.
Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men,

As hounds and grey-hounds, mongrels, spaniels, curs,
Slioughs, water-rugs, and tlcmi-wolves, are clep^d
All by the name of dmjs : the valu'd file

Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle.

The house-keeper, the hunter, every one
According to the gift which bounteous nature
Hath in him clos a ; whereby he does receive
Particular addition, from the bill

That writes them all aiike : and so of men.
Now, if you have a station in the file,

Not i" the worst rank of manhood, say it

;

And I will put that business in your bosoms.
Whose execution takes your enemy off;

tirapples you to the heart ;ind love of us,

Who wear our health but sickly in his life,

Which in his death were perfect.

2 Mttr. I am one, ray liege,
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world
Have so incens'd, that I am reckless what
I do to spite the world.

1 Mur. And I another.
So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune,
That I would set my life on any chance,
To mend it, or be nd on *t.

Macb. Both of you
Know Banquo was your enemy.

2 Mnr, * True, my lord.
Mac!'. So is he mine ; and in such bloody distance,

That every minute of his being thrusts
Against my ncar'st of life : and though I could
With barc-fac'd power sweep him from my sight
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And bid my will avouch it. yet I must not,

For cert.iia friends tluit are both his and mine,
Wliose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall

' Whom I myself struck down : and thence it is,

That I to your assistance do make love

;

Masking the business from the common eye
For sundry weighty reasons.

•2 Mar. We shall, my lord,

Perfona what you command us.

1 Mitr, Though our lives

—

Macb. Your spirits shine through you. Within tliis

hour, at most,
I will advise you where to plant yourselves

;

Acquaint you with the perfect spy o* the time.
The moment on 't ; for t must be done to-night.

And something from the palace ; always tliought,

That I require a clearness : and with him,
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the work,
Fleance his son, that keeps him company,
^Vilose absence is no less material to me
Than is his father's, must embrace the fate
Oi that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart

:

I'll come to you anon,
2 Mur. We are resolv'd. my lord.

Macb. I'll call upon you straight : abide within.
^Exeunt Murderers.

It is concluded. Banquo, thy soul's flight,

If it find heaven, must find it out to-night. [Exit,

SCENE II.—Forres. AnotJter R00771 in tJie Palace.

Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servant.

Lady M. Is Banquo gone from court?
Serii. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night.

Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend his leisure

For a few words.
Scrv. Madam, I will. [Exit,

Lady M. Nought 's had, all 's spent.
Where our desire is got without content

:

'Tis safer to be that which we destroy.
Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy.

Enter Macbeth.
How now, my lord I why do you keep alone.
Of sorriest fancies your companions making;
Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died
With" tliem they think on? Things without all

remedy,
Should be without regard : what 's done, is done.
Macb. We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it

:

jShe'll close, and be herself ; whilst our poor malice
Remains in danger of her former tooth,
liut let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds

suffer,

I£re we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep
In the affUction of these terrible dreams.
That shake us nightly : better be with the dead.
Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace.
Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave ;

After life's fitful fever, he sleeps well

;

Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison.
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing.
Can touch him further.
Lady M. Come on ;

(icntle my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks;
Be bright and jovial ;imong your guests to-night.
Macb. So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be you:

Let your remembrance appiy to Banquo
;

Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue:
Unsiife the wlule. that wc
Must lave our honours in these flattering streams;
And make our faces vizards to our hearts.
Disguising what they are.
Lady M. You must leave this.

Macb. O, full of scorpions is my minti, dear wife 1

Thou know'st that Banquo. and his Fleance, live.

Lady M. But in them nature's copy's not cterne.
Macb. There's comfort yet : they are assailable ;

rhen be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown
His cloister'd night ; ere, to black Hecate's summons
The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy hums,

Lady M. What's to be done ?
Macb. Be Innocent of the knowledge, dearest chiick^

Till thou applaud the deed.—Come, seeling night,
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day

;

.Vnd with thy bloody and invisible hand,



586 mac:

Cancel, and tear to pieces that ^reat bond
Which keeps me p.ile 1— Lic;ht tliickeus ; and the
Makes wing to tlie rooky wood

;

[crow
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse

;

Whiles night's black agents to their preys do rouse,

Thou marvell'st at my words : but hold thee still

;

Tilings, bad begira, make strong themselves by ill

:

So, prythee, go" with me. [Exeunt.

Enter three Murderers.

1 Miir. But who did bid thee join with us ?

3 Miir. Macbeth.
2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust ; since he delivers

Our offices, and what we have to do,

To tlie direction just.

1 Mur. Then stand with us.

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day :

Now spurs the lated traveller apace.
To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches
The subject of our watch.
3 Mur. Hark ! I hear horses.

Ban. \ IVithin.l Give us a light there, ho 1

2 Mur. Tlien, 'tis he : the rest

That are within the note of expectation
Already are i' the court.

1 Mur. His horses go about.

3 Mur. Almost a mile : but he does usually,

So all men do, from hence to the palace gate
Make it their walk.

2 Mur. A light, a light I

3 Mur. 'Tis he.

I Mur. Stand to 't.

Enter Banquo and Fleance, Servant ivith a torch.

Ban. It will be rain to-night.

I Mur Let it come down.
[Assaults Banquo.

Ban. O, treachery !—Fly, good Fleance, fly, tly,

Thou may'st revenge.—O slave I (fly 1

\Dies. Fleance and Servant escape.

3 Mur. \Vho did strike out the lip;ht ?

1 Mur. Was 't not the way ?

3 Mrtr. There's but one down ; the son is fled.

2 Mur. We have lost best half of our affair.

I Mur. Well, let's away, and say how mucli is done.
{Exeunt.

SCENE IV.—^ Room of State in the Palace.

A banqjietprepared. E.nter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth,
Kosse, Lenox, Lords, and Attendants.

Macb. You know your own degrees, sit down : .at

And last, the hearty welcome. [firsi

Lords. Thanks to your majesty.

Macb. Ourself will mingle with society

And play the humble host.

l)ur hostess keeps her state ; but, in best time.

We will require her welcome.
Lady M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends ;

For my heart speaks, they are welcome.
Etiterjirst Murderer, to the door.

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their hearts'

thanks ; .

Both sides are even : here I'll sit i' the midst.

Be large in mirth ; anon, we'll drink a measure
The table round.—There's blood upon thy face.

Mur. "Tis Banquo's, then.

Macb. 'Tis better thee witliout, than he within.

Is he despatchd?
.Mifr. My lord, his thrcsat is cut ; that I did for him.

Macb. Thou art the best o' the cut-throats : yet he's

Sood
the like for Fleance : if thou didst it,

Tliou art the nonpareil.

.Mur. Most royal sir,

Fleance is 'scap'd.

Macb. Then comes my fit again : I had else been
perfect

:

Vhole as the m-arble, founded as the rock
;

As broad and general as the casing air

:

But now, I am cabin'd, crib'd. confin'd, bound in

lo saucy doubts ami fears. But Banquo's safe !

Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch he bides,

With twenty trenched gashes on his head
;

The least a death to nature.
Macb. Thanks for that

;

There the grown serpent lies ; the worm, that's fled.

ETH. Act 3.

Hath nature that in time will venom breed.
No teeth for the present.—Get thee gone ; to-morrow
We'll hear, ourselves, ag.ain. [Exit Murderer.
Lady M. My royal lord,

You do not give the cheer : the feast is sold

That is not often vouch 'd, while 'tis a making,
'Tis given with welcome. To feed, were best at home

;

From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony,
Meeting were bare without it.

Macb. Sweet remembrancer !

—

Now, good digestion wait on appetite.
And health on both I

Len. May it please your highness sit ?

[Th€ Ghost 0/ Yi:i\\Vj}io appears, and sits in
Macbeth's //rtf(?.

Macb. Herehad we now our country's honour roofd.
Were the grac'd person of our Banquo present

;

Whc) may I rather challenge for unkindness.
Than pity for mischance !

Rossc. His absence, sir,

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your highness
To grace us with your royal company 2

Macb. The table's full.

Len. Here is a place reserv'd, sir.

Macb. Where ? [your highness '!

Len. Here, my good lord. What is 't that moves
Macb. Which of you have done this?

Lords. What, ray good lord?

Macb. Thou canst not say I did it : never shake
Thy gory locks at me.

Jiosse. Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not well.

Lady M. Sit, worthy friends :—my lord is rn'teu thus,

.\nd hath been from his youth : pray you, keep seat

;

The fit is momentary; upon a thought
He will again be well : if much you note him.
You shall' otfend him, and extend his passion:
Feed, and regard him not.—Are you a man ?

Macb. Ay. and a bold one, that dare look on that

Which might appal the devil.

Lady Al. O proper stuff!

This is the very painting of your fear

:

This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said.

Led you to Duncan. O," these flaws arid starts

(Impostors to true fear) would well become
A woman's story at a winter's fire,

Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame itself I

Why do you make such faces ! When all's done.
You look but on a stool. lyuu ?

—

.Macb. Pr'ythee, see there 1 behold I look 1 lo 1 how say
Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak too.

I f charnel-houses, and our graves, must send
Those that we bury back, our monuments
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disappears.
Lady M. What, quite unmann'il in folly

!

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him.
Lady M. Fie, for shame I

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i' th' olden
Ere human statute purg'd the gentle weal

;

[time.

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd
loo terrible for the ear : the times have been,
I'liat, when the brains were out, the m,an would die,

.\nd there an end ; but now, they rise again.
With twenty mortal nmrders on their crowns.
And push us from our stools : this is more strange
Than such a murder is.

Lady M. My worthy lord.

Your noble friends do lack you.
Macb. I do forget

:

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends

;

1 have a strange infirmity, which is nothing
To those that know me. Come, love and health to all

;

Then, I'll sit down.—Give me some wine, fill full.

Ghost re-appears.
I drink to the general joy of the whole table,

.\nd to our dear friencf Banquo, whom we miss ;

Would he were here 1 to all, and him, we thirst.

And all to all.

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge.
Macb. Avaunt 1 and quit my sight 1 Let the earth

hide thee 1

Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold
;

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes
Which thou dost glare with.

Lady M. Think of this, good peers,

But as a thing of custon*: 'tis no other ;

Only it spoils" the pleasure of the time.
Macb. What man dare, I dare

:

Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear.

I
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The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger ;

Take aiiy shape but that, and my firm nerves
Shall never tremble : or be alive a^'ain.

And dare me to the desert with thy sword ;

If ttenibling I inhabit then, protest me
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow I

Unreal mockery, hence !— [Glu>st disappears.
Why so ;—being gone.

I am a man agnin.—Pray ynvi. sit still.

Lady M. You have displac'd the mirth, broke the

AVith most admir'd disorder. te"<"l meeting.
Macb. Can such things be,

And overcome us like a summer's cloud.
Without our special wonder ! You make me strange
Even to the disposition that I owe,
When now I think you can behold such sights,

And keep the natural ruby of your clieeks,

When mme are blanch'd with fear.

Rossc. What sights, my lord ?

iMdy M. I pray you, speak not ; he grows worse
and worse

;

Question enrages him : at once, good night :

—

Stand not upon the order of your going,
But go at once.
Len: Good night ; and better health

Attend his majesty 1

Lady M. A kind good night to all I

{Exetint all except Macbeth atid Lady
Macbeth.

Macb. It will have blood ; they say, blood will have
blood

:

Stones have been known to move, and trees to speak ;

Augnrs, and understood relations, have
By'magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought forth

The secret'st man of blood.—What is the night?
Lady M. Ahuost at odds with morning, which is

which.
Macb. How say'st thou, that Macduff denies his

At our great bidding! [person
Lady At. Did you send to him, sir 'i

Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will send :

There *s not a one of them, but in his house
1 keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow
(And betimes I will) to the weird sisters :

Xlore shall they speak ; for now I am bent to know.
By the worst means, the worst. For mine own good,
All causes shall give way : I am in blood
Slept in so far, that, should I wade no more,
Ketuming were as tedious as go o'er :

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand

;

Which must be acted ere they may be scann'd.
Lady M. You lack the season of all natures, sleep.

Macb. Come, well to sleep. My strange and self

abuse
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use :

—

Wc are yet but young in deed. [Exeu:il.

SCENE v.—The Heath.

Thunder. Enter Hecate meeting the three Witcl.cs.

1 IVitch. AVhy, how now, Hecate 1 you look
angerly.

l[ec. Have I not reason, beldams as you are,

S.iucy and overbold? How did you dare
To trade and trathc with Macbeth,
In riddles, and affairs of death ;

And I, the mistress of your charms,
The close contriver of all harms.
Was never call'd to bear my part,

Or show the glory of our art ?

And, which is worse, all you have done
Hath been but for a wayward son,
Spiteful and wrathful ; who, as others do,
Loves for his own ends, not for you.
But make amends now : get you gone,
fcnd at the pit of Acheron
Meet me i" the morning : thither he
Will come to know his destiny

:

Your vcs.scls and your spells provide.
Your charms, .intl every thing beside.
I am for the air ; this night l"l spend
Unto a dismal and a fat.il end ;

Great business must be wrought ere noon ;

I'pon the corner of the moon
There hangs .1 vaporous drop profound

;

ni catch it ere it come to fp-ound :

And that, distill'd by inafiic sleights.
Shall raise such artificial sprites.
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As, by the strength of their illusion,

Shall draw him on to his confusion :

>He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear
His hopes 'bove wisdom, grace, and feai-

;

And, you all know, security
Is mortals' chiefest enemy.

^Soiiir within, " Come away, come aioay,"
&-C.

Hark I I am call'd ; my little spirit, see,

Sits in a foggy cloud, and st.ays for me. [Exit.

I Witch'. Come, let 's make haste ; she'll soon be
back again. [Exeitnt.

SCENE VI.—Forres. ^ Xoom in the Palace.

Enter Lenox and anotJier Lord.

Le)i. My former speeches have but hit your
thoughts,

\\'hich can interpret further : only, I say.

Things have been strangely borne. The gracious
Duncan

\\'as pitied of Macbeth :—marry, he was dead :

—

And the right-vahant Banquo walk'd too late ;

Whom, you may say, if 't please you, Fleance kill'd.

For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late.

Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous
It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain
To kill their gracious father ? damned fact 1

I low it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight.

In pious rage, the two delinquents tear
That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of sleep

!

Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too

;

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive.

To hear the men deny 't. So that, I say.

He has borne all things well : and I do think
That, had he Duncan s sons under his key,
(As, an 't please heaven, he shall not,) they should

find
What 'twere to kill a father ; so should Fleance.
But, peace !—for from broad words, and 'cause he
His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear, [fail'd

Macduff lives in disgrace : sir, can you tell

Where he bestows himself!
Lord. The son of Duncan.

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth,

Lives in the English court ; and is receiv'd
Of the most pioiis Edward with such grace.
That the malevolence of fortune nothing
Takes from his high respect : thither Macduff
I,s gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid
in* wake Northumberland and warlike Siward:
That, by the help of these, (with Him above
To ratify the work,) we may again
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights ;

Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives ;

Do faithful homage, and receive free honours ;

—

All which we pine for now : and this report
Hath so exasperate the king, that he
Prepares for some attempt at war.
Len. Sent he to Macduff?
Lord. He did : and with an absolute, "Sir, not I,'

The cloudy messenger turns me his back.
And hums, as who =hnuld say, " You'll rue the time
That clogs me with this ansnuer."
Len. And that well might

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel
V\y to the court of England, and unfold
His message ere he come; that a swift blessing
May soon return to this our suffering country
Under a hand accurs'd 1

Lord. I'll send my prayers with him I

\_E.s:eiint.

ACT IV.

SCENE \.~A Dark Cave. In the midde, a cauUiror.
boiling.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.

I Witch. Thrice the brindcd cat hath mew'd.
a Witch. Thrice ; and once the hedge-jiig whin'd.
3 Witch. Harper cries!

—
'tis time, 'tis lime.

I lyitch, K'lund about the cauldron go ;

III the poisoii'd entrails throw.
Toad, that under cold stone,
Uays and niglifi hast thirty-one
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Swelter'd venom sleeping ^ot,
Boil tliou first i' liic charined pot.

All. Double, double toil and Irr^jble

;

l^ire, burn : and, cauldron, bubble.
2 Witch. FiUet of a fenny snake.

In the cauldron boil and bake ;

Eye of newt, and toe of frog.

Wool of bat, and tongue of dog.
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's sting,

Lizards leg, and owlet's wing.
For a charm of powerful trouble.
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble.
All. Double, double toil and trouble ;

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble.
3 Witch. Scale of dragon ; tooth of wolf;

Witches' mummy ; maw and gulf
Of the ravin'd salt-sea shark

;

Root of hemlock, digg'd i' the dark

;

Liver of blaspheming Jew ;

Gall of goat ; and slips of yew,
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse ;

Nose of Turk ; and Tartar' lips.
Finger of birth-strangled babe,
Ditch-delivered by a drab.
Make the gruel thick and slab :

Atld thereto a tiger's chaudron.
For the ingredients of our cauldron.
All. Double, double toil and trouble

;

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble.
2 ll'itch. Cool it with a baboon's

Then the charm is firm and good.
Enter Hecate.

Hec. O, well done 1 I commend your pains,
And every one shall share i' the gains.

And now about the cauldron sing.
Like elves and fairies in a ring.
Enchanting all that you put in.

[Jilitsic and a son^^;; "Black Spirits," &c.
B-vit Flecate.

2 Witch. By the pricking of ray thumbs,
Something wicked this way comes :

Open, locks, whoever knocks.
Enter Macbeth.

j\[acli. How now, you secret, black, and midnight
What is 't you do ? [hags.

--///. A deed without a name.
Macb. I conjure you, by that which you profess,

(Howe'er you come to know it,) answer me :

Though you untie the winds, and let them fight
Against the churches ; though the yesty waves
Confound and swallow navigation up

;

Though bladed corn be lodg'd. and trees blown down ;

Though castles topple on their warders' heads

;

Though palaces and pyramids do slope
Their heads to their foundations ; though the treasure
Of nature's gerrains tumble all together,
Even till destruction sicken, auswer_me
To what I ask you.

3 Witch. Speak.
2 ll'itch. Demand.
3 lyitch. We'll answer.
I ll'itch. Say if thou'dst rather hear it from our

Or from our masters' ? [mouths,
Macb. Call them : let me see them.

I IVitch. Pour in sow's blood, that hath eaten
Her nine farrow

;
grease, that's sweaten

From the murderer's gibbet, throw
Into the flame.
All. Come, high or low

;

Thyself and office deftly show.
Thunder. An Apparition ofan artncd head rises.

Macb. TcU me, thou unknown power,

—

I Witch. He knows thy thought

:

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. [duiV

:

Apf. Macbeth I Macbeth 1 Macbeth ! beware Mac-
Beware the thaiie of Fife.—Dismiss me :—enough

[Descends.
Macb. Whate'er thou art, for thy good caution,

thanks; Jmore,—
Thou hast harp'd my fear aright :—but one word

I Witch. He will not be commanded: here's another,
More potent than the first.

Thunder. An Apparition o/a bloody child rises.

A/>p. Macbeth I Macbeth 1 Macbeth I—
Macb. I lad' I three ears, I'd hear thee.

A/>fi. Be bloody, bold, and resolute ; laugh to scorn
The power of man, for none of woman borii

Shall harm Macbeth. [Descends.

BETH. Act 4.

I

Macb. Then live, MacdulT: what need I fear of thee
liut yet I'll make assurance double sure,

I And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live
;

I

That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies,

\ And sleep in spite of thunder. What is this,

{Thunder. An AppaLrition o/" a child crotvjied, with
a tree in his hand, rises.

That rises like the issue of a king.
And wears upon his baby brow the round
And top of sovereignty ?

--///. Listen, but speak not to 't.

-///. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are:
Macbeth shall never vanquish'd be, until

Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill

Shall come against him. [Descends
.Macb. That will never be :

Who can impress the forest ; bid the tree
Unfi.\ his earth-bound root? sweet bodements 1 good I

Rebellious head, rise never, till the wood
Of Birnam rise, and our high-plac'd Macbeth
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath
To time and mortal custom.—^Yet my heart
Throbs to know one thing : tell me (if your art
Can tell so much,) shall Banquo's issue ever
Reign in this kingdom?

.-///. Seek to know no more.
Macb. I will be satisfied : deny me this,

And an eternal curse fall on you ! Let me know :

—

W'hy sinks that cauldron ? and what noise is this ?

1 IVitch. Show 1 [Hautboys.
2 Witch. Show 1

3 IFitch. Show 1

AU. Show his eyes, and grieve his heart

;

Come like shadows, so depart.
Eight kings appear, and pass in- order ; the last
with a glass in his haiui : Banquoybllo^uing.

Macb. Tliou art too like' the spirit of Banquo ;

down

!

Thy crown does sear mine eyeballs :—and thy hair,

Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first :

—

A third is like the former.—Filthy hags !

Why do you show me this?—A fourth?—Start, eyes !

—

What, will the line stretcli out to the crack of doom ?

—

Another yet f—A seventh ?— I'll see no more :

—

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass.
Which shows me many more ; and some I see.
That two-fold balls and treble sceptres carry

;

I lorrible sight I—Now, I see, 'tis true ;

For the blood-bolter'd Banquo smiles upon roe,

.Vnd points at them for his.—What, is this so?
I // 'itih. Ay, sir, all this is so : but why-

Stands Macbeth thus amazedly?
Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites.

And show the best of our delights :

I'll charm the air to give a sound,
While you perform your antique round

;

That this great king may kindly say.
Our duties did his welcome pay.

[Music. The Witches dance, and then vanish.
Macb. Where are they? Gone?—Let this pernicious

hour
Stand aye accursed in the calendar 1

—

Come in 1 without there 1

Enter Lenox.

Lett. What's your grace's will ?

Macb. Saw you the weiid sisters 1

Len. No, my lord.

^[acb. Came they not by you ?

Len. No, indeed, my lord.

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride ;

.\nd damn'd all those that trust them I— I did hear
The galloping of horse : who was 't came by ?

Len. 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you
Macduff is fled to England. [word,
Macb. Fled to England ?

Len. Ay, my good lord.
Macb. Tin\e, thou anticipafst my dread exploits :

The flighty purpose never is o'ertook.

Unless the deed go with it : from this moment.
The very firstlings of my heart shall be
The firstlings of my hand. And even now.
To crown my thoughts with acts, be thought and
The castle of Macduifl will surprise : [done;
Seize upon Fife ; give to the edge of the sword
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls

That trace him in his line. No boasting liko a fool

;
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Tliis deed I'll do, before this purpose cool

:

B.it lu) more sights i—Where are these gerrtlemen?

Come, brinsj me where they are. \_Ex(uiit.

SCENE n.—Fife. A Room in MacdufTs Castle.

i:iiUr Lidy Macduff, her Son, ajid Rosse.

I.. Miicd. What has he done to make him fly the
Kossi. You must have patience, madam, [land ?

L. Mjcd. He had none :

His flight was madness : when our actions do not,

Our fears do make us traitors.

Rossd. You know not
Wliether it was his msdoni, or his fear.

A. Maid. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leave his

Ilis mansion, and liis titles in a place [babes,
h'roni whence himself does fly S He loves us not

;

lie wants the natural touch : for the poor wren.
The most diminutive of birds, will fight.

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl.
All is the fear, and nothing is the love

;

As little is the wisdom, where the flight

So runs against all reason.
Rosse. My dearest C02',

I praj- you, school yourself: but, for your husband.
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows
The fits o" the season. I dare not speak much further;
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors,

And do not know ourselves ; when we liold rumour
Erom what we fear, yet know not wliat we fear,

But tloat upon a wild and violent sea, '

Each way and move. I take my leave of you:
Shall not be long but I'll be here again :

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward
To what they were before.—My pretty cousin,
Blessing upon you

!

/,. Macd. Father'd he is. and yet he's fatherless.

Rosse. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer,
It would be my disgrace, and your discomfort.
I take my leave at once. \_Exil.

L. Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead :

And what will you do now ? How will you live ?

.'ioti. As birds do, mother.
/,. Maed. What, with worms and flics ?

Son. With what I get, I mean ; and so do they.
L. Macd. Poor bird 1 thou 'dst never fear the net.

The pit-fall, nor the gin, [nor lime.

Son. Why should 1, mother! Poor birds they are
not set for.

Aly father is not dead, for all your saying.

/.. Macd. Yes, he is dead: how wilt thou do for a
father ?

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband ?

/.. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market.
Son. Then you '11 buy 'em to sell again. [faith,

/,. .^facd. Thou speak'st with all thy w it ; and yet, i'

Witli wit enough for thee.
Son. Was ray father a traitor, mother ?

/,. .Macd. Ay, that he was.
Son. What is a traitor?

/-. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies.

Son. And be all traitors that do so t

L. Macd. Every one tliat does so is a traitor, and
must be hanged.

Son. And must they all be hanged, that swear and
I.. Macd. Everyone. [he':

Son. Who must hang them?
/-. Macd. Why, the honest men.
.Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools ; for

there are liars and swearers enougli to beat the honest
men, and hang up them.
L. Macd. Now (iod help thee, poor monkey 1 But

how wilt thou do for a father?
Son. If he were ilc.id, you'd weep for him : if you

would not, it were a goocf sign that 1 should quickly
have a new f:ither.

/,. Macd. Poor prattler, how thou talk'st 1

linlcr a Messenger.
Mess. Bless you, fair dame 1 I am not to yuii

known,
Thougli in your state of horwur I .am perfect.

I doubt some danger does approach you nearly :

I f you will take a homely man's advice.
Be not found here ; hence, with your little ones.
To fright you thus, nt'-thinks, 1 am too savage

;

To do worse to you were fell cruelly, [you I

^^'llich is loo nigh your person. Heaven preserve
1 date abide no longer. \Hxit.
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/,. Macd. Whither should I fly?

I have d<jne no harm : but I remember now
1 am in this earthly world ; where, to do harm
Is often laudable ; to do yood, sometime
Accounted dangerous folly : why then, alas I

Do I put up that wom.anly defence.
To say I have done no harm? What are these faces?

linter Murderers.
Mnr. Where is your husband?
L. Macd. 1 hope, in no place so unsanctified.

Where such as thou mayst find him.
.Mitr. He's a traitor.

Son. Thou liest, thou shag-ear'd villain.

Mur. What, you egg I

Young fry of treachery 1 |
Slabbing htm.

Son. He has killed me, mother:
Run away, I pray you ! [Dies.

yJixit Lady Macduff, crying " Murder 1"

andpitysiicd by the Murderers.

SCENE III.—England. The Kins s Palace.

Enter Malcolm a7td Macduff.

Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade, and
Weep our sad bosoms empty. [there

Macd. Let us rather
Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good men.
Bestride our down-fall'n birthdoni : each new morn,
New widows howl, new orphans cry ; new sorrows
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out
Like syllable of dolour.
Mai. What I believe, I'll wail

;

What know, believe ; and what I can redress.

As I shall find the time to friend, I will.

What you have spoke, it may be so perchance.
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues,
Was once thought honest : you have lov'd him well

;

He hath not touch'd you yet. I am young : but soma
thing

You may deserve of him through me ; and v/isdom
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb
To appease an angry god.
Macd. I am not treacherous.
Mai. But Macbeth is.

A good and virtuous nature may recoil,

In'an imperial charge. But I shall crave your pardon ;

That which you are. my thoughts cannot transpose :

Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell :

Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace.
Yet grace must still look so.

Macd. I have lost my hopes.
Mai. Perchance, even there, where I did find my

doubts.
Why in that rawness left you wife and child
{Those precious motives, those strong knots of love)
Without leave-taking*:'— I pray you.
Let not my jealousies be your dishonours,
Hut mine own safeties :—you may be rightly just,

Whatever I shall think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country I

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure.

For goodness dares not check thee I wear thou thy
wrongs.

The title is atfeer'd !—Fare thee well, lord

:

I would not be the villain that thou think'st.

For the whole space that 's in the tyrant's grasp,
And the rich East to boot.
Mai. Be not offended

:

I speak not as in absolute fear of you.
1 think our country sinks beneath the yoke ;

It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash
Is added to her wounds : I think, withal.
There would be h.ands uplifted in my right

;

And here, from gracious England, have I offer
Of goodly thousands : but. for ;dl this.

When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head,
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country
Shall have more vices than it had before

;

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever,
By him that shall succeed.
Macd. What should he be 1

Mat. It is myself I mean : in whom I know
All the particuKirs of vice so grafted,
I h.at, when they shall be open'd, black M.acbclh
Will seoin as pure ;is snow ; and the poor state
l-.steem him :isa l.imb, being coinpar'd
With my conlineless harms.
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Macd. Not in the legions

Of horrid hell can come a devil more daran'd
In evil to top Macbeth.
Mai. I grant him bloody.

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful.
Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin
That has a name : but there s no bottom, none,
In luy voluptuousness : your wives, your daughters,
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up
The cistern ofmy lust ; and my desire
All continent impediments would o'erbear.
That did oppose my will : better Macbeth,
Than such a one to reign.
JMacd. Boundless intemperance

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been
Th' untimely emptying of the happy throne,
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet
To take upon you what is yours : you may
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty.
And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink.
We have willing dames enough ; there cannot be
That vulture in you. to devour so many
As will to greatness dedicate themselves,
Finding it so inclin'd.

Mai. With this, there grows,
In my most ill-compos'd affection, such
A stanchless avarice, tliat, were I king,
I should cut otfthe nobles for their lands

;

Desire his jewels, and this other's house :

And my more-having would be as a sauce
To make me hunger more ; that I should forge
Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal,
Destroying them for wealth."
Macd. This avarice

Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious root
Than summer-seeming lust ; and it hath been
The sword of our slain kings : yet do not fear

;

Scotland hath foisons to fill up your will.

Of your mere own : all these are portable.
With other graces weigh'd.
Mai. But I have none : the king-becoming graces,

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness,
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness,
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude,
I have no relish of them ; but abound
In the division of each several crime,
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell.

Uproar the universal peace, confound
All unity on earth.
Macd. O Scotland. Scotland !

Mai. If such a one be fit to govern, speak :

I am as I have spoken.
Macd Fit to govern

!

No, not to live.—O nation miserable.
With an untitled tyrant, bloody scepter'd.
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again.
Since that the truest issue of thy throne
By his own interdiction stands accurs'd.
And does blaspheme his breed?—Thy royal father
Was a most sainted king : the queen that bore thee,
Oft'ner upon her knees than on her feet.

Died every day she liv'd. Fare thee well I

These evils thou repeat'st upon thyself
Have banish'd me from Scotland.—O my breast,
Thy hope ends here 1

Mai. Macduff, this noble passion.
Child of integrity, hath from my soul
AVip'd the black scruples, reconcil'd my thoughts
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth
By many of these trains hath sought to win me
Into his power ; and modest wisdom plucks me
I'rom over-credulous haste : but God above
DL-al between thee and me ! for even now
I jjut myself to thy direction, and
Uuspeak mine own detraction : here abjure
The taints and blames I laid upon myself.
For strangers to my nature. I am yet
Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn ;

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ;

At no time broke my faith ; would not betray
The devil to his fellow ; and delight
No less in truth, than life : my first false speaking
Was this upon myself; wliat I am truly,
Is thine, and my poor country's, to command ;

Whither, int'eed, before thy nere-approach,
Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men.
Already at a point, were setting forth

;
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Now we'll together; and the chance of goodness
Be like our warranted quarrel 1 Why are you silent ?

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things ai
once,

Tis hard to reconcile.

Enter a Doctor.

Mai. Well ; more anon.—Comes the king forth, I
pray you ?

Doct. Ay, sir ; there are a crew of wretched souls,
That stay his cure : their malady convinces
The .great assay of art ; but, .at his touch,
Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand,
I'hey presently amend.
Mai. I thank yoa, doctor.

\_Exit Doctor.
Macd. What's the disease he means?
Mai.

_
'Tis call'd the evil

;

iV most miraculous work in this good king

;

Which often, since my here remain in England,
I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven,
Mimself best knows: but strangely-visited people,
.\11 swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to tne ej'e.

The mere despair of surgery, he cures ;

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks.
Put on withholy prayers : and 'tis spoken.
To the succeeding royalty he leaves
The healing benediction. With this strange virtue,
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy

;

And sundry blessings hang about his throne.
That speak him full of ijrace.

Macd. See, who comes here \

Mai, My countryn^'7 ."^iit yet I kno\v him not.
Enter Rosse.

Macd. My ever-gei.tre cousin, welcome hither.
Mai. I know him now :—good God, betimes remove

The means that makes us strangers.
Rosse. Sir, amen.
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did 2

Rosse. Alas, poor country:
Almost afraid to know itself! It cannot
Be call'd our mother, but our grave : where nothing.
Hut who knows nothing, is once seen to smile :

W'liere sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rent the
air,

.\re made, not mark'd ; where violent sorrow seems
A modern ecstasy : the dead man*s knell
Is there scarce ask'd. for whom; and good men's lives

Expire before the flowers in their caps,
Dying or ere they sicken.
Macd. O, relation

Too nice, and yet too true 1

.Mai. AVhat's the newest grief 5

Rosse. That of an hour's age doth hiss the speaker ;

Each minute teems a new one.
Macd. How does ray wife !

Rosse. Why, well.
Macd. And all my children!
Rosse. AVell too.

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their jjeace?
Rosse. No ; they were well at peace, when I did

leave them. [it

!

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech : how goes
Rosse. When 1 came hitherto transport the tidings.

Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour
Of many worthy fellows that were out

;

Which was to n:y belief ivitness'd the rather,
For that I sa^v the tyrant's power a-foot

:

Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland
Would create soldiers, make our women fight,

To doff their dire distresses.
Mai. Be it their comfort.

We are coming thither : gracious England hath
Lent us good Siward. and ten thousand men:
.\n older, and a better soldier, none
That Christendom gives out.

Rosse. AVould I could answer
This comfort with the like ! But I have words.
That would be howl'd out in the desert air.

Where hearing should not latch them.
Macd. What concern theyt

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief.

Due to some single breast?
Rosse, No mind that's hones'

But in it shares some woe'; though the main part
Pertains to you alone.
Afacd. If it be mine,

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.
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\\'hich shall possess them with the heaviest sound
I ii.Tt ever yet they heard.
M<icd. Humph ! I g^uess at it.
Ausse. Your castle is surprisd : your wife and babes

Savagely slaughtered : to relate Oie manner.
Were, on the quarry of these murder'd deer,
1 o add the death of you.

-y''^- Merciful heaven !—
Wliaf, man I ne'er pull your hat upon your brows

;Oive sorrow words : the grief, that does not speak,
\\ luspers the o'er-fraught lieart, and bids it break.
Macd. My children too f

Rossc. Wife, cliildren, servants, all
That could be found.
Maai. And 1 must be from thence !—My wife liilld too?
Kf'^st:. I have said.

,
"'('"'

, Be comforted:
Let s make us medicme of our great revenge,
1 o cure this deadly grief.
Macd. He has no children.—All my pretty ones?

Did you say, all ?—O lieU-kite !—AU ?
\Vhat, all my pretty chickens, and their dam.
At one fell swoop 1

^tal. Dispute it like a man.

n . , • , , ,. I shall do so;
But 1 must also feel it as a man :

I cannot but remember such things were.
That were most precious to me.—Did heaven look on.
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff,
They were all struck for thee I naught that I am.
Not for their own demerits, but for mine.
Fell slaughter on their souls : heaven rest them now

!

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword ; let grief
Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it.

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes,
And braggart with my tongue !—But, genUe heavens,
Cut short all mtermission ; front to front.
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself;
Within my sword's lengpth set him ; if he 'scape,
Heaven forgive him too 1

-''<'' This tune goes manly.
Lome, go we to the king ; our power is ready

;

Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you
riie night is long that never finds the day. [may

;

\^Exeunt.

ACT V.
SCENE I.—Dunsinane. A Room in the Castle.

Enter a Doctor of Physic and a -waiting Gentle-
woman.

Doct. I have two nights watched with you, but can
perceive no truth in your report When was it she
last walked?
Oen. Since his majesty went into the field, I have

seen her rise from her bed, throw her night-gown upon
her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write
upon it, read it, afterwards seal It, and again return
to bed

; yet all this while in a most f;»st sleep.
Doct. A great perturbation in nature I to receive

at once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of
watching. In this slumbery agitation, besides her
walking and other actual performances, what, at any
time, have you heard her .s.'iy ?

Cm. That, sir, which I will not report after her.
Doct. You may, to me; and lis most meet you

should.
Gen. Neither to you, nor any one; having no wit-

ness to confirm my <.peech.—{//ji/^r I.^dy Macbeth,
ivilli a lighted taper.] I.o you, liere she comes I

1 his IS her very guise ; and, upon my life, fast asleep.
Observe her ; stand close.

Doct. How came she by that light ?

Gen. Why, it stood l-y her : she has light by her
contmually ; 'tis her command.

Doct, Vou see, her eyes are open.
Gen. Ay, but their sense is shut.
Doct. Wh.at is it she does now! Look, how she

rubs her hands.
Gen. It is an accustomed action with her, to seem

thus w.ishing her hands : I have known her to continue
in this a qu.irter of an hour.

Lady M. Yet here's die spot.
Dfi(. Hark 1 she speaks : I will set down what

comes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more
stroiv'ly.

Lady M. Out, damned spot I out, I say I—One, two :

why, then 'tis time to do 't.-Hell is murky !—Fie, my
lord, fie I a soldier, and afeard ? What need we fear
who knows it, when none can call our power to ac-
count ?—Yet who would have thought the old man to
have had so much blood in him?
Doct. Do you mark that?
Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife ; where is

she now ?—What, will these hands ne'er be clean?—
No more o' that, my lord, no more o' that : you mar
all with this starting.

Doct Go to, go to; you have known what you
should not.

GcH. She has spoke what she should not, I am sure
of that : Heaven knows what she has known.
Lady M. Here's the smell of the blood still : all the

perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand.—
Oh, oh, oh 1 .

Doct. What a sigh is there I The heart is sorely
charged.
Gen. I would not have such a heart in my bosom,

for the dignity of the whole body.
Doct. WeU, well, well,—
Gen. Pray God, it be, sir.

Doct. This disease is beyond my practice : yet I have
known those which have walked in their sleep, who
have died holily in their beds.
LadyM. Wash your hands, put on your night-gown ;

00k not so pale:—! tell you yet again,' Banquo's
buried ; he cannot come out on 's grave.

Doct. Even so ?

Lady M. To bed, to bed ; there's knocking at the
gate : come, come, come, come, give me your hand

;

what's done, cannot be undone ; to bed, to bed, to
bed. \Exit

Xiff/. Will she go now to bed?
Gen. Directly.
Doct. Foul whisperings are abroad : unnatural dced.s

Do breed unnatural troubles : infected minds
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets :

More needs she the divine, than the physician :—
God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her ;

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,
And still keep eyes upon her :—so, good night

:

My mind she has mated, and amaz'cl my sight

:

I think, but dare not speak.
Gen. Good night, good doctor.

{Exeunt.
SCENE 11.— The Country ?;£'a?- Dunsinane.

Enter, with drum and colours, Menteith, Caithness,
Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers.

Ment. The English power is near, led on by M.il-
His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff: Icolin,
Revenges burn in them ; for their dear causes
Would, to the bleeding, and the grim alarm.
Excite the mortified man.

^''.I^' Near Birnam wood
iihall we well meet them ; that w'ay are they coming.

Caith. Who knows if Donalb.ain be with his brother'/
Len. For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file

Of all the gentry : there is Siward's son,
And many unrough youths, that even now
Protest their first of manhood.
Ment. What does the tyrant?
Caith. Gre.nt Dunsin.ine he strongly fortifies:

Some say, he's m.irl : others, that lesser hate him,
Do call it vali,ant fury : but, (or certain.
He cannot iiuckle his distempor'd cause
Within the belt of rule.

i-lng. Now docs he feel
His secret murders sticking on his hands ;Now minutely revolts u|jbraid his faith-brc.lch

j

Those he commands move only in command.
Nothing in love j now does lie feel his title

.. loose about him, like a giant's robe
Upon a dwarfish thief.
^''"<. Who, then, shall blame
is pestcr'd senses to recoil and start.

When all that is within him does condemn
Itself for being there?
Caith. Well, march we on,

To give obedience where 'tis trtily owd
Meet wc the medicine of the sickly weal j
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And willi him pour we, in our country's purg^c,
Each drop of us.

Lefi. Or so much as it needs,
To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds.
Make wc our march towards Birnam.

[Bxeicnt, jiiarching.

SCENE in.—Dunsinane. A Rootn in the Castle.

Enter Macbetii, Doctor, and Attendants.

Macb. Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all

:

Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane,
I cannot taint with fear. Wliat's the boy Malcolm ?

Was he not born ofwoman? The spirits that know
All mortal consequences have pronounc'd me thus,

—

*' Fea7- not, Macbeth ; no man that's born ofiuotnan
Shall eVr have potver upon thee."—Then fly, false

thanes.
And mingle with the English epicures I

The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear.
Shall never sag with doubt, nor shake with fear.

Ente7'a Servant.

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac*d loon I

Where gott'st thou that goose look?
SerT), There is ten thousand—
Macb, Geese, villain?
Serv. Soldiers, sir.

Macb. Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fear,

Thon lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch?
Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face?

Serii. Tlie EngUsh force, so please you.
Macb. Take thy face hence.—Seyton 1—I am sick at

heart,
When I beliold—Seyton, I say I—this push
Will cheer me ever, or dis-seat me now.
I have Uv'd long enough : my way of life

Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow leaf;
And that which should accompany old age,
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends,

I must not look to have ; but, in their stead.
Curses, not loud, but deep, mouth-honour, breath.
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not.

Seyton I

Enter Seyton.

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure?
Macb. What news more ?

Sey. All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported.
Macb. I'll fight till from my bones my flesh be

hack'd.
Give me my armour.
Sey. 'Tis not needed yet.

Macb. I'll put it on.

Send out more horses, skirt the country round ;

Hang those that talk of fear.—Give me mine armour.—
How does your patient, doctor?
Doct. Not so sick, my lord,

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies,

That keep her from her rest.

Macb. Cure her of that

:

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas'd ;

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow

;

Raze out the written troubles of the brain;
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote.
Cleanse the stufTd bosom of that perilous stuff,

Wliich weighs upon the heart?
Doct. Therein the patient

Must minister to himself.
Macb. Throw physic to the dogs, I'll none of il.

—

Come, put mine armour on ; give me my staff:—
Seyton, send out.—Doctor, tlie thanes fly from mc.

—

Come, sir, despatch.—If thou couldst, doctor, cast

The water of my land, find her disease,

And purge it to a sound and pristine health,

1 would applaud thee to the very echo.
That should applaud again.—Pull "t otf, I say.-*
What rlmbarb, senna, or what purgative drug,
Would scour these English hence ? Hear'st thou of

them ?

Doct. Ay. my good lord ; your royal preparation
Makes us hear something. ,

Macb. Bring it after mc.

—

T will not be afraid of death and "bane,

Till Birnam forest come to Dunsinane.
f Exeunt all except Doctor.

Doct. Were 1 from Dunsinane away and clear,

Profit again should hardly draw me liere. \Exit.

H, Act 5.

SCENE IV.

—

Country near Dunsuiane : a Wood in
view.

Enter^ with drie?n and colours, Malcolm, old Siward
a7td his Son, Macduff, Menteilh, Caithness,
Angus, Lenox, Rosse, rt;^rf Soldiers fnarchtn^.

Mai. Cousins, I hope tlie days are near at hand
That chambers will be bafe.

Men. We doubt it nothing.
Snv. "What wood is this before us?
Men. The wood of Birnam.
Mai. Let everj' soldier hew him down a bough.

And bear 't before him : thereby shall we shadow
The numbers of our host, and make discovery
Err in report of us.

Sold. It shall be done.
Snv. We learn no other but the confident tyrant

Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure
Our setting down before t.

Mai. 'Tis his main hope :

For where there is advantage to be given.
Both more and less have given him the revolt;

And none serve with him but constrained things.
Whose hearts are absent too.
Macd. Let our just censures

Attend the true event, and put we on.
Industrious soldiership.
Siw. The time approaches.

That will with due decision make us know
What we shall say we have, and what we owe.
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ;

But certain issue strokes must arbitrate :

Towards which, advance the war.
[Exeunt, marchittg.

SCENE v.—Dunsinane, Within t}ie Castle.

Enter, -with drum and colonys, Macbeth, Seyton«
and Soldiers.

Macb. Hang out our banners on the outward walls

;

Tlie cry is still, " They co??ie ,•" our castle's strength
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie.

Till famme and the ague eat them up :

Were they not forc'd with those that should be ours.
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,
And beat them backward home.

—

[A cry luithin ofwomen.
What is that noise ?

Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord.

Macb. I have almost forgot the taste of fears

:

The time has been, my senses would have cool'd
To hear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir,

As Hfe were in 't : I have supp'd full with horrors ;

Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts.
Cannot once start me.—Wherefore was that cry?
Sey, The queen, my lord, is dead.
Macb. She should have died hereafter ;

There would have been a time for such a word.

—

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creeps in tliis petty pace from day to day,
To the last syllable of recorded time ;

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools

The way to dusty; death. Out, out. brief candle I

Life's but a walking shadow ; a poor player,
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage.
And then is heard no more : it is a t;ile

Told by an idiot, full of soimd and fury.

Signifying nothing.
Mnter a Messenger.

Thou com'st to use thy tongue ; thy story, quickly.

Mess. Gracious my lord,

I should report that which I say I saw,
But know not how to do it.

Macb. Well, say, sir.

Afess. As I did Stand my watch upon the hill,

I look'd towards Birinan, and anon, methought,
The wood began to move.
Macb.

"

Liar {StriJbin^ htm. ] and slave
Mess. Let mc endure your wrath, if 't be not so :

Within this three mile may you see It coming;
I say, a moving grove.
Macb. If thou speak'st false,

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive.

Till famine cling thee : if tliy speech be sooth,

I care not if thou dost for me as much.

—

I pull in resolution ; and begin
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend.
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That lies like truth : " Fear not. till Biriiam Tvood
Do come to Dunsinatte /"—and now a wood
Conies toward Dunsinane.—Arm. ann. and out I

—

if this wliich he avouches does appear,
There ik nor flying hence, nor tarrying here.
I 'lO" »7 ^e a-weary of the sun.
And wisliec! th' estate o t'.:e world were now undone.

—

Rin^' the alarum bell !—Blow, wind 1 come, wrack 1

At \ii ot we'll die with harness on our back.
[Exeuitt.

SCEN£ VI.—Dunsinane. A Plain be/ore the Castle.

Eftter, Tviih drums and colours, Malcolm, Old
Siward, Macduff, &-C., and their army, witlt bouglis.

Mai. Now near enough ;
your leafy screens throw

down.
And show like those you are.—You, worthy uncle,

Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son.

Lead our first battle : worthy" Macduff, and we,
Shall take upon us what else remains to do,

According to our order.
Si^Ll. Fare you well.

Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night.

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight.

Macb. Make all our trumpets speak
;
give them all

breath.
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death.

[Exeunt. .Alarums.

SCENE VU.—Anot/ier Pari o/t/te Plain.

Alarums. Enter Macbeth.

Macb. They have tied me to a stake ; I cannot fly.

But, bear-like, I must fight the course. What 's he
That was not born of woman? Such a one
Am I to fear, or none.

Enter Voung- Siward.

Vo. Siw. What is thy name?
Macb. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it

Yo. Siw. No ; though thou call'st thyself a hotter
n.ime.

Than any is in hell.

Macb. My name "s Macbeth.
y'o. Siiu. The devil himself could not pronounce a

title

More hateful to mine ear.

Macb. No, nor more fearful

Yo. Sin. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant; with my
sword

111 prove the lie thOu speak'st.

[They Jight. ami Young Siward is slain.

Macb. Thou wast horn of woman :

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn,

Brandishd by man that 's of a woman born. [Exit.
Alarums. Enter Macduff.

Macd. That way the noise is.—Tyrant, show thy
face ;

If thou best slain, and with no stroke of mine.
My wife and chiltlren's ghosts will haunt me still.

I cannot strike at wretched kernes, whose arms
Arc hir'd to bear their staves ; either thou, Macbeth,
Or else my sword, with an unliatter d edge,
I sheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst be :

By this great clatter, one ofgreatest note
Seems bruited :—let me find him, fortune I

And more I beg not. [Exit. Alarum.
Enter Malcolm atul Old Siw.ard.

Siw. This way, my lord:— The castle's gently
rendcr'd :

The tyrant's people on both sides do fight

;

The noble th.incs do bravely in the war;
The day almost itself professes yours.
And little is to do.
Mai. We liavc met with foes

That strike beside us.

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle.

\ Exeunt. Alarum.
Reenter Macbeth.

Macb. Why should I play the Roman fool, .ind die
On mine own sword 1 whiles I sec lives, the gashes
Do better upon iheni.

Re-enter Macduff
Macd. • Turn, hellhound, turn I

Macb. Of all men el.e I have avoided thee :

But get thee back ; my smuI is too much charg'd
With blood of thine alre.idy.

Macd. I have no words,—
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My voice is in my sword : thou bloodier villain

Than terms can give thee out 1 ( Thev ft^ht.
Macb. Thou losest labour

As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air

\\'ith tliy keen swonl impress, as make me bleed :

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ;

I be.ar a charmed lit'e, which must not yield
To one of woman born.
Macd. Despair thy charm ;

And let the angel whom thou still liast scrv'd
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb
Untimely ripp'd.
Macb. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so,

For it hath row'd my better part of man I

And be these juggling fiends no more believ'd.
That palter with us in a double sense
That keep the word of promise to our ear,
And break it to our hope.—111 not fight with thee.
Macd. Then yield thee, coward.

And live to be the show and gaze o* the time
;

We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are.
Painted upon a pole, and underwrit,
" Here tnayyou see the tyrant."
Macb. I will not yield.

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's feet,

And to be baited with the rabble's curse.
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane,
And thou oppos'd, being of no woman born.
Yet I will try the last : before my body
I throw my warlike shield : lay on, Macduff;
And damn'd be he that first cries, " Hold, enough !"

[Exeu nt,Jighti ng.

Retreat. Flourish. Re-enter, 7uith druj7i a?tdcolours,
Malcohn, Old Siward, Rosse, Thanes, and Soldiers.

Mai. I would the friends we miss were safe arriv'd.
Si'Jii. Some must go off: and yet, by these I see.

So great a day as this is cheaply bought.
Mai. Macduff is missing, and your noble son.
Rosse. Your son. my lord, has paid a soldier's debt

:

He only liv'd but till he was a man;
The which no sooner had his prowess confirm'd
In the unshrinking station where he fought.
But like a man he died.
Siw. Then he is dead ?

Rosse. Ay, and brought off the field : your cause of
sorrow

Must not be measur'd by his worth, for then
It hath no end.
Si7u. Had he his hurts before?
Rosse. Ay, on the front.
Siw. Why then, God's soldier be he

!

Had I as many sons as I have hairs,
I would not wish them to a fairer death :

And so, his knell is knoll'd.
Mai. He's worth more sorrow.

And that I'll spend for him.
.Si7o. He's worth no more :

They say he parted well, and paid his score :

And so, God be with him I—Here comes newer comfort.
Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth's head.

Macd. Hail, king 1 for so thou art; behold, where
stands

The usurper's cursed head : the time is free:
I see thee compass'd with Ihy kingdom's pearl.
That speak my salutation in their minds ;

Whose voices I desire aloud with mine,

—

Hail, king of Scotland 1

All. Hail, king of Scotland I

[Flourish.
Mai. We sh.ill not spend a large expense of time.

Before we reckon with your several loves.
And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen.
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland
In such an honour namVI. What's more to <lo,

U'liicli wduld be plantiid newly with the time.
As c.illing homo our exil'd friends abroad.
That fled the snares of watchful tyranny

;

Producing forth the cruel ministers
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen.
Who, ns 'tis thought, by self and violent hands
Took off her life ;—this, and what neeclfiil else
rhat c.ills unnn us. by the gr.ice t)f (;r.icc.
We will nerlorin in measure, time, and place

;

So. thanks, to all at once, and to each one.
Whom we invito to see us crowii'd at Si-oiio.

I
Flourish. Exeunt
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SCENE.—Elsinore.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Elsinore. A Platform beforethe Castle.

Francisco on his post. Enter to him Bernardo.

Ber. Who's there ?

Fran. Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold
Yourself.
Ber. Long live the king t

Fran. Bernardo ?

Ber. He.
Fran. 'You come most carefully upon your hour.
Ber. 'Tis now struck twelve

;
get thee to bed,

Francisco.
Fran. For this relief, much thanks : 'tis bitter cold.

And I am sick at heart.
Ber. Have you had quiet guard?
Fran. Not a mouse stirring.

Ber. Well, good night.
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.

Enter Horatio a7id Marcellus.
Fran. I think I hear them.—Stand 1 Who is there

;

Hor. Friends to this ground.
Mar. And liegemen to the Dane,
Fran. Give you good night.
Mar. O I farewell, honest soldier

Who hath reUeved you?
Frail. Bernardo has my place.

Give you good night. [Exit.
Mar.

'

Holla I Bernardo I

Ber. Say,
What, is Horatio there!
Hor. A piece of him.
Ber. Welcome. Horatio : welcome, good Marcellus.
Mar. What, has this thing appear'd again to-night i

Ber. I have seen nothing.
A/ar. Horatio says 'tis but our fantasy.

And will not let belief take hold of him.
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us :

Therefore I have entreated him along
With us to watch the minutes of this niglit

;

That, if again this apparition come.
He may approve our eyes, and speak to it.

Nor. Tush, tush, 'twill not appear.
Ber. Sit down awhile

;

And let us once again assail your cars,
That are so fortified against our story,
What we two nights have seen,

ffor. Well, sit we down,
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this.

Ber. Last night of all.

When yon sanie star, that's westward from the pole,
Had ma<le his course to illume that part of heaven
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself,
The bell then beating one,

—

[again 1

Mar. Peace! br^iak thee off; look, where it comes

Ejiter Ghost.
' Ber. In the same figure, like the king that's dead.
Mar. Thou art a scholar ; speak to it, Horatio.
Ber. Looks it not like the kmg? mark it, Hor.ntio.
Hor. Most like :—it harrows me with fear and
Ber. It would be spoke to. (wonder.
Mar.

,
Question it, Horatio.

Hor. What art thou, that usurp'st this time of night.
Together with that fair and warlike fonn.
In which the majesty of buried Denmark
Did sometimes march? by heaven, I charge thee.
Mar. It is offended. [speak 1

Ber. See, it stalks away.
Hor. Stay I speak, speak 1 I charge thee, speak I

\Exit Ghost,
Mar. 'Tis gone, and will not answer.
Ber. How now, Horatio I you tremble, and look

pale :

Is not this something more than fantasy ?

What think you on t?
Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe.

Without the sensible and true avouch
Of mine own eyes.
Mar. Is it not like the king ?

Hor. As thou art to thyself

:

Such v/as the very armour he had on,
AVhen he the ambitious Norway combated ;

So frown'd he once, when, in an angrj^ parle.
He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice.

'Tis strange I

Mar. Tlius, twice before, and just at this dead hour,
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch.
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know

But, in the gross and scope of my opinion, [not
This bodes some strange eruption to our state.

Mar. Good now, sit down, and tell me, he tha
knows,

Why this same strict and most obser\'ant watch
So nightly toils the subject of the land ;

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon.
And foreign mart for unplements of war;
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore tabk
Does not divide the Sunday from the week ;

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste
Doth make the night joint labourer with the day

:

^Vho is 't that can inform me?
Hor. That can I

;

.'Vt least, the whisper goes so. Our last king,
W'hose image even but now appear'd to us.

Was, as yoii know, by Fortinbras of Norway,
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride,
Dar'd to the combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet
(For so this side of our known world estceni'd him)
Did slay tliis Fortinbr.ls : who, by a seal'd compact,
Well ratified by law and her.tldry.

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lamls
Which he stooil sei^'d o.', to the conqueror
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Against the which, a moiety competent
\\^s jfaged by our kint; ; wnich had return'd

To the i'nlieritance of Fortinbras,
Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same co-mart.

And carriage of the article design'd.

His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortinbras,

Of unimproved metal hot an<l full.

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there,

Shark'd up a list of landless resolutes

I- or food and diet, to some enterprise

That hath a stomach in 't : which is no other
(As it doth well appear unto our state)

liut to recover of us, by strong hand
And terms compulsative, those 'foresaid lands
So by his father lost : and this, I take it,

Is the main motive of our preparations.
The source of this our watch, and the chief head
Of this post-haste and romage in the land.
Ber. I think it be no other, but even so :

Well may it sort, that this portentous ficfure

Comes armed through our watch ; so like the king
1 hat was, and is, the question of these wars.
Hor. A mote it is to trouble the mind's eye.

In the most high and palmy state of Rome,
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell.

The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets

:

As, stars with trams of fire, and dews of blood.
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star.

Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands.
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse

:

And even the like precurse of fierce events.
As harbingers preceding still the fates.

And prologue to the omen coming on.
Have heaven and earth together demonstrated
Unto our dimatures and countrjTnen.

—

Re-enter Ghost.
But, soft, behold ! lo, where it comes again 1

I'll cross it, though it blast me.—Stay, illusion 1

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice.
Speak to me :

If there be any good thing to be done,
That may to thee do ease, and grace to me.
Speak to me

:

If thou art privy to thy country's fate.

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid,
O, speak !

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth,
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death,

{Cock crows.
Speak of it ;—stay, and speak !—Stop it, Marcellus.
Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partisan ?

lior. Do, if it will not stand.
Eer. 'Tis here

!

Hor. Tis here I \_ExU Ghost.
Mar. 'Tis gone I

We do it wrong, being so majestical,
To offer it the show of violence ;

For it is, as the air, invulnerable,

And our vain blows malicious mockery.
Jier. It was about to speak, when the cock crew.
Hor. And then it started, like a guilty tiling

Upon a fearful summons. I have heard
The cock, that is the tnimpet to the morn.
Doth with his lofty and shrill-soundiug throat
Awake the god of day ; and at his warning,
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air,

Th' extravagant and erring spirit hies
'fo his confine ; and of tlie truth herein
This present object made probation.
Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock.

Some s.ay, that ever 'fjainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour s birth is celebrated.
This bird of dawning singeth all night long;
ftnd then, they say. no spirit can walk .ibroad :

The nights are wholesome; then no planets strike.

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm ;

So hallow'd and so gracious is the time.
Hor. So have I hoard, and do in part believe it.

But. look, the morn in russet mantle clad,
l\',ilks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill.

lireak we our watch Ufi ; and, by my .advice,
l.Lt us impart wh.atVc have seen to-night
1 'iito yr.ung Hamlet ; for. upon my life.

This spirit, dumb t^i us, will speak to him.
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it,

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty J

Mar. Let's do 't, I pray ; and I this morning hmuv
\\'here we shall find hnn most conveniently.

\Exeunt.

SCENE 11.—^ Room ofState in the Castle.

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes,
Voltimand, Cornelius, Lords, and Attendants.

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's

death
The memory be green ; and that It us befitted

To boar our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom
To be contracted in one brow of woe

;

^'et so far hath discretion fought with nature.
That we with wisest sorrow think on him,
Together with remembrance of ourselves.
Therefore, our sometime sister, now our queen
Tir imperial jointress of this warlike state.

Have we, as 'twere with a defeated joy,—
Witli one auspicious, and one dropping eye,
With mirth in funeral, and with dirge in marriage,
In equal scale weighing delight and dole,—
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd
Vour better wisdoms, which have freely gone
With this affair along :—for all, our thanks.
Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras,
Holding a weak supposal of our worth.
Or thinking, by our late dear brother's death.
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame,
Colleaguid with the dream of his advantage.
He hath not fail'd to pester us with message,
Importing the surrender of those lands
Lost by his father, with all bands of law.
To our most valiant brother.—So much for him.
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting :

Thus much the business is : we have here writ
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,
Who, impotent and bed-ricT, scarcely hears
Of this his nephew's purpose, to suppress
His further gait herein : in that the levies.

The lists, and full proportions, are all made
Out of his subject : and we here despatch
Vou, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand,
For bearers of this greeting to old Norway

;

Giving to you no further personal power
To business with the king, more than the scope
Of these dilated articles allow.

Farewell ; and let your haste commend your duty.
Cor., Vol. In that, and all things, will we show out

duty.
King, We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell.

{Exeunt Voltimand a7id Cornelius.
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you?
You told us of some suit ; what is 't, Laertes ?

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane,
And lose yourvoice : what wouldst thou beg, Laertes
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking?
The head is not more native to the heart.
The hand more instrumental to the mouth,
1 han is tiie throne of Denmark to thy father.
What wouldst thou have, Laertes?
Laer. My dread lord.

Your leave and favour to return to France ;

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark.
To show my duty in your coronation ;

Vet now, I must confess, that duty done.
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward I'rancc,
.\nd bow them to your graciousleave and pardon.
King. Have you your father's leave? What says

Polonius?
Pol. He hath, my lord, wrung from tx>5 my sloa

By laboursome petition ; and, at last, (leave,
IJpon his will I seat'd my hard consent:
I do beseech you, give him leave to go.
King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be thine,

.\iid thy best graces spend it at thy will I

Hut now, my cousin Hamlot, and mv son,— (kind.
Ham. {Aside.\ A little more than kin. and less than
King. How is it that the cloutls still li.ing on you ?

Hatn. Not so, my lord; I am too iniicli i' the sun.
Queen. Good Hamlet, cist Ihy niglited colour oil'.

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.
I 111 not, for ever, with thy vailed lids

Seek for thy noble father in the dust

:

Ihou know'st 'tis coininon, all that live must die.
I'.issing through nature to eternity.

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common.
oucen. I fit be,

Why items it so ijarticular with thecT



596 KAMLET, PRINCE OF DENMARK. Act I.

Ha7n. Seems, madam 1 Nay, it is ; I know not seems.
*Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother,
Nor customary suits of solemn black.

Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath,
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye,

Nor the dejected 'haviour of the visage,
Togetlier with all forms, modes, shows of grief,

That can denote me truly: these, indeed," seem,
For they are actions that a man might play

:

But I have that within which passeth show
;

These but the trappings and the suits of woe.
Kin^. 'Tis sweet and commendable in your nature-

Hamlet,
To give tliese mourning duties to your father

:

But, you nmst know, your father lost a father
;

That father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound.
In filial obligation, for some term
To do obsequious sorrow : but to persever
In obstinate condolement, is a course
Of impious stubbornness ; 'tis unmanly grief:
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven

;

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient

;

An understanding simple and unschool'd

;

For what we know must be, and is as common
As any the most vulgar thing to sense.
Why should we, in our peevish opposition,
Take it to heart? Fie ! 'tis a fault to heaven,
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature.
To reason most absurd ; whose common theme
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried,

From the first corse till he that died to-day,
" This ^mtSt be so." We pray you, throw to earth
This unprevailing woe ; and think of us
As of a father : for let the world take note.
You are the most immediate to our throne

;

And, with no less nobility of love
Than that which dearest father bears his son.
Do I impart toward you. For your intent
In going back to school in Wittenberg,
It is most retrograde to our desire :

And we beseech you, bend you to remain
Here, in the cheer and comfort of our eye.
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son.
Queen. Let not thv mother lose her prayers, Hamlet;

I pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg.
Ham. I shall in all my best obey you, madam.
Ki>tg: Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply :

Be as ourself in Denmark.-—Madam, come ;

This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof.
No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day,
But the great cannon to the clouds shall toll

;

And the" king's rouse the heaven shall bruit again.
Re-speaking eartlily tlmnder. Come away.

iExeunt all except Hamlet,
Ham. O, that this too too solid flesh would melt,

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew I

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd

His canon *gainst self-slaughter 1 O God ! O God I

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable
Seems to uie all the uses of this world

!

Fie on 't ] O fie I 'tis an unweeded garden.
That grows to seed ; things rank and gross in na-

ture
Possess it merely. That it should come to this

!

But two months dead I—nay, not so much, not two

:

So excellent a king ; that was, to this.

Hyperion to a satyr : so loving to my mother.
That he might not beteem the winds of he.'wen
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and eartli I

Must 1 remember? wliy, she would hang on him.
As if increase of appetite had gro^vn
By what it fed on : and yet. within a month,

—

Let me not think on 't,—Frailty, thy name is woman ]
-

A little month, or ere those shoes were old,
With which she foUow'd my poor father's body,
I^ike Niobe, all tears ;—why she, even she,

—

t) God 1 a beast, that wants discourse of reason,
Would have mourn'd longer,—married with mine

uncle.
My father's brother I but no more like my father.
Than I to Hercules : within a month

;

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes,
She married :—O, most wicked speed, to post
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets I

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good :

But break, my heart, for I must hold my tongue I

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo.
Hor. Hail to your lordship I

Ham. I am glad to see you well

:

Horatio.—or I do forget myself.
"

[ever.
Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant
Ham.. Sir, my good friend ; I'll change that name

with you :

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ?—
Marcellus?
Mar. My good lord,

—

Ha)n. I am very glad to see you. Good even, sir.

—

But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg?
Hor. A truant disposition, good my lord.
Ham. I would not hear3'0ur enemy say so*

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence.
To make it truster of your own report
Against yourself: I know you are no truant.
But what is your affair in Eisinore?
We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart.
Hor. My lord, I came to see your father's funeral
Ha?n. I pray thee, do not mock me. fellow-student

;

I think it was to see n\y mother's wedding.
Hor. Indeed, mv lord, it follow'd hard upon.
Hafn. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral bak'd

meats
[''id coldly furnish forth the marriage tables.
^N'ould I had met my dearest foe in heaven
Ere I had ever seen that day, Horatio 1—
My father,—methinks I see my father.
Hor. O, where, my lord ?

Hain. In my mind's eye, Horatio.
Hor. I saw him once ; he was a goodly king.
Hayn. He was a man, take him for all in alu

I shall not look upon his like again.
Hor. My lord. 1 think I saw him yesternight.
Hatn. Saw who?
Hor. My lord, the king your father.
Ham. The kin^, my father!
Hor. Season your admiration for a while

With an attent tear ; till I may deliver.
Upon the witness of these gentlemen.
This marvel to you.
Ham. For God's love, let me hear.
Hor. Two nights together, had these gentlemen,

Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch.
In the dead vast and middle of the night.
Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your father,
Arm'd at all points exactly, cap-<Vpe,
Appears before them, and with solemn march
Goes slow and stately by them ; thrice he walk'd
By their oppress'd and fear-surprised eyes.
Within his truncheon's length ; whilst they, distill'd

Almost to jelly with the act of fear.

Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me
In dreadful secrecy impart they did

;

And I with them the third night kept the watch :

Where, as they had deliver'd. both in time.
Form of the thing, each word made true and good.
The apparition comes : I knew your father

;

These hands are not more like.

Ham. But where was this?
Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we watch'd.
Ham. Did you not speak to it ?

Hor. My lord, I did;
But answer made it none ; yet once, methought,
It lifted up its head, and did address
Itself to motion, hke as it would speak :

But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ;

An(l at the sound it shrunk in haste away.
And vanish'd from our sight.

Ham. *Tis very strange.
Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, 'tis true

;

And we did think it writ down in our duty
To let you know of it.

Ham. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me.
Hold you the watch to-night?
Mar., Ber. We do, my lord.
Ham. Arra*d, say you?
Mar., Ber. Arm'd, my lord.
Ham. From top to toe ?

Mar., Ber. My lord, from head to foot.

Hayn. Then, saw you not his face?
Hor. O yes, my lord : he wore his Ijeavcr up.
Hayn. What, look'd he frowningly?
Hor. A countenance more

In sorrow than in anger.
Ham. Pale, or red?
Hor. Nay, very pale.
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{^'"""nr ^ . ,
•'^"'"'''''l his eyes upon you

!

I'or. Most constantly. ^ "

^^^'t, 1^ .
^ ''O"''' I •'ad been there

!

Nor. It would !iave much amaz'd you.

Very like. Stay'd it long?
Very like,

Hor. While one with moderate haste might tell a
hundred.

Afar., Her. Lon^^er, longjer.
Hor. Not when I saw it.

^'""i. T u "'= 'bt3.xA was grizzled,—no ?Hor It was. as I have seen it in his life,A sable silver d.
Hxm. I wiU watch to-night

;

Perchance twill walk again.
^'"-

,^ .
I warrant it wiU.

T-ii
""•, " '' ^sume my noble father's person.

I U speak to It, though hell itself should gape.And bid me ho d my peace. I pray yoiraU.
If you have hitherto conceal'd this siu-ht
Let It be tenable in your silence still
And whatsoever else shall hap tonight,
Give It an understanding, but no tongue •

I will requite your loves. So. fare you well •

Upon the platform, twixt eleven and twelve
I U visit you.

'iJ'' ^ O'"' <'J'V to your honour.
/Jam. Your lovs. as mine to you : farewell.

,,„f^. . .. !£><•'"'' Hor., Mar., a«rfBerMy father s spirit ni arms I all is not well
I doubt some foul play : would the night were cornelTM then sit still, my 5oul : foul deeds will rise.Though all the earth overwhelm them, to men's eyes

[£«/.
SCENE III.—^ Roojn in Polonius" Hoitsi:.

Enter Laertes rt«rf Ophelia.
J-ntr. My necessaries are embark-d : farewell!

And, sister, as the winds give benefit
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep!
isut let me hear from you.

°l^!.':^ c- i-r . .
Do you doubt that?

HnflT ^f"'
"«™'e^,a"d the trifling of his favourHold It a fashion, and a toy in blood

;A violet in the youth of primy nature,
t-orward. not permanent, sweet, not lastinor,
1 he perfume and suppliance of a minute XNo more.
Oph. Nomorebutso?
Laer. Think it no more

:

1-or nature, crescent, does not grow alone
in thews and bulk. but. as this temple waxes,
1 he inw.ird service of the mind and soul
Ormvs wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now :And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch
i he virtue of his will : but you must fear.
His greatness weighd. his will is not his own

;

i-or he himself is subject to his birth:
He may not, as iinvalud persons do.
Carve for himself; for on his choice dependsThe safety and the health of the whole state :And therefore must his choice be circumscrib'd
Unto the voice and yielding of th.at body.
Whereof he is the head : then, if he says he loves you.
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it
As he in his particular .ict and place

'

May give his saying deed ; which is no furtherThan the main voice of Denmark goes withalThen weigh what loss your honour may sustain.
If with too credent ear you list his songs •

Or lose your heart ; or yr,i,r chaste treasure open
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To his tininaster'd importunity.
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister :And keep you in the rear of your afl^ection.
Out of the shot and danger of desire.
The chariest maid is prodigal enough.
If she unm.ask her beauty to th.; moon :

Virtue herself 'scapes not calumnious strokes-The canker galls the infants of the spring
Too oft before their buttons be disclos'dAnd in the mom and li>|iii<l dew of youth
Contagious blastmcnts are most imminent.
Be wary, then ; bcst^safcty lies in fear •

Oph I sh.all th elfc-ct of this good lesson keep,
*s watchman to my hc.rt. But, good my brother.Do not, as some ungracious pastors do,bhow me the steep and thorny way to heaven-

Whilst like a puira and reckless libertine.
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treadsAnd recks not his own rede.

r cff""; I u "• '«'"' '"e not.
1 stay too long .-—but here my father comes.
, j ^, ^, .

Enter Polonius.
A double blessing is a double grace -

Occasion smiles upon a second leave

T^'^''
-^5' '""^- ^^"''^^ ' aboard, aboard, for shame 1The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail

^""""^ »

And you are stay'd for. There,-niy blessing with

A nH ,\,lTr
y-'^y'^

>'i^
hand on Laertes' head.And these few precepts m thy meiuorv

Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no ton.'ue,Nor any unproportion d thought his act.Be thou familiar, but by no iiieans vulgar.
1 he friends thou hast, and their adoption tried
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel •

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment
'

Of each new-hatch'd, unfledg'd comrade. BewareOfentrance to a ^juarrel ; but, being in.
Bear 't, that th' opposed may beware of thee
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice:

r^ ,? ^1 i""^'"
^ «:<=',•*"''' ''"' reserve thy judgment.Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy.

But not express'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy •

i-or the apparel oft jiroclaims the man ;And they in France, of the best rank and station.Are most select and generous, chief in that.
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be -

For loan oft loses both itself and friend :And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.
1 his above all.—to thine ownself he trueAnd It must follow, as the night the day
Thou canst not then be false to any man.
Farewell

: my blessing season this in thee !
i-^'r. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord
/"/. The time invites you : go. your servants tend,

,„u ';',_^'"''=^^^"' Ophelia; and remember wellWhat I have said to you.

A ''f'''' ,r ,_ „
'^'^ '" ""y memory lock'd.And you yourself shall keep the key of it.

Laer. I-arewell. lE'cit
j"^/. What is 't. Ophelia, he hath said to you? ' '

Vph. So please you, something touching the lord
Hamlet.

Pol. Marry, well bethought

:

-"is told ine, he hath very oft of late
Given private time to you ; and you yourself
H.ave of your audience been most free and bounteous -

I fit be so. (as so 'tis put on me.
And that in way of caution. I I must tell you.
You do not understand yourself so clearly,
As It behoves my daughter, and your honour.

i""/ ".'"•'V''^"
yo" ' K'^<= '"e up the truth.

r.cT i?*^
•'"''• '"y ''"''• "f ''^te made many tenders

Ol his affection to me.
,/"'; Affection ! pooh ! you speak like a green giil,
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance.
Do you l-elieve his tenders, a; you call them ?

Opli. I do not know, my lord, what [ should think.
lot M.arry. 1 11 teach you : think yourself a baby :

I hat you h.ave ta en these tenders for true pav.
Which are not sterhng. Tender yourself morj dearly •

Or,—not to crack the wind of the poor phrase.
Wronging it thus,—you II tender nie a fool.
Oph. My lord, he hath importun'd nie with love

In honourable fashion.

^'Ii ^/' (^J**'"" y?" '"'>y ':•'»" 't
: ero to, go to.

" 'b given countenance to liis speech.Oph.
...y lord.

With almost all the holy vows of heaven.
Pol. Ay. springes to catch woodcocks. I do knowWhen the blood burns, how prodigal the soul

Lends the tongue vows : these blazes, daughter.
Givini^ more light than heat,—extinct in both,
Lven in their promise, as it is a making,—
You must not take for fire From this time
Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence

;

Set your enireatments at a higher rate,
T han a commanrl to parley. For lord Hamlet.
Believe so much in him, that he is young

;

And with a larger tether may he w:ilk,
1 han may be given you : in few, Ophelia,
Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokers,—
Not of that dye which their investments show.
But mere implorators of unholy suits.
Breathing like sanctified aud pious bonds.
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The better to beg-iiile. This Is for all,—

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth,

Have you so slander any moment's leisure.

As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet.
Uook to t, I charge you : come your ways.
O^h. I shall obey, my lord. \Excunt.

SCENE IV.— The Platform.

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus.

Hain. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold.
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air.

Ham. What hour now t

Hor. I think it lacks of twelve.
Mar. No, it is struck. [the season,
'Hor. Indeed ? X heard it not : then it draws near

Wherein the spirit held his wont to w;ilk.

\A Jioitrish oftrumpets, and ordnance skot
off, tuithin.

What does this mean, my lord ? [rouse,
Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes his

Keeps wassail, and the swaggering up-spring reels
;

And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down.
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out
The triumph of his pledge.
Hor. Is it a custom ?

Ham. Ay, marr3^ is 't

:

But to my mind,—though I am native here,
And to the manner born,—it is a custom
•jXore honour'd in the breach than the observance.
T.*iis heavy-headed revel, east and west,
Makes us traduc'd and tax'd of other nations :

They clepe us drunkards, and with swinish phrase
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes
From our achievements, though perform'd at height.
The pith and marrow of our attribute.
So, oft it chances in particular men.
That, for some vicious mole of nature in them,
As, in their birth, (wlierein they are not guilty.
Since nature cannot choose his origin,)
By the o'ergrowth of some complexion,
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason;
Or by some habit, that too much o'er-leavens
The form of plausive manners ;—that these men,

—

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect.
Being nature's livery, or fortune's star,

—

Their virtues else (be they as pure as grace.
As infinite as man may undergo,)
Shall in the general censure take corruption
From that particular fault : the dram of base
Doth all the noble substance often dout,
To his own scandal.

Enter Ghost.
Hor. Look, my lord ! it comes.
Ham. Angels and ministers of grace, defend us I

Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn'd.
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell.

Be thy intents wicked, or charitable.
Thou com'st in such a questionable shape.
That I will speak to thee : I'll call thee, Hamlet,
King, Father, Royal Dane : O, answer me I

Let me not burst m ignorance ; but tell

Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearsed in death.
Have burst their cerements ; why the sepulchre,
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn'd.
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws,
To cast thee up again I What may this mean.
That thou, dead corse, again, in complete steel,

Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon.
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature,
So horridly to shake our disposition.
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls?
Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we dn?

[ The Ghost beckons Hamlet.
Hor. It beckons you to go away with it,

As if it some impartment did desire

To you alone.
Mar. Look, with what courteous action

It waves you to more removed ground :

But do not go with it

Hor. No, by no means.
Ham. It will not speak ; then, will I follow it.

Jlor. Do not, my lord.

Ham. Why, what should be the fear?

I do not set my life at a pin's fee ;

And, for my soul, what can it do to that.

Being a thing immortal as itself

h leaves me forth again :—I'll follow it.

Act I.

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the flood, my
lord.

Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff,

That beetles o'er his base into the sea.
And there assume some other horrible form.
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason,
And draw you into madness? think of it

:

The very place puts toys of desperation.
Without more motive, mto every brain
That looks so many fathoms to the sea.

And hears it roar beneath.
Ham. It waves me still.—Go on ; I'll follow thee.
Mar. You shall nof go, my lord. ,

Ham. Hold off your hands.
Her. Be rul'd ; you shall not go.
Ham. My fate cries out.

And makes each petty artery in this body
As hardy as the Ndmean lion's nerve.

[Ghost beckons.
Still am I call'd :—unhand me, gentlemen ;

—

[Breakingfrom tJietn,

By heaven, I'll make a ghost of him that lets me :—
I say, away !—Go on ; 111 follow thee.

\F.xeunt Ghost and Hamlet.
Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination.
Mar. Let's follow; 'tis not fit thus to obey him.
Hor. Have after.—To what issue will this come?
Mar. Something is rotten in the state of Denmark.
Hor. Heaven will direct it.

Mar. Nay, let's follow him.
\Exeu7it.

SCENE v.—A more re^note Part ofthe Platform.

Enter Ghost ««</ Hamlet.

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? speak ; I'll go
no further.

Ghost. Mark me.
Ham. I wiU.
Ghost. My hour is almost come

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames
Must render up myself.
Ham. Alas, DOor ghost !

Ghost. Pity me not ; but lend thy serious hearing
To what I shall unfold.
Ham. Speak ; I am bound to hear.
Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shall hear.
Ham. What?
Ghost. I am thj' father's spirit

,

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night,

And, for the day, confin'd to fast in fires.

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature.

Are burnt and purg'd away. But that I am forbid

To tell the secrets of my prison-house,
I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word
Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood

;

Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres

;

Thy knotted and combinfed locks to part.

And each particular hair to stand on end.
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine

:

But this eternal blazon must not be
To ears of flesh and blood.— List, list, list I

If thou didst ever thy dear father love,

—

Ham. OGodI
Ghost. Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder
Ham. Murder?
Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is

;

But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. [swift

Ham. Haste me to know it, that I, with wings as

As meditation, or the thoughts of love,

May sweep to my revenge.
Ghost. I find thee apt

;

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear

;

'Tis given out, that, sleeping in mine orchard,
A serpent stung me : so the whole ear of Denmark
Is b}^ a forged process of my death
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth,
The serpent that did sting thy father's life

Now wears his crown.
Ham. O my prophetic soul ! my uncle I

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast,

With withcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,

(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power
So to seduce !) won to his shameful lust

The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen

:

O Hamlet, what a fallingotT was there 1

From me. whose love was of that dignity.
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Before you visit him, to make en^iuiry
Of hib behaviour.
Key. My lord, I did intend it.

Po^. Marry, well said : very well said. Look you, sir.

Enquire nie first what Danskers are in Paris ;

And how, and who, what means, and where they keep,
What company, at what expense , and finding,

By this encompassment and drift of question,
Tliat they do know my son, come you more nearer
Than your particular demands will touch it

;

Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledjje of him
As thus, *" I M7i07v kis/atlier, and liis friouis^
And. ill part, him ;"—do you mark this, Reynaldo ?

Jiey. Ay, very well, my lord.
Poi. *^ And i}i part, hi>n ; but" you may say, *' >;o

But i/'t be tie 1 mean, he's very -wild ; \itjeU
,

Addicted so and so ;"—and there put on him
What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that

;

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips,

As are companions noted and most known
To youth and liberty.
^ey. As gaming, my lord?
Pot. Ay, or drinkin.E^. fencinij, swearing, quarrellin.u;,

I)rabbintr :—you may go so far.
Jiey. My lord, that would dishonour him.
Pot. 'Faith, no ; as you may season it in the ch.irLTC.

You must not put another scandal on him,
That he is open to incontinency

;

[qnair.tiy.

That s not my meaning : but breathe his faults so
That they may seem the taints of liberty

;

Tile flasli and out-break of a fiery mind

;

A sava.geness in unreclaimed blood.
Of general assault.

Jiey. But, my good lord,—
Pot. Wherefore should you do this !

Jiey. Ay, my lord,
I would know that.

Po/.
_

Marry, sir, here's my drift

;

And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant

:

Yon laying these slight sullies on my son.
As 'twere a thin.g a little soil'd i' the working,
Mark you.
Your party in converse, him you would sound.
Having ever sjcn in the prenominate crimes
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assur'd,
He closes with you in this consequence ;

•' Good sir," or so : or "/rieud," or '' irentteinaii^—
According to the phrase, or the addition.
Of man, and country.
Rey. Very good, my lord.
Pot. And then, sir, does he this,—he does

—

What was I aliout to say ?

1 was about to say something :—where did I leave !

Rey. At " closes in the consequence."
At '• friend or so," and " gentleman.'
Pot At, " closes in the consequence,"—ay. marry:

He closes with you thus :

—

' I /.-now the gentleman :

J saw him yesterday, or f other day. \say.
Or then, or the)i ; loith such, or such ; and, as you
There luas he ^a>niji_<^ : there o'ertook in 's rouse ;
7Jiercfalliu^ out at teunis ;" or perchance,
*' / saw him cotter such a house of sate,"—
Videlicet, a brothel,—or so-forth.

—

See you noiv

:

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth :

Aiid thus do we of wisdom and of reach.
With windlasses, and with assays of bias,
By indirections find directions out

:

So, by my former lecture and advice,
Shall you my son. Vou have me, have you not ?

Rey. My lord, I have.
Pol. God be wi' you ; fare you well.
Rey. Good my lord !

Pol. Observe his inclination in yourself
Rey. I shall, my lord.
Pol. And let him ply his music.
Rey. Well, my lord.
Pol. Farewell

!

\Kxit Reynaldo.
Kilter Ophelia.

How now, Ophelia 1 what's the matter ?

Oph. Alas, my lord, I have been so atTrighted 1

Pot. With wh.it, in the name of God ?

Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my chamber.
Lord Hamlet.—with his doublet all unbrac'd ;

No hat upon his head ; his stocltings foul'd,
Ung.nrter'd. .and down-gyved to his ancle ;

Pale as his shirt ; his kiiees knocking each other

;

And with 5 look so piteous in purport,
As if he had been loosed out of hell

fo speak of horrors.—he comes before mc.
Pol. Mad for thy love?
Oph. My lord, I do not Icnow

;

But, truly, I do fear it.

Pot. What said he 1

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me hard

;

riien .goes he to the length of all his .irm ;

And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow,
le falls to such perusal of my face,
-Vs he would draw it. Long stay'd he so ;

Vt last,—a little shakin.g of mine arm.
Vnd thrice his head thus waving up and (lown,

—

le rais'd a si.gh so piteous and profound,
That it did seem to shatter all his bulk,
Vnd end his being : that done, he lets me go :

Vnd. with his head over his shoulder turn'd,
lie seem'd to find his way without his eyes;
'•or out o' doors he went without their help,
-Vnd, to the last, bended their light on me.
Pol. Come, go with me : I will go seek the king.

This is the very ecstasy of love

;

VV'hose violent property fordoes itself.

And leads the will to desperate undertakings,
As oft as any passion under heaven.
Tliat does afflict our natures. I am sorry.

—

What, have you given him any hard words of late?
Oph. No. my good lord ; but. as you did command,

I did repel his letters, and denied
His access to me.
Pol. That hath made liim mad.

I am sorry that with better heed and judgment
I had not quoted him : I fear'd he did but trifle.

And meant to wreck thee ; but, beshrew my jealousy !

It seems, it is as proper to our age
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions.

As it is common for the younger sort

To lack discretion. Come, ,go we to the king :

This must be known ; which, being kept close, might
move

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love.
{lixcunt.

SCENE 11.—^ Room in the Castle.

Enter Kuig, Queen, Rosencrantz, Guildensteni, and~
Attendants.

King. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guildcii-

stern !

Moreover that we much did long to see you.
The need we have to use you, did provoke
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard
(.)f Hamlet's transformation ; so I call it,

•Since nor the exterior nor the inward man
Resembles that it was. What it should be.
.More than his father's de.ath, that thus hath put him
So much from the understanding of himself,

I cannot dream of : 1 entreat you both.
That, being of so young days brou,glit up with him,
And, sirtce .so neighbour'd to his youth and humour.
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court
.Some little time : .so by your conip.inies

To draw hiin on to pleasures, and to g.ither,

So much as from occasion you may glean.

Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus,

I'h.at, open'd, lies within our remedy.
Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much tnlk'd of you;

And, sure I ain, two men there are not living.

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you
To show us so much gentry and good will

As to expend your time with us a while.

For the supply and profit of our ho[)e.

Your visitation shall receive such thanks
As fits a king's remembrance.
Ros. Both your m,ijestie:

Might, by the sovereign power you liave of us,

Put your dread pleasures more into command
riian to entreaty.
Guil. But we both obey.

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent,
To lay otir service freely at your feet,

And he commanded.
King. Thanks, Rosencrantz and gentle Guilden-

stern.
Queen. Thanks, GuiMenstern and gentle Rosen-

And I beseech you instantly to visit (crantz.

My too much-changed son ; go, some of you.
And bring these gentleman where Hamlet is.

i
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Gicil. Heavens make ou presence, and our prac-
Pleasant and helpful to him 1 [tices,

Queen. Ay, amen

!

[£xeii!i/ Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and
sof/w Attendants.

Enter Polonius.
Pol. The ambassadors from Norway, my good lord.

{irc joyfully return d. [news
.Km^. Thou still hast been the father of pood
Pol. Have I, my lord f Absure you, my good liege,

I hold mj' duty, as I hold my soul,

Both to my God, and to my gracious king :

And I do think (or else this brain of mine
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure
As it hath us'd to do) that I have found
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy.
Kin^. O, speak of that ; that do I long to hear,
Pol. Give first admittance to the ambassadors

;

My news shall be the fruit to that great feast.

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them
in. yExit Polonius.

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found
The head and source of all your son's distemper.
Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main.

His father's death, and our o'erhasty marriage.
King. Well, we shall sift him.
Re-enter Polonius, luith Voltimand ««rf Cornelius.

Welcome, my good friends 1

Say. Voltimand, what from our brother Norway?
Volt. Most fair return of greetings, and desires :

Upon our first, he sent out to suppress
His nephew's levies: which to hmi appear'd
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack

;

But, better look'd into, he truly found
It was against your highness : whereat griev'd,—
That so his sickness, age, and impotence.
Was falsely borne in hand,—sends out arrests
On Fortinbras : which he, in brief, obeys ;

Receives rebuke from Norway ; and, in fine,

Makes vow before his uncle, never more
To give th" assay of arms against your majesty.
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy,
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee

;

And his commLssion to employ those soldiers.
So levied as before, against the Polack :

With an entreaty, herem further shown,
\C,i-j!ng a fafcr.

That it might please you to give quiet pass
Through your dominions for this enterprise.
On such regards of safety and allowance.
As therein are set down.
King. It likes us well

;

And, at our more consider'd time, we'll read,
Answer, and think upon this business.
Meantime, we thank you for your well-took labour

:

Go to your rest ; at night we'll feast together :

Most welcome home.
[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius.

Pol. This business is well ended.
My liege, and madam, to expostulate
What majesty should be. what duty is.

Why day is day, night night, and time is time.
Were nothing but to w,aste night, day, and time.
Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit.
And tediousncss the limbs and outward flourishes,
I will be brief:—your noble son is mad :

Mad call I it ; for. to define true madness.
What is 't. but to be nothing else but mad?
But let tli.1t go.
Queen. More matter, with less art.
Pol. Madam, I swear 1 use no art at all.

Th:it he is mad, 'tis true : 'tis true 'tis pity

;

And pity 'tis 'tis true : a foolish figure ;

But farewell it, for 1 will use no art.
Mad let us grant him, then : and now remains,
That we find out the cause of this effect,

—

Or rather 5.ay, the cause of this defect.
For this effect defective comes by cause

:

Thus it remains, and have the remainder thus.
Perpend.
I have a daughter, have while she is mine.
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark,
H.ath given me this : now. g.ithcr, and surmise.
lRen/ts.\ " To tlie celertial, and my soul's idol, the

inoit heaulifled Ophelia."—
That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase, *• beautified " is a
vile phrase : bu: you shall hear. Thus

:

\,Reads,\ "In her excellent white boson, lluse." &c.—

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her !

Pol. Good inad.im, stay awhile ; I will be faithful.

{Reads. \ " Doubt thou t/te stars arejire

;

Doubt tliat th^ su 't i 'ot/i y)iove ;
Doubt truth looea -i r

;

But never duubf i jne.

^' O dear Ophelia, I atn ii at tliese Hutnbers : I
iiave not art to reckon tny groans : but that I love
ifiee best, O most best, believe it. Adieu.

" Thine evermore, niost dear lady, whilst this
machine is to hifn, HAMLET."

This ill obedience, hath my daughter shown me :

And more above, hath his solicitings.

As they fell out by time, by means and place.
All j^iven to mine ear.

Aing. But how hath she
Received his lovet
Pol. \\'hat do you think of me 7

King. As of a man faithful and honourable.
Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might you

think,
^Vhen I had seen this hot love on the wing,
(As I perceived it, I must tell you that.

Before my daughter told me,) what might you.
Or my dear majesty, your queen here, think.
If I had play'd the desk, or table-book ;

Or gi\-en my heart a winking, mute and dumb ,*

Or look'd upon this love with idle sight ;

—

What might you think 1 no, I went round to work,
And my young mistress thus I did besiieak :

" Lord Hajnlet is a prince, out o/thy sphere :

This tnust not be :" and then I precepts gave her
That she should lock herself from his resort,

.\dinit no messengers, receive no tokens.
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice

;

And he, repulsed, (a short tale to make,)
Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast

;

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness

;

Thence to a lightness ; and by this declension
Into the madness wherein now he raves.
And all we wail for.

Kiiig. Do you think 'tis this !

Queen. It may be, very likely.

Pol. Hath there been such a time. (I'd fain knoi\
That I have positively said, "'Tisso," [thai.
When it prov'd otherwise?
King. Not that I know.
Pol Take this from this, if this be otherwise :

[Poinfin.g to his head and shoulder.
If circumstances lead me, I will find
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeC
Within the centre.
King. How may we try it further?
Pol. You know, sometimes he walks for hours to-

Here in the lobby. [gether.
Queen. So he does, indeed.
Pol At such a time 111 loose my daughter to him :

Be you and 1 behind an .irras then :

Mark the encounter : if he love her not.
And be not from his reason fallen thereon.
Let me be no assistant for a state,

But keep a farm, and carters.
King. We will try it.

Enter Hamlet, reading.
Queen. But look, where sadly the poor wretch

comes reading.
Pol. Away. I do beseech you, both aw,ay :

I'll board hiin presently :—O. give nic leave.

—

[Exeunt King, 'yucen, and Attendants.
How does my good lord Hamlet?
Haul. Well, Gotl a-mcrcy.
Pol. Do you know nie, my lord?
Ham. Fxcelleiit well , you are a fishmonger.
Pol. Not 1, my lord.

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man.
Pol. Honest, my lord I

Ham. Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world goes, is

to be one ni,in pickeil out of ten thousand.
Pol. That's very true, my lonl.
Ham. For if the sun breed m.iggots in a dead dog.

being a good kissing carrion,—Have you a daughter?
Pol, I have, my lord.
Ham. Let her not walk i' the sun : conception is a

blessing ; but not as your daughter may conceive :

—

Iric-nd, look to "t.

Pol. How say you by that?—[Wj;'^^. I Still harping
•in my daughter :—yet he knew me not at first ; he
said 1 was a fishmonger: he is far gone, far gooe;
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and truly in my youth I suffered much extremity for

love : very near this. I'll speak to liim again.—What
do you read, my lord?
Haiti. Words, ivoids, words.
Pol. "What is the m:\tter, my lord?
Ham. Between whom?
Pol. I mean, the matter that you read, my lord.

Ha)n. Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue says
here, that old men have grey beards ; that their faces

are wrinkled ; their eyes purijing thick amber and
plum-tree gum ; and that they nave a plentiful lack ot

wit, together with most weak hams : all which, sir,

ihough I most powerfully and potently believe, yet I

hold it not honesty to have it thus set down; for you
yourself, sir, should be old as I am, if, like a crab,
you could go backward.

Pol. [Asuie.] Though this be m^.dness, yet there
is method in't,—AVill you walk out of the air, my lord*/

Ham. Into my grave?
Pol. Indeed, that is out o' the air.

—

\_Aside.'\ How
pres^Tiant sometimes his replies are I a happiness that
often madness hits on, which reason and sanity could
not so prosperously be delivered of. I will leave him,
and suddenly contrive the means of meeting between
him and my daughter.—My honourable lord, I will

most humbly take my leave of you.
Ha?n. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing that

I will more willingly part withal ; except my life, ex-
cept my life, except my hfe.

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. [Goi'n^.
Ham. These tedious old fools I

Enter Rosencrantz a7id Guildenstern.
Pol. You go to seek the lord Hamlet ; there he is.

Ros. \To Polonius.] God save' you, sir I

\_Exit Polonius.
Guil. Mine honour'd lord I

Ros. My most dear lord !

Ham, My excellent good friends 1 How dost thou,
Guildenstern ? Ah, Rosencrantz I Good lads, how
do ye both?
Ros. As the indilTerent children of the earth.
Guil. Happy, in that we are not overhappy ;

On fortune's cap we are not the very button.
Ham, Nor tlie soles of her shoe?
Ros. Neither, my lord.

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the
middle of her favours?

Guil. 'Faith, her privates we.
Ham. In the secret parts of fortune? O, most

true ; she is a strumpet. What news ?

Ros. None, my lord, but that the world's grown
honest.
Ha7H, Then is dooms-day near: but your news is

not true. Let me question more in particular: what
have you, my good friends, deserved at the hands of
fortune, that she sends you to prison hither?

Giiil. Prison, my lord?
Ham. Denmark's a prison.
Ros. Then is the world one.
Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are many con'

fines, wards, and dungeons, Denmark being one of
the worst.
Ros, We think not so, my lord.

Ham. Why, then, 'tis none to you ; for there is

nothint: either .good or bad, but thinking makes it so :

to me It is a prison.
Ros. Why, then, your ambition makes it one; 'tis

too narrow for your mind.
Hatn. O God ! I could be bounded in a nut-shell,

and count myself a king of infinite space, wore it not
that I have bad dreams.

Guil. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for the
very substance of the ambitious is merely the shadow
of a dream.
Hatn. A dream itself is but a shadow.
Ros. Truly, and T hold ambition of so airy and light

a quality, that it is but a shadow's shadow,
Ham. Then are our beggars bodies, and our mon-

archs and outstretched heroes the beggars' shadows.
Shall we to the court? for, by my fay, 1 cannot reason.

Ros., Guil. We'll wait upon you.
Ham. ^o such matter: I will not sort you with the

rest of my servants : for, to speak to you like an
honest man, I am most dreadfully attended. But,
in the beaten way of friendship, what make you at
Elsinorc?
Ros. To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion.
Ham Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks;

Act z.

but I thank you : and sure, dear friends, my thanks
arc too dear, a halfpenny. Were you not sent for?
Is it your own inclining? Is it a free visitation ? Come,
deal justly with me : come, come ; nay, speak.

Gitil. What shoidd we say, my lord ?

Ham. Why anything,—but to the purpose. You
were sent fur ; and tlicre is a kind of confession in

your looks, which your modesties have not craft
enough to colour: 1 know the good king and queen
have sent for you.
Ros. To what end, my lord ?

Ham. That you must teach mc. But let me con-
jure you, by the rights of our fellowship, by tlie con-
sonancy of our youth, by the obligation of our ever-
preserved love, and by what more dear a better pro-
poser could charge you withal, be even and direct
with me, whether you were sent for. or no I

Ros. \_A side to 0\\\\.'\ What say you?
Ham. \_Asidc.\ Nay, then, I have an eye of you.—If

you love me. hold not otf.

Guil. My lord, we were sent for.

Ham. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipation
prevent your discovery, and your secresy to the king
and queen moult no feather. I have of late {biit

wherefore I know not) lost all ray mirtli, foregone all

custom of exercises; and, indeed, it goes so heavily
with my disposition, that this goodly frame, the earth',

seems to me a sterile promontory ; this most excellent
canopy, the air, look you,—this brave o'erhanging
firmament, this majestical roof fretted with golden
fire,—why, it appears no other thing to me but a foul
and pestilent congregation of vapours. What a piece
of work is a man ! How noble in reason 1 how infinite

in faculty I in form, in moving, how express and
admirable I in action, how like an angel 1 in appre-
hension, howlike a god ! the beauty of the world I the
paragon of animals 1 And yet, to me, what is tliis

quintessence of dust ? man jdelights not me ; no, nor
woman neither, though, by your smiling, you seem to
say so.

Ros. My lord, there was no such stuff inmy thoughts.
Ham. Why did you laugh, then, when 1 said, "man

delights not me?
Ros. To think, my lord, if you delight not in man,

what Lenten entertainment the players shall receive
from you : we coted them on the way ; and hither are
they coming, to offer you service.

Ham. He that plays the king, shall be welcome,

—

his majesty shall have tribute of me ; the adventurous
knight shall use his foil and target ; the lover sliall not
sigh gratis; the humorous man shall end "his part in

peace ; the clown shall make those laugh, whose lungs
are tickled o' the sere; and the lady shall say hc-r

mind freely, or the blank verse shall halt for 't.—What
players are they ?

Ros. Even those you were wont to take delight in,

the tragedians of the city.

Ham. How chances it they travel? their residence,
both in reputation and profit, was better both ways.

Ros. I tnink, their inhibition comes by the means of
the late innovation.
Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they did

when I was in the city? Are they so followed?
Ros. No, indeed, they are not.
Ham. How comes it? Do they grow rusty?
Ros. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted

pace ; but there is, sir, an aiery of children, little

eyases, that cry out on the top of question, and are
most tyrannically clapped for t I these are now the
fashion ; and so bcrattle the common stages, (so they
call them.) that many, wearing rapiers, are afraid of
goose quills, and dare scarce come thither.

Hajn. What, are they children ? who maintains
them? how are theyescoted? Will they pursue the
quality no longer than they can sing? will they not say
afterwards, if tliey should grow themselves to common
players, {as it is most like, if their mcn^ns are no belter,)

their writers do them wrong, to make them exclaim
against their own succession?

Ros. 'Faith, there has been much to do on both
sides ; and the natirm holds it no sin. to tarre them
to controversy : there was, for a while, no money bid
for nrgunicnt, unless the poet and the player went to
cuffs in the question.
Ham. Is it possible?'
Guil. O, there has been much tlirowing about of

brains.
Ham. Do the boys carry it away?

I
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Pol. Come, sirs.

Ham. Hollow him, friends : we !1 hear a play to-

morrow.—[A i;/ Polonius, -with all the Players exccpl

thejirsl.] Dost thou hear me, old friend ; can you
play the murder of Gonzago '!

I Play. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Well have it to-morrow night. You could,

for a need, study a speech of some 'dozen or sixteen

lines, which 1 would set down and insert in 't, could

I /'/rtj'. Ay, my lord. [you not?

J-lant. Very well.—Follow that lord i and look you
mock him not. [/i.vi(' i Player.) | 7'o Ros. n«a' Guil.

]

My s£ood friends, III leave you till niglit : you are

welcome to Elsinore.

Kos. Good my lord !

[KxeuiiC Kosencrantz rtxrfGuildenstern.

Ham. Ay. so, God be wi you •—Now 1 am alone.

O. what a rogue and peasant slave am 1

1

Is it noL n]nnstrous, that this player here,

'iul in a ticuon, in a drei;m->of passion.

Could force his soul so to his own conceit.

That, from her working, all his visage wann'd,
Tears in his eyes, distraction in 's asp&ct,

A liroken voice, and his whole function suiting

With forms to liis conceit? and all for nothing

!

For Heculja

!

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba,
That he should weep for her ! What would he do.

Had he the motive .and the cue for passion,

1 hat I have ? He would drown the stage with tears.

And cle.ave the general ear with horrid speech
;

Make mad the guilty, and .appal the free.

Confound the ii^norant : anil amaze, indeed,
The very faculties of eyes and ears.

Yet I,

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak.
Like Johu-a-dreanis, unpregnant of luy cause,

An.l can say notliing ; no, not for a king,

llpon whose property, and most dear life,

A danm'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ?

Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ?

Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face?

Tweaks n-c by the nose ? gives me the lie i' the throat

As deep as to the lungs? Wlio does me this.

Ha !

" Why. I should take it : for it cannot be.

But 1 am pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall

To make oppression bitter ; or. ere this,

I should have fatted all the region kites

With this slave s offal : bloody, bawdy villain I

Remor.ieless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain 1

O, vengeance !

Why, what an ass am I I This ismost brave.
That I, the son of a dear father nuirder'd.

Proiupted to my revenge by heaven .and hell.

vhore. unpack my heart with words,
irsing, like a very drab,

fohl About, my br.ain I I have heard,
That "guilty creatures, sitting at a play.

Have by the very cunning of the scene
Been struck so to the soul, that presently

They have proclaini'rt their malefactions ;

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak
^Vith most miraculous organ I'll have these players

Play something like the iiuirder of my father.

Before niitie uncle : 111 observe his looks ;

I'll tent him to the quick : if he but blench,

I know my course. The spirit that I have seen

M.ay be the devil : .and the devil hath power
T' assume a pleasing shape ; yea. and perhaps
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy,
(A-, he is very potent with such spirits.)

Abuses me to damn me : 111 have grounds
More relative than this: the plav's the thing

Wherein I'll catch the conscience of tlie king. \E.\h

Musi, like a
And fall a
A scullion I

Fie upon 't

ACT III.

SCENE J.—.-; Koom iu the Castle.

I'ltfer King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz.
and GuiUlenstern.

A7;(^. And can you, by no drift of circumstance.

Get from him why he puts on this confusion,

(Irating so harshly all his days of quiet

With turbulent and dangerous lunacy 1

Rfls. He does confess Tie feels himself distracted
;

But from what cause, he will bv no means sosak.

Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be sounded;
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof,

When we would bring him on to some confession
Of his true state.

QiifdH. Did he receive you well?
Jios. Most like a gentleman.
Gull. But with much forcing of his disposition.
Pas. Niggard of question ; but, of our demands.

Most free in his reply.

Qufe>t. Did you assay him
To any pastime?
Kos. Madam, it so fell out, that certain playeri

We o'er-raught on the way, of these we told him;
And there did seem in him a kind of joy
'fo hear of it : they arc about the court

;

\nd, as I think, they liave already order
This night to play before him.

Pol. 'Tis most true :

And he beseech 'd me to entreat your majesties,
To hear and see the matter.

A'l'ti;. With all my heart ; and it doth much content
To hear him so inclin'd. fme
Good gentlemen, give him a furtlier edge.
And drive his purpose on to these delights.

Pes. We shall, my lord.

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

King: Sweet Gertrude, leave us too

;

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither.

That he. as 'twere by accident, may here
Affront Ophelia:
Her father and myself, (lawful espials.)

Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen,
We may of their encounter frankly judge ;

.Vnd gather by him. as he is behav'd.
If 't tie th' affliction of his love, or no,

That thus he sutTers for.

Queen. I shall obey you.
And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish
Th.at your good beauties be the happy cause
Of Hamlet's wildness : so s lall I hope your virtues

Will bring him to his wonted way again,

To both your honours.
Oph. Madam, I wish it may.

(
Kxit Queen.

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here.—Gracious, so please
yciu

: I
this book ;

Wc will bestow ourselves.

—

[To Ophelia.) Read on
That show of such an exercise may colour

Vour loneliness. We are oft to blame in this,—
'Tis too much prov'd,-that with devotion's visage.

And pious action, we do sugar o'er

The devil himself.
Khijr. [Aside.] O, 'tis too true ! how smart

A lash that speech dotli give my conscience !

The harlot's cheek, beautied with plastering art.

Is not more ngly to the thing that helps it.

Than is my deed to my most painted word :

O heavy burden !

Pol. I liear him coming : let's withdr.iw. my lord.

[Exeunt King and Polonius.

Enter Hamlet.
Ham. To be. or not to be.—that is the question

:

Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take .arms .against a sea of troubles.

.\nd by opposing'end them? To die.—to sleep :—
No more ; and. by a sleep, to say we end
The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks
fh.at flesh is heir to.—'tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wish'd. Toriie.—to sleep ;—
I'o sleep I perchance to dream :—ay, there's the rub
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come.
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

.Must give us pause : there's the respect
That makes calamity of so long life;

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time.

The opjiressor's wrong, the proud man's contumely
fhe pangs of despis'd love, the law's delay.

The insolence of office, .and the spurns
riiat patient merit of Ihc unworthy t:ikes,

Vv'hcn he himself might his cpiiftus make
\\'M\ a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear,
To grunt and sweat umkr a weary life.

But that the dread of 'something after death,

Tlie nndiscovcr'd country, from whose bourn
No traveller returns, puzzles the will.

And makes us rather bear those ills we have.

Than Hy to others that we know not of?
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Thus conscience does make cownrds of us all

;

And (l\us llie native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o'er with the vale cast of thought;
And enterprises of (jreat pith and moment,
Willi this rcjjard, their currents turn awry.
And liise the name of action.—Soft you now I

The fair Ojihelia,—Nymnh, in thy orisons
Be al! my sins remember d.

0/>h. Good my lord.

How does your honour for this many a day ?

Ham. I humbly thank you; well, well, well.

Opit. My lor '1 I h ive remembrances of yours,

That I have lon^.^ed lontj to redeliver

;

I pray you, now receive them.
Ham. No, not I

;

I never jjave you autjht.
Oph. Nly honour'd lord, I know right weU you did

;

And with them, words of so sweet breath compos'd,
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost.

Take the.';e again ; for to the noble mind.
Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind.
There, my lord.

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honest ?

Oph. My lord !

Ham. ,\re you fair?

Oph. What means your lordship ?

Ham. That if you be honest and fair, your honesty
should admit no discourse to your beautj'.

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce
than with honesty ?

Ha}n. Ay, truly ; for the power ofbeauty will sooner
transform honesty from what it is to a bawd, than the
force ofhonesty can translate beauty into his likeness :

this w.'is soinetune a paradox, but now the time gives
it proof. I did love thee once.
Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made ine believe so.

Ham. You should not have believed me ; for virtue
cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we shall relish
of it: I loved you not.

Oph. I was the more deceived.
Ham. Get thee to a nunnery : why wouldst thou be

a breeder of sinners ? I am myself indifferent honest

;

but yet I could accuse me of such things, that it were
better my mother had not borne me ; I am very proufl,
revengeful, ambitious; with more offences at my beck,
than 1 have thoughts to put them in, imaeinatton to
give them shape, or time to act them in. What should
such fellows as I do crawling between heaven and
earth? We are arrant knaves, all ; believe none of us.

Go thy ways to a nunnery. Where 's your father 7

Oph. At home, my lord.
Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him, that he may

play the fool nowhere but in 's own house. Farewell.
Oph. O. help him. you sweet heaven.
Ham. If thou dost marry, I'll gi e j;ou this plague

for thy dowry.—be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as
snow, thou shall not escape calumny. Get thee to a
nunnery, go : farewell. Or, if thou wilt needs marry,
marry a fool ; for wise men know well enough what
monsters you make of them. To a nunnery

, go

:

and quickly too. Farewell.
Oph. O heavenly powers, restore him.
Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, well

enough ; God hath given you one face, and you make
yourselves another : you jig, you amble, and you lisp,

and nickname God's creatures, andmakeyourwanton-
ness your ignorance. Go to, I'll no more on t; it hatli
made me mad. I say, we will have no more mar-
riages: those that are married already, all but one.
sh.ill live ; the rest shall keep as they are. To .<

lumnery. go. {/•xtt.
Oph. O. what a noble mind is here o'erthrown I

The courtier'',, soldier's, scholar's, eye. tongue, swor<l

;

The expectancy and rose of the fair state.
The gl.ass of fashion, and the mould of form.
The observed of all observers, quite, quite down I

And I. of Lidies most deject and wretched,
That suckVI the honey of his music vows.
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason.
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ;

That nnniatch'd form and feature of blown youth,
Ulastcd with ecstasy* O, vvoe is me !

To have seen what I have seen, see what I sec I

Re-fnfer King and Polonius.

Kiiii,' Love I his affections do not that way tend ;

Nor what he spake, though it kick'd form a little.

\\ as not like madness. There "s something in his soul,
C-i er which his melancholy sits on brood

;

And, 1 do doubt, the hatch, and the disclose,
\V ill be some danuer : which, for to prevent,
1 have, in quick determination.
Thus set it down : he shall with .speed to England,
For the demand of our neglected tribute :

Haply, the seas, and countries different,
With variable objects, shall expel
This something settled matter in his heart

;

Whereon his brains still beating, puts iiim thus
From fashion of himself. What thuik you on 't?

Pol. U shall do well : but yet do I believe.
The origin and commencement of his grief
Sprung from neglected love. How now, Ophelia I

Vou need not tell us what lord Hamlet said

;

We heard it all. My lord, do as you please ;
But, if you hold it fit, after the play.
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him
To show his grief: let her be round with him

;

.\i\A m be plac'd, so please you. in the ear
Of all their conference. If she find him not.
To England send him ; or confine him where
Your wisdom beat shall think.

A';;^i^ It shall be so :

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go.
lExeicnt,

SCENE ll.—A Hall in the Castle.

Enter Hamlet a>id certain Players.

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pro-
nounce it to you, trippingly on the tongue : but if you
mouth it, as many of your players do, 1 had as lief the
town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air
too much with your hand, thus; but use all gently

:

for in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I may say)
whirlwind of passion, vou must acquire and beget r^

temperance, that may give it smoothness. O, it

offends me to the soul, to hear a robustious periwig-
pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to
split the ears of the groundlings , who, for the most
part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb
shows, and noise: I would have such a fellow whipped
for o'er-doing Termagant; it out-herods Herod : pray
yoj, avoid it.

I Play. I warrant your honour.
Ham. Be not loo tame neither, but let your own

discretion be your tutor : suit the action to the word,
the word to the action ; with this special observance,
that you o'erstep not the modesty of nature: for any-
thing so overdone is from the purpose of playing;
whose end, both at the first, and now. was, and is, to
hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to nature; to show
virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, and the
very age ;md body of the time, his form and pressure.
N'ow, this overdone, or come tardy off. though it

Miake the unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judi-
cious grieve ; the censure of which one, must in
your allowance, o'erweigh a whole theatre of others
t), there be players, that I have seen play, and
heard others pr;u.->e, and that highly, not to speak
it jirofinely, that, neither having the accent of
Christians, nor the gait ol Christian, pagan, nor man,
have so strutted .and bellowed, that I nave thought
-.ome of n.iture's journeymen harl made men. and not
niade them well, they imitated humanity so abomi-
nably, [with us, sir.

I Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently
Ham. O. reform it altogether. And let those that

play your clowns, speak no more than is set down for

them ; for there be of them that will themselves laugli,

to set on some (luamity of barren spectators to laugh
loo ; though in tlie me.in time some necessary oucs-
lion of tile play be thi-n to be considered: tn.it's

vilhanous, and shows a most pitiful ambition in the fool
that uses it. Go, make you ready.

Uirennt Players.
/;'*//^r Polonius, Roscncrantz. (t»/rr Guildenstern.

How now, my lord 1 will the king hear this piece of
work ?

Pol And the queen, too, and that presently.
H.im. Bid the players make haste.

[Exit Polonius.
Wilt you two help to hasten themt

Jias. tiliil. We will, my lord.

{Exeunt Rosencrantz <in<^ Guildenstcni
Ham. Wlut, liu, Horatio 1
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Enter Horatio.

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service.

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man
As e'er my conversation cop'd withal.

Jlor. O, my dear lord,

—

Hn»i. Nay, do not think I flatter :

For what advancement may I hope from thee,

That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits.

To feed and clothe thee! \Vhy should the poor be
flatter'd ?

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp ;

And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee,
"Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear t

.Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice.
And could of men distinguish, her election

Hath seal'd thee for herself: for thou liast been
As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing ;

A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards
Has ta'en with equal thanks : and bless'd are those.
Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled,
That they are not a pipe for Fortune's finger
To sound what stop she please. Give me tliat man
That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him
In my heart s core, ay, in my heart of heart.
As 1 do thee.—Something too much of this.

—

There is a play to-night before the king);

One scene of it comes near the circumstance.
Which I have told thee, of my father's death

:

I pr'ythee, when thou seest th^t act a-foot,

Even witli the very comment of thy soul

Observe mine uncle : if his occulted guilt

Do not itself unkennel in one speech.
It is a damned ghost that we have seen ;

And my imaginations are as foul

As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note :

for I mine eyes will rivet to his face)

And, after, we will both our judgments join
In censure of his seeming.
Hor. Well, my lord :

If he steal aught the whilst this play is playing,

And 'scape detecting. I will pay the theft.

Ham. They are coming to the play ; I must be idle

Get you a place.
Danish mai-ch. A flourish. Enter King, Queen,

Polonius, OpheUa, Rosencrantz, Guildenstetn,

and others.
h^in^. How fares our cousin Hamlet?
Ham. Excellent, i' faith ; of the cainelion's dish :

I eat the air, promise-crammed : you cannot feed

capons so.

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet
these words are not miiie.

Ham. No, nor mine now.—[ To Polonius.] My lord

you played once in the university, you say?
Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was accounted a

good actor.
Ham. And what did you enact?
Pol. I did enact Julius Csssar; I was kill'd i' the

Capitol ; Brutus killed me.
Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill so capital a

calf there.—Be the players ready ?

Ros. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience.

Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me.
Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more attractive.

Pol. 1 To the King. | O ho I do you mark that ?

Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap ?

[l.ying da^un at Ophelia'syir/.

Oph, No, my lord.

Ham. I mean, my head upon your lap ?

Oph. Ay, my lord.

Ham. Do you think, I meant country matters?
Oph. I think nothing, my lord.

}{am. That's a fair thought to lie between maids'
legs.

Oph. What is, my lord?
Ham. Nothing.
Oph. You are merry, my lord.

Ham. Wlio, I

!

Oph. Ay, my lord.
Ham. O God 1 your only jig-maker. What should

a man do. but be merry? for, look you. how cheerfully

my mother looks, and my father died within these two
hours.
Oph. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord.

Ham. So long? Nay. then, let the devil wear black,

for I'll have a suit ot"^ siibles. O heavens ! die two
months ago, and not forgotton yet? Then there's

hope a great man's memoiy may outlive his life half a

year : but, by'r lad3^ he must build churches, then
;

or else shall he suffer not thinking on, with the hubby-
horse, whose epitaph is, " For, O, for, O, the hobby-
horse is forgot."

T> umpet sounds. The dumb s)t070 enters.
Enter a King and a Queen, 'jery lo^^'ingly ; tlte Queen

embracing him, and he her. She kneeis, and
makes show ofprotestation unto him. He takes
Jier up, and declines his head upon her neck

:

lays him down upon a bank o}'flowers : she,
seeing him asleep, leaves him. Anon comes in a
fellow, takes ojf his crown, kisses it, and pours
poison in the King's cars, and exit. The Queen
returns,flnds ^A^ King dead, and makespassiou'
ate action. Thepoisoner, 7oith some tioo orthree
mutes, comes in again, seaning to larnent 7oith
her. The dead body is carried away. The
poisoner wooes the Queen with gifts : she seems
loth and unwilling awhile : but in the etidaccepts
his love.

[Exeunt.
Oph. What means this, my lord?
Ham. Marry, this is miching maltecho ; it means

mischief.
Oph. Belike, this show imports the argument of the

play.
Enter Prologue.

Ham. We shall know by this fellow: the players
cannot keep counsel ; they'll tell all.

Oph. Will he tell us what this show meant ?

Hatn. Ay, or any show that you will show him :

be not you ashamed to show, he'll not shame to tell

)u what it means.
Oph. Ycu are naught, you are naught : I'll mark

tile play.
Pro. ^* For us and/or our tragedy.

Here stooping toyour clemency,
ll'e beg your hearingpatiently.

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy oi a ring?
Oph. 'Tis brief, my lord.
Ham. As woman's love.

Enter a King and a Queen.
P. King. Full thirty times had Phoebus' car gont

round
Neptune's salt wash, and Tellus' orbed ground

;

And thirty dozen moons, with borrow'd'sheen.
About the world have times twelve thirties been ;

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands.
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. [moon
P. Oueeii. So many journeys may the sun and

.Make us again count o'er, ere love be done I

But. woe is me, you are so sick of late,

So far from cheer, and from your former state,

That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust,

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must:
For women's fear and love hold quantity

;

In neither aught, or in extremity.
N'ow, what my love is, proof hath made you know;
.\.iid as my love is siz'd. my fear is so

:

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear

;

Where litde fears grow great, great love grows there.

P. King. Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shortly

too ;

My operant powers their functions leave to do

:

And thou shalt live in this fair world behind,
Honour'd. belov'd ; and, haply, one as kind
For husband shalt thou

—

P. Queen. 0, confound the rest I

Such love must needs be treason in my breast:
In second husband let me be accurst 1

N'one wed the second, but who kill'd the first.

Ham. \Aside.'\ Wormwood, wormwood.
P. Queen. The instances, that second marriage

niove.
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love :

A second time I kill my husband dead.
When second husband kisses me in bed.

ing. I do believe you think what now you
But what 'we do determine, ofl we break. [.speak

;

Purpose is but the slave to memory ;

Of violent birth, but poor validity

:

Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree ;

But tall, unshaken, when they mellow be.
Most necess.iry 'tis, that we fprget
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt

:

What to ourselves in pa.ssion we propose.
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose

The violence of either grief or joy
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Theirown enactiircs with themselves destroy :

^^here joy most revels, g^rief doth most lament ;
C.riefjoys, joy griev cs, on slender accident.
This world is not for aye ; nor 'tis not strange,
Tlint even our love should with our fortunes chance
]-or 'tis a question left us yet to prove,
AVhetlier love lead fortune, or else fortune love.
The great man down, you mark his favourite flies;
The pooradvanc'd makes friends of enemies.
And Hitherto doth love on fortune tend

:

For who not needs, shall never lack a friend

;

And who in want a hollow friend doth try,
Directly seasons him his enemy.
But, orderly to end where I begun,
Our wills and fates do so contrary run.
That our devices still are overthrown

;Our thoughts are ours, tlieir ends none of our own •

So think thou «-iIt no .second husband wed
;But die thy tho-jghts, when thy first lord is dead

r. Qiierit. Nor earth to me give food, nor heavei
light

!

Sport antl repose lock from me, day and night 1To desperation turn my trust and hope !An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope!
Each opposite that blanks the face of joy,
Meet what I would have well, and it destroy I
Both here and hence, pursue me lasting strife.
If, once a widow, ever 1 be wife !

Hain. If she should break it now |

P. Kincr. 'Tis deeply swom. Sweet, leave me here
a while

;

My spirits .grow dull, and fain I would beguile
The tedious day with sleep. \SUetsP Qim„. Sleep rock thy brain

;

And never come mischance between us twain !

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ?
Queen. The lady doth protest too much, methinksNam. O, but she '11 keep her word.
AV;/4'. Have you heard the argument? Is there no

Dfience m 't?

J/itm. So, no, they do but jest, poison in jest ; no
Qffence i the world.
AVh^. \\'hat do you call the play ?
//i/<«. The mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tropically

This ijlay is the image of a murder done in Vienna
Oonzago is the duke's name ; his wife, Baptista : you
shall see anon; 'tis a knavish piece of work : but
what of that! your m.ijesty, and we that have free
souls. It touches us not : let the galled jade wince, our
withers are unwrung.

.
£«/^r Lucianus.

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king.
('//;. Ynu are as good as a chorus, my lord.
//<7m. I could interpret between you and your love

if i could see the puppets dallying.
'

O/A. You are keen, my lord, you are keen.
i

y/«7«. It would cost you a groaning to take off mv
edge. *

O^/i. Still better, and worse.
//am. So you must take your husband.s. Begin

murderer: leave thy damn.iblc faces, and beSi
'

Come : The croaking raven doth bellow for reveiufe
Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit aiici

time agreeing;
Confederate season, else no creature seeing

:

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds colfcctcdWth Hecate's ban thrice blasted, thrice infected,'
fhy natural magic and dire property.
On wholesome life usurp immediately.

V'"'""' II" poisnn into OiesUefer's tarsHam. He poison s him i' the garden for his estate
His n.ime s Gonznim : the storj- is extant, and writtenm very choice Italian. You shall sec anon, how the
murderer gets the love of Gonzaeo's wife

/IaA TiT.. I.:.... _:
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Of>h ^^K king rises.
Ham. What, frightened with false fire I

Queen. How fares my lord!
Pol. Give o'er the pl.iy.
k'ing. Give me some fight : away.
Alt. Lights, lights, lights I

,, „., V-x'uul all except Ha.m\<A and \iOTa.\:\nHam. \\ hy, let the stricken deer go weep.
The hart ungalled play ;

For some must wat. h. wliile some must sleep :

So runs the world away.
AVoiiid not this, sir, an<l a forest of feathers (if the
rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me,) with two

Provincial roses on iny razed shoes, get me a felship m a cry of players, sir ?
Jlor. Half a sliare.
Ham, A whole one, I.

For thou dost know, O Damon dear,
This realm dismantled was

Of Jove himself; and now reions hereA very, very—Peacock.
Hor. You might have rhymerl

fnr'^r.'h-
° ^T'^

Horatio, I'll take the ghost's word
for a thousand pound. Didst perceive ?
Jlor. Very well, my lord.
Ham. Upon the talk of the pcisonin?,—
nor. I did very well note him.

re^rfers^''"
'^'' ' " '^°'"<^' 5°"'^ music I come, the

For ifthe king like not the comedy
Why, then, belike; he likes it not, percv.Come, some music !

v'-"-y.

r.
.^'^'"''"' Rosencrantz and Guildenstem.

Ouil, Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with vouJiam. Sir, a whole history.
'

Guil. The king, sir,

—

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him!
Gt<il. Is in his retirement, marvellous distemperedHam. With drmk, sir?
GitU. No, my lord, rather with choler.Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more riolier

to signify this to his doctor; for, for me to put him tc

choler''^''"'""
^™"''*' P'=''''^P= plunge him into more

Gull. Good my lord, put your discourse into someframe, and start not so wildly from my affair.Ham. I am tame, sir: pronounce.
Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great af-

fliction of spirit, hath sent me to you.Ham. You are welcome.
Cml Nay, good my lord, this courtsey is not ofthe

right breed. If it shall please you to make me awholesome answer, I will do your mother's command-ment
: If not, your pardon a^d my return shall be theena of my business.

Ham. Sir, I cannot.
Guil. What, my lord !Ham Make you a wholesome answer; mv wit'sdiseased : but sir, such answer as I can make, youshall command ; or, rather, as you say, my mother •

therefore no more, but to the matter : my mother, yoii

orf^i'i''^''-'^"'
""'' ^''^ ^^'^' y"""" I'ehaviour hath

striick her into amazement and admiration

„mfw"/'i k";""''?^'""'
^°"' ''''-It,"" so astonish ano icr!-But is there no sequel .at the heels of thismother s admiration : impart.

"o.r^ She desires to speak with you in her closet,
I

- you go to bed.

ther. Have you any further trade with us ?
Aos. My lord, you once did love me

\

Ham. So I do still by these pickers and stealers.
Kos. Good my lord, what is your cause of distemper

! you do, surely, bar the door upon your" ownliberty, if you deny your griefs to your friend.Ham. Sir, I lack adv.incemcnt.

„fMfi,""'r"'',r';''" ''"' '"'"^" >'™ ''•'^<^ 'he voiceofthe king himself for your succession in Denmark'Ham Ay, sir, hut ••-while llu gran i-roivs. -theproverb is something musty. * " •
"iQ

F.uter tlu Ilayers, viilh recorders,
O, the recorders I let me see one. To withdraw withyou:-whydo you go about to recover the wind ofme, as if you would drive me into a toil?

Guil, 0, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love isimannerly! - ' •'to
" ' -1" not well understand that. Will youpl.iy upon this pipe?

Guil. -
• •My lord, I cannot

//am. I pray you.
(Suit. Believe me, I cannot.
Ham. I do beseech you.

w'"''
' ';"°"' "o '""cli of it, my lord.

//am Tis as easy as lying: govern these vcn»i.ges with your finder and tL.iib, give it Ireath w ih

Look you, these arc the stops.
(.u:l. But these cannot I command to any utteranceof liarmony , I have not the skill.

^ uitcr.mce
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Ham. Wliy, look you now, liow unworthy a tiling;

you make of me ! You would play upon me ; you
would seem to know my stops ; you would pluck out

the heart of my mystery you would sound me from

my lowest note to the top of my compass ; and there

is nmch music, excellent voice, in this little organ

;

yet cannot you make it speak. 'Sblood, do you think

1 am easier to be played on than a pipe? Call me
what instrument you will, though you can fret me, you
cannot play upon me.

Rc-euttr Polonius.

God bless you, sir.

J'ol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, and
presently.

Jlain. Do you see yonder cloud, that s almost in

shape of a camel?
/V/. By the mass, and 'tis a camel, indeed.

Ham. Methinks it is like a weasel.

Pol. It is backed like a weasel
Ham. Or, like a whale?
Pol. Very like a whale.
Ham. Then I will come to my mother by and by.

—They fool nie to the top of my bent.—I will come by

and by.
Pol. I will say so. [Exit.

Ham. By and by is easily said. Leave me.
friends.

\Exe:<iil 'Ros.. Guil., Hor. a«rf Players.

'Tis now the very witchini; time of night.

When churchyards yawn, and hell itself breathes out

Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood,

And do such bitter business as the day
Would quake to look on. Soft ! now to my mother.

heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever

The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom :

Let ine be cruel, not unnatural

:

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none

;

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites.

How in my words soever she be shent.

To give them seals never, my soul, consent I [Exit.

SCENE Ml.—A Room in the Castle.

Enter King, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern.

AV;if. I like him not ; nor stands it safe with us,

To let his madness range. Therefore prepare you :

I your commission will forthwith despatch,

And he to England shall along with you

:

The terms of our estate may not endure
Hazard so dangerous as doth hourly grow
Out of his lunacies.

Cud. We will ourselves provide :

Most holy and religious fear it is,

To keep those many many bodies safe,

That live, and feed, upon your majesty.

Ros. The single and peculiar life is bound.

With all the strength and armour of the mind.

To keep itself from noyance ; but much more
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest

The lives of many. The cease of majesty

Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw
What's near in with it: it is a massy wheel,

Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount.

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things

Are mortis'd and adjoin'd ; which, when it falls.

Each small .-mnexment, petty consequence.

Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone

Did the king sigh, but with a general groan.

Ktm;. Arm you, 1 pray you, to this speedy voyage
For we will fetters put upon thi-; fear.

Which now goes too free-footed.

Ros , Gjtil. We will haste us.

\Exeimt Rosencrantz ami Guildenstern.

Enter Polonius.

Pol. My lord, he's going to his mother's closet

:

Behind the arras I'll convey myself.

To hear the process : I'll warrant she II tax him home
And, as you said, and wisely was it .said,

"Tis meet th.at some more audience than a mother.

Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear

The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my hege :

I'll call you ere you iro to bed,

And tell you what 1 know. „, , , , ^
i-,„p. Thanks, dear my lord.

[/;>!/ Polonius,

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven:

It hath the primal eldest curse upon 't,

A brother's murder !—Pray, can I not.

Though inclination be as sharp as will

:

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent

;

And, like a man to double business bound,
I stand in pause where I shall first begin.
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood.
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens,
'I'o wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy,
But to confront the visage of offence ?

And what 's in prayer, but this two-fold force.

To be forestalled, ere we come to fall,

Or pardon'd, being down? Then, I'll look up;
My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder'.
That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd
Of those effects for which 1 did the murder.
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.
May one be pardon'd. and retain th' offence?
In the corrupted currents of this world.
Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice.

And oft 'tis seen, the wicked prize itself

Buys out the law : but '-is not so above r

There is no shuffling, there the action lies

In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell'd.
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults.

To give in evidence. What then? what rests?

Try what repentance can : what can it nott
Yet what can it. when one can not repent?
O wretched state I O bosom, black as death !

O limed soul, that, struggling to be free,

.\rt more engag'd ! Help, angels I make assay

:

Bow, stubborn knees ; and, heart, with strings of steei.

Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe 1

All may be well. \Retires and kticels.

Enter Hamlet.
Ham. Now might I do it. pat, now he is praying;

And now I'll do 't :—and so he goes to heaven

;

And so am I reveng'd :—that would be scann'd :

—

.\ villain kills my father; and, for that,

1, his sole son, do this same villain send
To heaven.
Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge.

He took my father grossly, full of bread

;

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May

:

And how his audit stands, who knows, save heaven!
But. in our circumstance and course of thought,

'Tis heavy with him: and am I, then, reveng'd.

To take him in the purging of his soul,

When he is fit and season'd for his passage?

Nol
Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent

:

When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage ;

Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed ;

.\t gaining, swearing; or about some act

That has no relish of salvation in 't

;

Then trip hiin, that his heels may kick at heaven-
.Viul that his soul may be as damn'd and black

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays:

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. 'J-xit

The King rises and advances.

Kin^. My words fly up, my thoughts remain below:
Words without thoughts never to heaven go. \Exit,

SCENE W.— Tlu Queen's A/iartment.

Enter Queen and Polonius.

Pol. He will come straight. Look, you lay home to

him

:

.Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with.

And that your grace hath screen'd and stood between

Much lie.it and him. I'll silence me e'en here.

Pr.iy you. be round with him.

Ham. \irithin.\ Mother, mother, mother!
Queen. I'll warrant you,-

Fear me not :—withdraw, I hear him coming.
[Polonius hides behind the arras.

Enter Hamlet.
Ham. Now, mother, what's the matter?
Queen. Hamlet, thou liast thy father much ofTended.

Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended.

Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue.

Ham. Go. go. you question with a wicked tongue.

Queen. Why, how no>v, Hamlet I

Ham. What's the matter now !

Queen. Have you forgot me?
Ham. No, by the rood, not so:

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife ;

And,—would it were not so I—yon nre my mother.
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then, I '11 set those to you that can
|
Stew'cl in corruption, honeying and makino; love
Over the nasty sty,

—

Qttetr/t. O. speak to me no more
;

These words, like rlaggers, enter in mine ears

;

Queen. Xaj
speak.

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down ; you shall not
You 1^0 not. till I set you up a glass [budge

;

Where you may see the inmost part of you.
Queen. What wilt thou do* thou wilt not murder

HelD, help, ho! luii;?

Pol. [Se/iind.] What, ho ! help ! help 1 help !

Nam, How now I a rat ! | Dra-uii-. \ Dead, for a ducav,
deadl

[Makes a pass through the arras.
Pol. \Behiiui.\ O, I am slain !

Queen. O me, what hast tliou done ?

Jfatn. Nay, I know not

;

Is it the king?
[Lifts up the arras, and dra7usforth Polonius.

Queen, O, what a rash and bloody deed is this !

Ham, A bloody deed ! — almost as bad, good
mother.

As kill a king, and marry with his brother.
Queen. As kill a king?
Ham. Ay, lady, 'twas my word.

[7"uPol.] Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, fare

I took thee for thy better : take thy fortune
; fwell

!

Thou find'st to be too busy is some danger.
Leave wringing of your hands : peace ! sit you down.
And let me wring your heart : for so I shall,

If it be made of penetrable stuff

;

If damned custom have not braz'd it so.

That it is proof and bulwark against sense.
Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'st wag thy

In noise so rude against ine'? [tongue
Ham. Such an act,

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty

;

Calls virtue, hypocrite ; takes off the rose
I''rom the fair forehead of an innocent love.

And sets a blister there ; makes marriage vows
As false as dicers' oaths : O. such a deed.
As from the body of contraction plucks
The very soul ; and sweet religion makes
A rhapsody of words : Heaven's face doth glow;
Vea, this solidity and compound mass.
With tristful visage, as against the doom,
Is thought-sick at the act.

Qneett. Ah me, what act.

That roars so loud, and thtmders in the index ?

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, and on this.

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.
See, what a grace was seated on this brow

;

Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himself

;

An eye like Mars, to threaten .uid command ;

A station like the her.ald Mercury.
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill

;

A combination, and a form, indeed.
Where every god did seem to set his seal,

To give the world assurance of a man :

This was your husband. Look you now, what follows

:

Here is your husband ; like a mildew'd ear,

tflasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes?
/ mid you on this fair mountain leave to feed.

And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes?
Vou cannot call it love ; for, at your .age.

The hey-day in the blool is t.ani -, it's humble,
And waits m>on the judgment : and what judgment
Would steo from this to this? Sense, sure, you have.
Else, could you not have motion: but, sure, that sense
Is apoplex'd : for madness would not err j

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'ei so thrall'd

Cut it rescrvd some quantity of choice.
To serve in such a difference. What devil was 't,

That thus hath cozend you .at hoodman-blind?
l-yes without feeling, (eeling without sight,
' irs without hands or eyes, smelling sans all,

' " but a sickly part of one true sense
uld no; so mope.

< I shame ! where is thy blush? RebellioiLS hell.

If thou canst niutine in a matron's bones,
To liammg youth let virtue be as wax.
And melt in her own fire : proclaim no shame
When the compulsive arilour gives the charge.
Since frost itself as .actively doth burn.
And reason panders will.

Queen. * O Hamlet, speak no n
Thou turn st mine eyes into my very soul

;

And there I sec such lil.ick and graintd spots.
As will not leave their tinct.

ir.iw. Nay, but to live

In the rank sweat of an cnscanicd bed.

re, sweet Hamlet 1

Ham, X murderer, and a villain

;

A slave, that is not twentieth part t!ie tithe
Of your precedent lord : a Vice of kings

;

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule.

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole.

And put it in his pocket I

Queen. No more I

Ham. A king of shreds and patches,

—

Kilter Ghost.
S.ave me. and hover o'er me with your wings.
You heavenly guards!—What would your gracious

Queeit. Alas, lie's mad ! [figure"
Ham. Do you not come your tardy son to chitie

That, laps'd in time and passion, lets go by
The important acting of your dread command!
O, say 1

Ghost. Do not forget : this visitation
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.
But, look, amazement on thy mother sits;

O, step between her and her fighting soul ;

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works

:

Speak to her, Hamlet.
Ham. How is it witli you, lady?
Queen. Alas, how is 't with you,

That you do bend your eye on vacancy.
And with the incorporal .lir do hold discourse ?

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ;

.\nd, <as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm.
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements,
St.arts up. and stands on end. O gentle son.
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look?
Ham. On him, on him 1 Look you, how pale he

glares I

His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to ctones.
Would make them capable.—Do not look upon me
Lest with this piteous action you convert
My stern effects : then, what have I to do
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for blood.

Qiteen. To whom do you speak this?
Ham. Do you see nothing there ?

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, I see.
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear?
Queen. No, nothing but ourselves.
Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it steals

My father, in his habit as he liv'd ! faway !

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal

!

[/T.v;/ Ghost.
Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain-

This bodiless cre.ation ecstasy
ry cunning in.

iin. Kcstasy !

My pulhe, ;is yours, doth temperately keep time,
Anfl makes .as healthful music ; it is not madness
That 1 have uttered : bring me to the test.

.\nd I the m.atter will re-word ; which madness
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of gr,ace.
Lay not th.at fl.attering unction to your soul.

That not your trespass, but my madness speaks ;

It will but skin and film the ulcerous place.
Whilst rank corriiption. mining all within.
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven:
Repent what's past ; avoid what is to come

;

.\nd do not spreafl the compost on the weeds,
To make them r.mker. Forgive me this my virtue.
Tor in tlie fatness of these pursy times,
Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg.
Yea. curb and woo. for leave to do him good.
Queen. <J H.anilet, thou h.ast cleft my heart in twain
Hant. O, throw ,aw.ay the worser part of it.

And live the purer with the other half
Good night ; but j;o not to mine uncle's bed:
Assume .a virtue, if you have it not.
That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat,
of habits devil, is angel yet in this.

That to the use of actions fair and good
He likewise gives :i frock, or livery,

That aptly is nut on Refr lin to-night

;

And that shall lend a kind of easiness
To the next abstinence ; the next more easy ;

I'or Use .almost can change the stamp of nature,
And master the devil, or throw him out
With wonelrous potency. Once more, good night

:
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And wlien you are desirous to be bless'd,

I'll blessing beg of you.—For this same lord,

[
Pointing to Polonius.

1 do repent : but heaven hath pieas'd it so,

To punish me with this, and this with me.
That I must be their scourge and minister.

I will bestow him, and will answer well

The death I gave him. So. again, good night.

I must be cruel, only to be kind :

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind.

One word more, good lady.

Queen. What shall I do ?

Hnm. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do :

Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ;

Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you his mouse ;

And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses.

Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingers,

Make you to ravel all this nmtter out.

That I essentially am not in madness.
But mad in craft. 'Twere good, you let him know

;

For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise,

Would from a paddock, from a bat. a gib,

.Such dear concernings hide ! who would do so ?

No, in despite of sense and secresy,

Unpeg the basket on the house's top.

Let tlie birds fly, and. like the famous ape.
To try conclusions, in the basket creep,

A.nd break yotir o\vn neck down.
Queen, Be thou assur'd, if words be made of breath.

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe
Wh.at thou hast said to me.
Ham. I must to England ; you know that ?

Queen. Alack,
I had forgot: 'tis so concluded on. [fellows,

—

Ham. There's letters seal'd : and my two school-

Whom I will trust as I will adders fang'd,

—

They bear tlie mandate ; they must sweep my way,
And marshal me to knavery. Let it work ;

For 'tis the sport, to have the engineer
Hoist with his own petard : and it shall go hard.
But I will delve one yard below their mines.
And blow them at the moon : O, 'tis most sweet,
AVhen in one line two crafts directly meet.
This man shall set me packing :

I'll lug tlie guts into the neighbour room.
Mother, good night. Indeed, this counsellor
Is now most still, most secret, and most grave,
\\'ho was in life a foolish prating knave.
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you.
Good night, mother.

\^F.xennt se^ferally ; W^Xi^&X drarf^ino in
the body q/ Polonius.

ACT IV.

SCENE \.— The same.

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and Guildcnstern,

King. There's matter in these sighs, these profound
heaves

:

You must translate : 'tis fit we understand them :

Where is your son ? [a little while.

Queen. [ To Ros. and Gull.] Bestow this place on us
{Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern,

Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-night

!

King'\i!\\;A. Gertrude? How does Hamlet ?

Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when both con
\Vhich is the mightier : in his lawless fit, [tend

Behind the arras hearing something stir.

He whips his rapier out, and cries, " A rat, a rat I"

And, in his brainish apprehension, kills

The unseen good old man.
King. O hea\T deed

!

It hadi been so -with us, had we been there

:

His liberty is full of threats to all ;

To you yourself, to us, to every one.
Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answer'd ?

It will be laid to us. whose providence
Should have kept short, restrain'd, and out of haunt.
This nmd young man : but so much was our love,

We would not understand what was most fit

;

But. like the owner of a foul disease.
To keep it from divulging, let it feed
Kven on the pith of life. Where is he gone?

Queen. To draw ap.art the body he hath kill'd :

O'er whom his very madness, like some ore

Among a mineral of metals base,
'"'lows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done,
King. O Gertrude, come away 1

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch.

But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed
We must, with all our majesty and skill.

Both countenance and excuse.—Ho, Guildenstern I

Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.
Friends both, go join you with some further aid :

Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain.

And from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd him :

Go seek hjm out : speak fair, and bring the body
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in 'this.

[Exeunt Ros. and Guil.

Come, Gertrude, we'll call up our wisest friends
;

And let them know, both what we mean to do,

And what's untimely done : so, haply, slander,

^Vhose whisper o'er the world's diameter,
level as the cannon to his blank
insports his poison'd shot, may miss our name.

And hit the woundless air.—O. come away I

My soul is full of discord and dismay. [E.\-e;int.

SCENE II.—Another Room in the Castle.

Enter Hamlet.
Ham. Safelv stowed.
Ros., Guil. [IFithin] Hamlet ! Lord Hamlet

!

Ham. What noise? who calls on Hamlet? O! hero

they come.
Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the dead
body?

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin.

Ros. Tell us where 'tis : that we may take it thence.

And bear it to the chapel.
Ham. Do not believe it.

Ros. Believe what ?

Ham. That I can keep your counsel, and not mine
own. Besides, to be demanded of a spunge !—what
repHcation should be made by the son of a king?
Ros. Take you ine for a spunge, my lord ?

Ham. Ay. sir : that soaks up the king's counten-

ance, his rewards, his authorities. But such oflicers

o the king best service in the end : he keeps them.

ke an ape doth nuts, in the corner of his jaw ; first

mouthed, to be last swallowed : when he needs what
have gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and, spunge,

you shall be dry again.
Ros. I understand you not, my lord.

Ham. I am glad of it: a knavish speech sleeps in

.a foolish ear.

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where the body is,

and go with us to the king.
Ham. The body is with the king, but the king is

not with the body. The king is a thing—
Cuzl. A thing, my lord !

Ham. Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide fox,

and all after.
'

IE.veii!it.

SCENE ni.—Another Room in the Castle.

Enter King, attended.

King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the
body.

How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose I

Vet must not we put the strong law on him :

He 's loved of the distracted multitude.
Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes ;

Anil where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is wcigh'd.

But never the offence. To hear all smooth and even.

This sudden sending him away must seem
Deliberate pause : fliseases, desperate grown,
By desperate appliance are relicv'd.

Or not at all.

Enter Rosencrantz.
.

How now I what hath befallen
:

Ros. Where the dead body is bestow'd, my lord.

We cannot get from him.
Ki>ig. But where is he?
Ros. Without, my lord ;

guarded, to know your
King. Bring him before us. [pleasure^

Kos. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord.

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern.

King. Now, Hamlet, wheres Polonius

?

Ham. At supper.
Kins:. At supper! Where?
Hani. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten;

.1 certain convocation of politic woruLS arc e'en .at
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him. Your worm is your only emperor for diet : wi

fat all creatures else to fat us, and we fat ourselve
for magsjots : your fat kinj^, and your lean beggar, i

but variable ser\'ice ; two dishes, but to one table :

that's the end.
j'\'i'!£: Alas, alas 1

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath
e.it of a king, and eat of the fish that hath fed of that

AV«^. What dost thou mean by this f

Ham. Nothing, but to show you how a king may
go a progress through the guts of a beggar.

KtHf^. where is Polonius ?

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to see : if your mes-
senger find him not there, seek him i* the other place
yourself. But. indeed, if you find him not within this

month, you shall nose him as you go up the stairs

intothe lobby,
A'i»g^.

I
To some Attendants.] Go seek him there.

Hajti. He will stay till you come.
^Exeunt Attendants.

A'lHg: Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety,—
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve
For that which thou hast done,—must send thee

hence
With fiery quickness : therefore prepare thyself

;

The bark is ready, and the wind at help.
The associates tend, and every tiling is bent
For England.
HajK. For England 1

j

IChig: Ay, Hamlet.
Jfajn.
A'l/ig: So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes,

Cap. Yes, 'tis already garrison'd. [ducats.
//am. Two thousand souls, and twenty thousand

Will not debate the question of this straw :

This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace,
That inward breaks, and shows no cause without
Why the ni.in dies. I humbly thank you, sir.

C(i/, God be wi' you, sir. [iixi/.

Jlos. Will 't please you po, my lord"
Ham. I'll be with you straiglit. Go a little before.

\H.ve>iiit aU except Hamlet.
How all occasions do inform against me,
.\nd spur my duU revenge I Vvhat is a man.
If his chief good, and market of his time.
Be but to sleep, and feed ? a beast, no more.
Sure. He, that made us with such large discourse.
Looking before and after, gave us not
That capability and godlike reason,
To fust in us unus'd. Now, wliether it be
Hestial oblivion, or some craven scruple
Of thinking too precisely on th' event, ' [wisdom,
.\. thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part
And ever three parts coward, I do not know
Why yet I live to say, " Tliis thing's to do ;"

Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and means.
To do 't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me

:

Witness this army, of such mass and charge,
Led by a delicate and tender prince;
Whose spirit, with divine ambition putTd,
Makes mouths at the invisible event

;

j
Exposing what is mortal, and unsure,
To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare.

Good. Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great.
Is not to stir without great argument,

Ham. I see a cherub that sees them. But, come ; But greatly to find quarrel in a straw,
for England ! Farewell, dear mother.

A'.->/^-. Thy loving father, Hamlet.
Ham. My mother: father and mother is man and

wife ; man and wife is one liesh ; and so, ray mother
Come, for England I (

Exit.

King. Follow him at foot ; tempt him with speed
aboard ;

Delay it not ; III have him hence to-night
Away ! for every thing is seal'd and done.
That else leans on the affair : pray you, make haste

{Exeunt Ros. and Guil
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught,
(As my great power thereof may give thee sense.
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe
P.iys homage to us.) thou mayst not coldly set
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full.

By letters conjuring to th,it effect.

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ;

For like the hectic in my blood he rages.
And thou must cure me : till I know 'tis done,
Howe'er my liaps, my joys were ne'er begun.

{Exit.

SCENE W.—A Plain in Denmark.

Enter Fortinbras and forces^ ftiarching.

For. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king

;

Tell him that, by his licence, I'ortinbras

Claims the conveyance of a promis'd march
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous.
If that his nuijesty would aught with us.

We shall express our duty in his eye j

And let IiUu know so.

Cap. I will do 't, my lord.

For. Go softly on.
\_E.xeunt Fortinbras andforces.

Enter Hamlet, Rosencrantz, Guildenstem, (yc.

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these t

Cap. They are of Norway, sir.

Ham. How purpos'd, sir,

I pray yout
Cap. Against some part of Poland.
Ham. Who

Commands them, sir?

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras.
Ham. Goes it a^-airist the main of Poland, sir.

Or for some irontier?
lap. Truly to sjie.ik, and with no addition.

We go to gain a liMie patch of ground.
Tint hath in it no profit but the name.
To p.iy five ducats, five, I would not farm it

;

Nor will it yield to Norway, or the Pole,
A r.inker r.Hte, should it be sold in fee.

//ij'i. Why, then the Polack never will defend it.

When honour's at the stake. How stand I, tlien,
That have a father kill'd. a mother stain'd.
Excitements of my reason and my blood,
.\nd let all sleep? while, to my shame, I see
The imminent death of twenty thousand men.
That, for a fantasy and trick of fame.
Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause.
Which is not tomb enough, and continent.
To hide the slain? O, from this time forth.
"SXy thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth I

[Exit.

SCENE v.—Elsinore. A Room in the Castle.

Enter Queen and Horatio.

Queen. I will not speak with her.
Hor. She is importunate ; indeed, distract

:

Her mood will needs be pitied.
Queen. What would she have J
Hor. She speaks much of her father; says she

hears [her heart

;

There s tricks i' the %vorld ; and hems, and beats
Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt.
That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing,
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it,

.Vntl botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ;

Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures yield
them, [thought.

Indeed, would make one think, there might be
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.
Queen. 'Twere good she were spoken with, for she

may strew
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds.
Let her come in.— {Exit Horatio.
To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is,

I'-.ich toy seems prologue to some great amiss

:

-So full of artless je.alousy is guilt.
It spills itself in fearing to be spilt.

Re-enter Horatio, with Ophelia,
Opii. Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark J
Queen. How now, Ophelia I

Oph. [SI>WI«^^
I

Hoiu sltoutd Iyour true love knotu
From another one f

By his cockle hat and staff.
And his sandal shoon.

Queen. Alas, sweet lady, what im|iorts this song?
(.)ph. Say you I nay, pray you, mark,
\Sini,'inx'.\

He is dead and jione, lady.
He 15 dead and ^one:
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O, hoi
Queen. Nay, but Ophelia,—
Uph. Pray you, mark.

\Singinfr.\
IVhite his shroud a., Jie inoiattain stww,

Enter King.
Queen. Alas, look here, my lord.

Oph. iSingi„g.\
.

Larded luilk .';~ueetflowers ;

}Vhich beivept to the i^rave did go

t

li'ith true-love sliowers.

King. How do you, pretty lady?
Oph. Well, God 'ield you I They say the owl was

a baker's daughter. Lord 1 we know what we are, but
know not what we may be. God be at your table !

King. Conceit upon her father.

Oph. Pray you, let's have no words of this ; but
when they ask you what it means, say you this

:

{Singin.^.}
To-fnorro7v is Saint Valenttne's day^
All in the inor^iing beti7ne,

And I a maid atyour ivindow.
To beyoitr Valentine.

TheJt up he rose, and doniCd hts clot/us,

A nd diipp'd the chamber door ;

Let lit the maid, that out a jnaid
Ne-der departed more.

King. Pretty Ophelia 1

Oph. Indeed, la, without an oath, I'll make an end
[Singing.] Lon't:

JJy Cis. and by Saint Charity,
Alack, a7id^ficfor sJuimc !

Young me7i will do 't, i/they come to 't ;
By cock, they are to blajne.

Quoth she, be/oreyou tumbled mc.
You promised me to "wed.

So 7fould I ha' done, by yoJider suft.

Aft thojf hadst not coj7ie to 7ny bed.

King. How loni^ hath she been thus?
Oph. I hope allwill be weU. We must be patient :

but I cannot choose but weep, to think they should
lay him i' the cold ground. My brother shall kn
it : and so I thank you for your gootl counsel.—Come,
my coach ! Good night, ladies

;
good night, sweet

ladies
; good night, good night. ' [Exit.

Ki7tg'. Vo\\o\i her close
;
give her good watch, I

pray you.
'

[E.xit Horatio.
O, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs
All from her father's death. O Gertrude, Gertrude,
When sorrows come, they come not single spies.

But in battalions. First, her father slain :

Next, your son gone ; but he most violent author
Of his own just remove ; the people iiiuddied, [pers
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and whis-
For good Polonius" death; and we have done but

greenly,
In hugger-mugger to inter him : poor Ophelia
Divided from herself and her fair judgment,
Without the whicli wc are pictures, or mere beasts ;

Last, and as much containing as all these,
Her brother is in secret come from France;
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds,
And wants not buzzers to mfect his ear
With pestilent speeches of his fathers death;
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd.
Will nothing stick our person to arraign
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this.

Like to a murdering-piece. in many places
Gives me superfluous death. \a noise 7oithi7i.

Quee7i. Alack, what noise is this V

B7iter a Gentleman.
Ki7tg. Where are my Switzers ? Let them guard

the door.
What is the matter?

Gelt. Save yourself, my lord

:

The ocean, overpeering of his list.

Kats not the flats with "more impetuous haste,
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,
O'erbears your ofiicers. The rabble call him lord ;

And. as the world were now but to begin.
Antiquity forgot, custom not known.
The ratirters ancl props of every word.
They cry, " Choose we ; Laertes shall be king I"

C aps. hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds,
"Laertes shall be king. Laertes king I"
Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry I

O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs I

KitiiT. The doors are broke. [Noise withiti.

Ad 4.

E/tter Laertes, ari/ud ; T>s.nei/ollozui7ig.

I,aer. Where is the king ?—Sirs, stand you all with-
Da7tcs. No, let's come In. [out.

Laer. I pray you, give mc leave.

Danes. We wiU, we will.

[ They reti7-e -without the door
Laer. I thank you :—keep the door ;— thou vile

Give me my father 1 [^injj
Quce7i. Calmly, <jood Laertes.
Laer. That drop of blood that's calm proclaims mc

bastard
;

Cries cuckold to my father ; brands the harlot
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow
Of my true mother.

Ki7ig. What is the cause, Laertes,
That thy rebellion looks .so giant-Uke ?

Let him go, Gertrude : do not fear our person :

TJiere's such divinity doth hedge a king.
That treason can but peep to what it would,
Acts little of his will. Tell me, Laertes,
Why thou art thus incens'd : let him go, Gertrude ;

Speak, man.
Laer. Where is my father?
Ki7tg. Dead.
Quee7t. But not bv him.
Ki7ig. Let him demand his fill. [with I

Laer. How came he dead? I'll not be juggled
To hell, allegiance 1 vows, to the blackest devil i

Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit 1

I dare damnation : to this point I stand,

—

That both the worlds I give to negligence.
Let come what comes ; only I'll be reveng'd
Most throughly for my father.
Kitig. Who shall stay you
Laer. My will, not all the world :

And. for my means. I'll husband them so well.

They shall go far with little.

Ki7ig. ' Good Laertes,
If you desire to know the certainty
Of your dear father's deatli, is 't writ in your reven.ge,

That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe.

Winner and loser?
Laer. None but his enemies.
Ki7ig. Will you know them, then ?

Laer. To his good frientls thus wide I'll ope my
And, like the kind life-rendering pelican, [arms

;

Repast them with my blood.
A't/ig. Why, now you speak

Like a good child, and a true gentleman.
That I am guiltless of your father's death,
And am most sensibly in grief for it.

It shall as level to your judgment pierce.

As day does to your eye.
D.i7ies. [Jt'ithi7i.\ Let her coine in.

Laer, How now 1 what noise is that ?

Re-e7iter Ophelia.

O Iieat, dry up my brains ! tears seven times sal!,

Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye !

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid by weight.
Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May 1

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia 1

—

O heavens I is 't possible, a young maid's wits

Should be as mortal as an old man's life?

Nature is fine in love ; and, where 'tis fine.

It sends some precious instance of itself

After the thing it loves.

Oph. {Singing.\
,

They bore hiiti barejacd 071 t/ie oter;
Hey 71071 7io7i7iy, 7io/i7ly. hey 7ionny ;

And on his grave rai/i'd tnany a tear,—
Fare you well, my dove 1

Lae7: Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade re-

It could not move thus. [venge,

Oph. You must sing, " Down a-down, and you call

hima-down-a." O how the wheel becomes it ! It i-;

the false steward, that stole his master's daughter.

Laer. "This nothing's more than matter.

Opii. There's rosemary, that's for reinembr.ance

;

pray, love, remember : and there is pansies, that's for

thoughts.
A document in madness.—thoughts and re-

membrance fitted.

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines:—
there's rue for you ; and here's some for me : ive

may call it herb of grace o' Sundays :—yon may wear
your rue with a difl'erence —There's a daisy:—

1

ould give you some violets, but they withered all
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wlicn my father died ;—they say he made a jjood

c-iu!,—|5i«vi>iA'.J
For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy,

—

Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself.

She turns to favour, and to prettmess.
Oph. [Sinstiig.]

And will he not come again ?

And will he not lome again %

Js/'o, no, he ts dead,
Go to thy death-bed,

He never toil/ come again.
His beard luas as -white as sno'M,
Allflaxen -was his poll

:

He is gone, he ts gone.
And luc cast aTvay rnoan :

Cod ha' ntercy on his soul

!

And of all Christian souls ! 1 pray God.—God be wi'

you I \_Exit.

Laer. Do you see this, O God ?

King. Laertes. 1 must commune with your grief,

Or you deny mc right. Go but apart.
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you wi".
And they shall liear and judge 'twixt you and nie :

If by direct, or by collateral nand
They find us touch'd, we will our kingjdom give.
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours,
To you in satisfaction : but if not,
Be you content to lend your patience to us,

And we shall jointly labour with your soul
To give it due content.
Laer. Let this be so ;

His means of death, his obscure funeral.
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er his bones,
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation,
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth,
That 1 must call 't in question.
King. So you shall

;

And, where the offence is, let the great axe fall.

1 pray you go with me. [Exeunt.

SCENE \'\—Another Room in the Castle.

Hter Horatio aKdf (I Servant.
Hor. 'What are they that would speak with me?
Serv. Sailors, sir: they say, they have letters for

J'OU.

Hor. Let them come in. [Exit Servant.
I do not know from what part of the world
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet.

Enter Sailors.
I Sail. God bless you, sir.

Hor. Let him bless thee too.
« Sail. He shall, sir, an 't please Him. There's a

letter for you, sir ; it conies from the ambassador that
was bound for England; ifyournaiue be Horatio, as
1 am let to know it is.

Hor. \Reads.\ "Horatio, tuhen thou shall have
overlooked this, give these fellows soyne yneans to

tlu king : they have letters /or hitn. Ere lue 7uere
two days old at sea, a pirate ofvery warlike appoint-
ment ga'r us chase. Fittdittg ourselves too slow o/
sail, we put on a compelled valonr : in tlie grapplt
I boarded them; on tlie instant tliey got clear of our
ship ; so I aione became their prisoner. They havt
dealt with jne like thieves of mercy: but tliey kneiu
what they did : I am to do a good turn for them
I^t the king have the letters I have sent : and repair
thou to me 7vith as much haste as thou luouldstfly
death. I have words to speak in thine ear will make
theedumb ; yet are they much too lig/Uforthe bore oj
tlie matter. These goodfellows luill bring thee where
1 am. Rosencrantz and Guildenstern /told their
course for Ens.'land: if them / have much to tell

thee. FareiveII.
" He that thou knottiest thine, Hamlkt."

Conic, I will give you way for these your letters
;

And flo 't the speedier, that you may direct me
To him from whom you brought them. [kxeunr.

SCENE VU.—Anot/ter Room in tite Castle.

Enter King and I.aertes.

King. Now must your conscience my acquittance
seal.

And you must put luc in your heart for friend,
" '

'
' ;ar*r, aiK'

_ . J

I'ursu'<l my life.

Sitli you have he
1 h.it lie. which hath your noble father slain,

l.arr. It well appears :—but tell ine
Wliv you procecdad not .ig.iinst these feats,

So crimefu! and so capital in nature.
As by your safety, ijreatness, wisdom, all things else,

Vou mainly were stlrr'd up.
King. 0, for two special reasons ;

NVhich may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew'd.
But yet to me they are strong. The queen, his mother,
I -ives almost by his looks ; and for myself,
tMy virtue, or my plague, be it either which,)
She's so conjunctive to my life and soul.

That, as the star iioves not but in his sphere,
I could not but by lier. The other motive,
Why to a public count I might not go.
is the great lo\e the general gender bear him

;

Who, Clipping all his faults in their affection,
Would, like the spring thatturneth wood to stone,
Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows,
loo .slightly timber'd for so loud a wind.
Would have reverted to my bow again,
.\nd not where I had aini'd them.
Laer. And so have 1 a noble father lost

;

X sister driven into desperate terms :

Whose worth, if praises may go back again.
Stood challenger on mount of all the age
lor her perfections : but my revenge will come.
King. Break not your sleeps fortliat : you must not

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull, [think
That we can let our beard be shook with danger.
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more :

I lov'd your father, and we love ourself

;

,\nd that, I hope, will teach you to iinagme,

—

En/era Messenger,
ilow nowl what news?

.^/ess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet:
This to your majesty ; this to the queen.
King. From Hamlet ! who brought them?
ilfess. Sailors, my lord, they say ; I saw them not:

They were given me by Claudio, he receiv'd them
t)f him that orought tliem.
King. Laertes, you shall hear them.

Leave us. [Exit Messenger.
[Reads.} " High and mighty, yoii shall knoiv I

am set naked on your kingdom. To-jnorrow shall
I beg le.xve to see your kingly eyes : when I shall,
first asking your pai-don thereunto, recount the oc-

tasions ofmy sudden and more strant^e return.
" Hamlet."

^V'hat should this mean ? Are all the rest come back,
i,)r is it some abuse, and no such thing'
Laer. Know you the hand t

King. 'Tis Hamlet's character :
—" naked,"—

And, in a postscript here, he says, "atone."
Can you advise me?
Laer. I'm lost in it. my lord. But let him come ;

It warms the very sickness in my heart.
That I shall live and tell hun to his teeth,
" Thus diddest thou."
King. If it be so, Laertes,

As how should it be so ? how otherwise?
Will you be rul'd by met
Laer.

^ Ay, my lord
;

So you will not o'er-rule me to a peace.
King. "To thine own peace. If he be nowretum'd,

\s checking at his voyage, and that he means
No more to undertake it, I will work him
To an exploit, now ripe in my device,
Under the which he shall not choose but fall

:

.•\n(l for his death no wind of blame shall breathe
;

But even his mother shall uncharge tlie practice.
And call it accident.

_
Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd

;

The rather, if you could devise it so.
That I might be llic organ.
King. It falls right.

^'ou have been talked of since your travel much.
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts
Did not together pluck such envy from him,
.\s did that one ; .and that, in my regard,
(Jf the unworthiest siege.

/.;"''. What part is that, my lorJ,'
Kiit.1^. A very riband in the cap of youth.

Vet needful too ; for ytailh nu less becomes
Ihe light and careless li'-ery that it wears,
riian settled .we his sables and his weeds,
iMi'iortinghealth .anil gravcness.—Two months since
I Icre was a gentleman of Norniaiidy

;

I've ^een myself, and scrv'd .igainst the French,
And they can well on horseback j but this gallunr

I; I'
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Had witchcraft in 't ; he ^rew unto his seat

;

And to such wondrous doing brought his liorse.

As lie Iiad been incorps'd and deini-natur'd

With tlie brave beast : so far he topp'd my thought,

Tliat I, in forgery of shapes and tricks.

Come short of what he did.

J,ae>: A Norman was t ?

Kz)t,i^. A Norman.
Lner. Upon my Ufe, Lamord.
Kin^. Tlie very same.
Lae'r. I know him well : he is the brooch, indeed.

And gem of all the nation.

A'/jV- He made confession of you;
And save you such a masterly report.

For art and exercise in your defence.
And for your rapier most especially,

That he cried out. 'twould be a sight indeed,

If one could match you : thescrimers of their nation,

He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye.

If you oppos'd them. Sir, this report of his

Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy,

That he could nothing do, but wish and beg
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with you.

Now, out of this,

—

Laer. What out of this, my lord ?

King. Laertes, was your father dear to you !

Or are you like the painting of a sorrow,

A face without a heart?
J.aet: Why ask you this!

King. Not that I think you did not love your father

;

But that I know love is begun by time

;

And that I see, in passages of proof,

Time qualifies the spark and fire of it.

There lives within the very flame of love

it kind of wick, or snuff, that will abate it

;

And nothing is at a like goodness still

;

For goodness, growing to a plurisy.

Dies in his own too-much : that we would do,

We should do when we would; for this "would'
changes.

And hath abatements and delays as many.
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents

;

And then this " should" is like a spendthrift sigh.

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o' the ulcer :

Hamlet comes back : what would you undertake.
To show yourself your father's son in deed.
More than in words 2

Laer. To cut his throat i' the church.

King. No place, indeed, should murder sanctuarize
;

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes,

Will you do this, keep close within your chamber.
Hamlet, return'd, shall know you arc come home

:

We'll put on those shall praise your excellence.

And set a double varnish on the fame
The Frenchman gave you ; bringyou,in fine, together,

And wager on your heads : he, being remiss.

Most generous, and free from all contriving.

Will riot peruse the foils ; so that, with ease.

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose
A sword unbated, and, in a pass of practice,

Requite him for your father.

Laer. I will do 't

:

And, for that purpose, I'll anoint my sword.
I bought an unction of a mountebank,
So mortal, that but dip a knife in it,

Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare.

Collected from all simples that have virtue

Under the moon, can save the thing from death,

Th.at is but scratch'd withal : 111 touch my point
^V'ith this contagion, that, if I gall him slightly.

It may be death.
King. Let's further think of this

:

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means,
May fit us to our shape : if this should fail.

And that our drift look through our bad performance,
'Twere better not assay'd : therefore this project

Should have a back, or second, that might hold.

If this should blast in proof. Soft I—let me see

:

^Ve'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings :

( ha 't

:

When in your motion you are hot and dry
(As make your bouts more violent to that end),
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepar'd him
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but sipping,
(f he by chance escape your venom'd stuck,
Our purpose may hold there.

Jiiiter Queen.
How now, sweet queen 1

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel,

So fast they follow : your sister's drcwn'd, Laertes.
Zire?-. Drown'dl O, where!
Queen. There is a willow grows aslant a brook.

That shows his hoar leaves in the .glassy stream;
Tliere with fantastic garlands did she come
Of crow-iiowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples.
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name.
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them

:

There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke

;

When down her weedy trophies, and herself,

Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide,
And, mermaid-like, a while they bore her up :

Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ;

As one incapable of her own distress.

Or like a creature native and indu'd
Unto that element: but long it could not be,
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,
PuU'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay
To muddy death.
Laer. Alas, then, she is.drown'd!
Qneen. Drown'd, drowned.
Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia,

And therefore I forbid my tears: but yet
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds.
Let shame say what it will : when these are gone,
The woman will be out. Adieu, my lord :

I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze.
But that this folly douts it. [Exit.
King. Let's follow, Gertrude.

I low much I had to do to calm his ragq \

Now fear I this will give it start again j

Therefore let's follow. lExcuiiC.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—A ChurcJiyard.

Enter tiuo Clowns, loith spades^ &'C.

1 do. Is she to be buried in Christian burial, that
wilfully seeks her own salvation!
2 Clo. I tell thee, she is ; and therefore make her

grave straight : the crowner hath set on her, and
finds it Christian burial.

1 Clo. How can that be, unless she drowned herself
in her own defence!

2 CLo. Why, 'tis found so.

1 Clo. It must be se oJfende7ido ; it cannot be else.

For here lies the point : if I drown myself wittingly,
it argues an act : and an act hath three branches ; it

is. to act, to do, and to perform : argal, she drowned
herself wittingly.

2 Clo. Nay, but hear you, goodman delver.
1 Clo. Give me leave. Here lies the water;

good : here stands the man
;
good : if the man go to

this water, and drown himself, it is, will he, niil he,
he goes: mark you that? but if the water come to
hini, and drown him, he drowns not himself; argal,
he that is not guilty of his own death, shortens not his
own life.

2 Clo. But is thisla-,v?

1 Clo. Ay, marry, is't; crowner's-quest law.
2 Clo. Will you ha' the truth on't ? If this had not

been a gentlewoman, she should have been buried
out of Christian burial.

Clo. Why, there thou say'st ; and the more pity,

that great folk should have countenance in this worltl

to drown or hang themselves, more than their even
Christian.—Come, my spade. There is no ancient
gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave-nuikers

:

"they hold u(> Adam's profession.
2 Clo. Was he .a gentleman?
1 Clo. He was the first that ever bore arms.
2 Clo, Why, he had none.
iClo. What, art a heathen? How dost thou under-

stand the Scripture? The Scripture says, Adam
digged : could he dig without arms? I'll put another
question to thee: if thou answerest luc not to the
purpose, confess thyself

—

2 Clo. Go to.

I Clo. What is he that builds stronger than either
the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter?

Clo. The gallows-niaker; for that frame outlives a
lisaud teu.ints.

Clo. I like thy wit well, in gootl faith ; the g.allows
does well ; but how does it well ? it does well to those
that do ill : now, thou dost ill to say the gallows is
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built stroiiffcrthan tlie church : ar£;al, the gallows may
do well to tliee. To 't a^ain, come.
2 Clo. Who builds stronger than a mason, a ship-

wright, era carpenter

?

1 Clo. Ay, tell me that, and unyoke
2 Clo. Marry, now 1 can tell.

1 Clo. To "t.

2 Clo. Mass, I cannot tell.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio at a distance.

I Clo. Cudgel thy brains no more abouc it, for your
chill ass will'not mend his pace with beating; and,

when you are asked this question next, say, a grave-

maker : the houses that he makes, last till doomsday.
I lo. get thee to Yaughan ; fetch me a stoop of

liquor. \ExU 2 Clo.

I
He di^s and sink's. J

/« youDi, it'hen I did lo^>e, did love,

Methou^hf U luas very s^vect.

To contract, O. the time./or, ah, my behove,

O, methoit^ht, there tvas nothing meet.
Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business.

that he sings at grave-making Y (easiness,

Hor. Custom hath made it in him a property ol

Ham. "Tis e'en so : the hand of little employment
hath the daintier sense.

I Clo. [Sings. \

But age, "With his stealing steps.

Hath claw'd me in his clntch.

And hath shipped me intitl the land.
As ifI had never been sjich.

\ Throtvs up a skull.

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could
sing once : hnw the knave jowls it to the ground, as

if it were Cain's jaw-bone, that did the first murder I

This might be the pate of a politician, which this ass

now o'er-reaches ; one that would circumvent God,
might it not?
Hor. It might, my lord.

Ham. Or of a courtier; which could say, "Good-
morrow, sweet lord! How dost thou, good lord?"
This miglit be my lord such-a-one, that praised iny
lord such-a-one's horse, when he meant to beg it

;

might it not ?

Hor. Ay. my lord.

Ham. Why, e'en so; and now my lady Worm's;
chapless, and knocked about the mazard with a sex-
ton's spade : here *s fine revolution, an we had the
trick to sec't Did these bones cost no more the
breeding, but to play at loggats with them? mine
ache to think on't.

I Clo. \Siiigt.\

A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade.
For and a shrouding sheet

:

O, a pit o/clay/or to be 7nade
Forsttch a guest is meet.

( Thro7tis up another skull.

Ham. There's another : why may not that be the
skull of a lawyer? Where be his quiddits now, his

nuillets, his cases, his tenures, and his tricks? why
riocs he sufTerthis rude knave nowto knock him about
tile sconce with a dirty shovel, and will not tell him of
his action of battery? Hum I This fellow might be
in 's time .1 great buyer of land, with his statutes, his

recognizances, his tines, his double vouchers, his re-

coveries : is this the fine of his fines, and the recovery
.I'his recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine dirt?
will hi.s vouchers vouch him no more of his purchases.
and tloiil lie ones too. than the length and breadth of
a p.iir of indentures? The very conveyance of his

.iiids will h.irdiy lie in this box ; and must the inheritor
iiiiself have no more, ha?
Hor. Not .a jot more, my lord.

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins t

Hor. Ay. my lord, and of calf-skins too.
Ham. 'I'licy are sheep, and c.'ilves, which seek out
ssurancc in that. I will speak to this fellow. Wliosc
rave's this, sir?
I Clo. Mine. sir. \Sings.\

O, a pit o/clay for to be tnndt
For such a guest is meet.

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed; for thou liest

in 't.

1 Clo. You lie out on "t. sir, and therefore it is

not yours : for my part, I do not lie in 't, and yet it is

Ham. Thou dost lie in 't, to Iw in't, .and say it is

thine : lis for the dead, not for the <niick ; therefore

I Clo. 'Tis a quick lie, sir ; 'twill away again, from
nic to you.
Ham. What man dost thou dig it for!
1 Cto. For no man, sir.

Ham. AVhat woman, then ?

1- Clo. For none, neither.
Ham. Wlio is to be buried in 't ?

1 Clo. One that was a woman, sir ; but, rest hor
soul, she's dead.
Ham. How absolute the knave is I we must speak

by the card, or equivocation will undo us. By the
lord, Horatio, these three years 1 have taken note
of it ; the age i.s grown so picked, that the toe of the
peasant comes so near the heel of the courtier, he
galls his kibe.—How long hast thou been a grave-
maker?

I Clo. Of all the days i' the year, I came to't that
day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras.
Ham. How long is that since ?

I Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that

:

it was the very day that young Hamlet was born : he
that is mad, and sent into England.
Ham. Ay, marry, why was he sent into England?
I Clo. Why, because he was mad : he shall recover

his wits there; or, if he do not, 'tis no great matter
there.

Ham. Why?
I Clo. 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the

men are as mad as he.
Ham. How came he mad ?

I Clo. Very strangely, thev say.
• //,r>«. How strangely?

I Clo. 'Faith, e'en with losing his wits.

Ham. Upon what ground ?

'

I Clo. AVliy, here in Denmark : I have been sexton
here, man and boy, thirty years.
Ham. How long will a man lie i' the earth ere he

rot?
I Clo. "Faith, if he be not rotten before he die. (as

we have many pocky corses now^a-days, that will

scarce hold the laying in.) he will last you some eight
year or nine year : a tanner will last you nine year.
Ham. Wliy he more than another^
I Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his trade,

that he will keep out water a great while ; and your
water is a sore decayer of your whoreson dead body.
Here's a skull now; this skuU hath lain you i' the
earth three and twenty years.
Ham. Whose was it ?

I Cto. A whoreson mad fellow's it was : whose do
you think it was?
Ham. Nay, I know not.

I Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! 'a
poured a flagon of Klienish on my head once. This
same skull, sir. was Vorick's skull, the kings jester.
Hatn. This?
I Clo. E'en that
Hatn. Let me see.—f Takes the skull.]—Alas, poor

Yorick !— I knew liiiii, Hor.itio: a fellow of infinite jest,
of most excellent fancy : he hath borne me on his
b.ack a thousand time.",; .and nxw, how abhorred in
my imagination it is 1 my gorge rises at it. Here
hung those lips, that I have kissed I know not how
oft. Where lie your gibes now! your gambols? your
songs? your ll.isliesof iiierriiiient. tli.at were wont to
set the tatjje on a roar? Not one now. to mock your
own grinning? ijiiite chap-f-illen? Now get you to
my lady's clKimKr. ;iu<l tell licr. let her paint an inch
thick, to this favour -he must i ome ; make her laugh
.atthat-— I'r'vtiiee. Hi.r.itio. tell iiie one thing
Nor. Wh.it s that, my lord?
Ham. Dost thou think Alexander looked o" this

fashion i' llie earth?
Hor E'en so.

Ham. AiKUmelt so? pah 1 [Puts down the skull.
Hor. E'en so, my lord.
Ham. To what base uses we m.ay rctuni, Horatio 1

Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of
Alexander, till he find it stopping a bung-hole?
Hor. 'Twere lo consider too curiously, to consider

Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him
thither with inodesly enough, and likelihood to lead
il ; .as thus; Alexander died. Alex.inder was buried,
Alexander relurnelli into dust ; ihc dnst is earth

;

of earth we in.ikc loam ; and why of that loam,
ivlicreto he was converted, might they ii"( si..|. a
beer-barrel ?
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Imperial Cresar, dead and turn'd to clay,

Mijfht stop a liole to keep the wind away :

O. that thiit earth, which kept tlie world in awe,
Should patch a wall f expel the winter s tlaw !

But soft I but soft ! aside :—here comes the king.

Unler Priests, tyc.in procession: tlic cor/j-fii/"Ophelia,

Laertes, ami mournersfoUowiiig ; King, Queen,
their trains^ &•€.

'

1 he queen, the courtiers : who is that they follow ?

And with such maimed rites? This doth betoken.

The corse they fo low did with desperate hand
Fordo its own life : 'twas of some estate.

Couch we a while, and mark.
[Retiriiis: luith Horatio.

Liter. What ceremony elseV
H<n>i. That is Laertes,

A very noble youth : mark.
Ijxer. What ceremony else ?

I Priest. Her obsequies have been as far enlarg'd

As we have warrant : her death was doubtful ;

And, but that great command o'ersways the order.

She should in ground unsanctified have lodg'd.

Till the last trumpet ; for clmritable prayers.

Shards, Hints, and pebbles, should be thrown on her

:

Yet here she is allow'd her virgin crants,

Hermaiden .strewments, and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

Laer. Must there no more be done?
I Priest. No more be done :

We should profane the service of the dead.
To sing a requietit. and such rest to her
As to peace-parted souls.

Laer. Lay her i' the earth

;

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh.

May violets spring I I tell thee, cluirlish priest,

A ministering angel shall my sister be,

When thou liest howling.
Hc-m. What, the fair Ophelia 1

Queen. Sweets to the sweet : farewell

!

[Scattering Jloiuers.
1 hop'd thou shouldst ha\e been my Hambt's wife :

I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid.
And not have strew'd thy .grave.

Laer. O, treble woe
Fall ten times treble on that cursed head.
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense
Depriv'd thee of 1 Hold off the earth awhile.

Till 1 have caught her once more in mine arms :

yLeapiit^ into the ^rave.
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead.
Till of this flat a mountain you have made.
To o'er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head
Of blue Olympus.
Haul.

I
Advancing.^ What is he. whose grief

Bears such an emphasis ! whose phrase of sorrow
Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them stand.

Like wonder-wounded hearers? this is I,

Hamlet the Dane. I
Leaping into the grave.

Laer. The devil take thy soul

!

\Grapplin.!; loith him.
Ham. Thou pray'st not well.

I pr'ythee, take tliy fingers from my throat

;

For though I am not splenetive and rash.

Yet liave I in me something dangerous.
Which let tl>y wisdom fear : hold off thy hand.
King. Pluck them asunder.
Queen. Hamlet, Hamlet

!

Att. Gentlemen,

—

L/or. Good my lord, be quiet.

[ The Attendants/'irr; them, and tlicy come
out of the ^rave.

Ham Why, I will fight with him upon this theme
Until my eyelids will no longer w.ig.

Queen. O my son. what theme?
Haul. I lo\ 'il Ophelia : forty thousand brothers

Could not, with .til their quantity of love.

Make up my sum. What wilt thou do for her?
King. O. he is mad, Laertes.
Queen. For love oi God, forbear him.
Ham. '.Swou- Is, show me what thou 'It do :

Woo 't weep? woo 't fight? woo 't fast? woo 't tear
thyself?

Woo 't drink up Esil ? e,at a crocodile?
I II do 't Dost thou come here to whine?
To outface ine with leaping in her grave?
Be burieil quick with her, and so will I

:

And, if thou prate of n.ountains, let them throw
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground,

Singeing his pate against the burning zone.
Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, and tliou 'It mouth,
I'll rant as well as thou.
Queen. This is mere madness

;

And thus a while the fit will work on him ;

.\non. as patient as the female dove.
When that her golden couplets are disclos'd.
His silence will sit droojjing.
Ham. Hear you, sir ;

What is the reason that you use me thus?
I lov'd you ever: bt't it is no matter:
Let Hercules himself do what he may.
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. \Jlxit.

King. I praj' you, good Horatio, wait upon him.
{Exit Hor.itio.

\To Laertes.] Strengthen your patience in our last

night's speech ;

We'll put the matter to the present i-»ush.

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son.
This grave shall have a living monument

:

An hour of quiet siiortly shall we see ;

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. \Exeu)Lt.

SCENE \\.—A Hall m the Castle.

Enter Hamlet and Horatio.
Ham. So nmch for this, sir : now shall you see

the other :

You do remember all the circumstance?
Elor. Remember it, my lord 1

HajH. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting,

That would not let me sleep ; methought I lay
Worse than the niutines in the bilboes. Rashly,
And prais'd be rashness for it : let us know.
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well.

When our deep plots do pall : and that sliould teach
There 's a divinity that shapesour cuds, [us,

Rough-hew them how we wiU.
Hor. That is most certain.
Ham. Up from my cabin.

My sea-gown scarfd about me, in the dark
Grop'd 1 to find out them : had my desire ;

Finger'd their packet : and, in fine, withdrew
To mine own room again ; making so bold.
My fears forgetting manners, to unseal
Their grand cominission ; where I found, Horatio,—

royal knavery I—an exact conmiand.
Larded with many several sorts of reasons.
Importing Denmark's health, and England's too.
With, ho I such bugs and goblins in my life.

That, on the supei-\-ise, no leisure bated.
No, not to stay the grinding of the axe.
My head should be struck off
Hor. Is't possible ?

Ham. Here's the connnission : read it at more
But wilt thou hear me how 1 did proceed? [leisure.
Hor. i beseech you
Ham. Being thus benetted round with villainies,

—

Ere I could make a prologue to my brains.
They had begun the play I sat nie down

;

Uevis'd a new commission ; wrote it fair :

1 once did hold it, as our statists do,
A baseness to write fair, .anrl labour'd much
Ho\y to forget that learning ; but, sir, now
It did me yeoman's service : wiit thou know
The effect of what I wrote ?

Nor. Ay, good my lord.
Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king.

As England was his faithful tributary:
As love between Iheiu like the palm might flourish

;

As peace should still hor wheatcn garland wear.
And stand a comma 'tween their amities ;

And many such likeases of great charge,

—

Th.at, oil the view and know ol these contents.
Without debatenient flirther. more or less.

He should the bearers put to .sudden d^ath,
Not shriving-time allow'd.
Hor. How was this scal'd ?

Ham. V'hy, even in that was heaven ordinant.
I had my father's signet in my purse.
Which was the model of that Danish seal ;

I-"ol(ied the writ up in form of the other:
Subscrib'd it ; gave 't ill' impression ; pKic'd it safely,

The changeHng never known. Now, the next day
Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was seiiuent
Thou know'st already.
Hor. So Guildeustern and Rosenrrantz go to *t.

Ham. Why, man, they did make love to this em-
ployment;
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They are not near my conscience ; tl\eir defeat
Does by their own insinuation f;row :

"lis dangerous, when tlie baser nature comes
Between the pass and fell incensed points

tJf mighty oppositcs.
}[or, "Why, what a king is this I

}lam. Doesit not, tliink'st thee, stand nie now upon

—

He that hatti kill'd my king, and whor'd my motlier;
IVipp'd in between tli' election and my hopes

;

Thrown out his angle for my proper life.

And with such cozenage—is "t not perfect conscience.

To quit hiin with this arm ? and is t not to be damii'd,

To let this canker of our nature come
In further evil?

thr. It must be shortly known to him from England,
"What is the issue of tlie business there.

Ham. It will be short : the interim is mine ;

And a man's life's no more than to say, one.
IJiit I am very sorry, good Horatio,
That to Laertes I forgot myseif

;

For, by the image of my cause. I see
The portraiture of his : I'll count 'nis favours :

But. sure, the bravery of his grief did put me
Into a towering passion.
Hor. Peace I who comes here !

Eater Osrick.
Otr. Vour lordship is right welcome back to Den-

niarj;.

Ham. I humbly thank you, sir.—Dost know this

wa!er-lly ?

Hor. No. my good lord.

Ham. Thy state is tlie more gracious; for 'tis a vice

to know him. He hath much land, and fertile : let ;i

beast be lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand at the
king's mess : 'tis a chough ; but, as I say, spacious in

tlie possession of dirt.

Osr. Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, I

shouhl imi^art a thing to you from his majesty.
Hum. 1 will receive it, sir, with all diligence of

spirit. Your bonnet to his right use ; 'tis lor the head.
Osr. \ thank your lordship, 'tis very hot.

Ham. No, believe me, 'tis very cold ; the wind is

northerly.
Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed.
Ham. But yet. methinks, it is very sultry, and hot

;

or my complexion

—

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry.—as
'twere,— I cannot tell how,—But, my loril. his majesty
bade me signify to you, that he has laid a tjreat wager
on your head : Sir, this is the matter.

—

Ham. I beseech you, remember

—

I
Hamlet moves him tomtit on Itis hat

Osr. Nay. in good faith ; for mine ease, in gooii

faith. Sir, lierc is newly come to court, Laertes;
believe me. an absolute gentleman, full of most excel-

lent differences, of very soft society, and great
showing : indeed, to %peak feelingly of him, he is the
car<l or calendar of gentry ; for you shaii iiiid in him
the continent of what jiart a gentleman would see.

Ham. Sir. his dcfiiiemenl surfers no perdition in

you ;—though, 1 know, to divide him inveiitorially,

would dizzy the arithmetic of memory ; and yet but
raw neither, in respect of his quick sail. But. in the

verity of extolment. I take him to be a soul of great
article ; and his infusion of such dearth and rareness,

;is. to make true diction of him, his semblable is his

mirror , and who else would trace him, his umbrage,
nothing more.
Osr. Vour lordship speaks most infallibly of him.
Ham. The concernancy, sir? why do we wrap the

gentleman in our more rawer breath?
Osr. Sir?
Hor Is't not possible to understand in another

tongue ? 'Vou will c'o t. sir, really.

Ham What imports the nomimttion of this gentle-

Osr. Of I-aertes? (mani
Hor. His purse is empty already; all his golden

words are spent.
Ham. Of him. sir.

Osr. I know you are not ignorant

—

Ham. I would you did, sir; in faith, if you did.

it would not much approve me. Well sir.

Osr. You arc not ignorant of what excellence
I-iertes is

—

Ham. I dare not confess that, lest I should com-
pare with him in excellence ; but, to know a man well,

were to know himself.

Osr, 1 mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the im-

putation laid on him by them, in his meed he's uii-

fclUiwed.
Ham. What's his weapon?
Osr. Rapier and dagger.
Ham. That's two ol his weapons : but, well.

t>jcr. The king, sir. hath wagered with him six

Barbary horses ; against tlie which he has imponerl,
as I take it, six French r.ipiers and poniards, with
their assigns, as girdle, liangers. and so : three of the
carriages, in faith, are very dear to fancy, very re-

sponsive to the hilts, most delicate carriages, and of
very liberal conceit.
Hafft. What call you tlie carriages?
Hor. 1 knew you must be edified by the margent,

ere y ou had done.
Osr. The carriages, sir. are the hangers.
Hatft. The phrase would be more'german to the

matter, if we could carry cannon by our sides; I

would it might be hangers till then. Cut, on : si.x

Barbary horses against six French s\\'()rds, their
assigns, and three liberal-conceited carriages; that's
tlie French bet .against the D.anish. ^Vhy is' this
imponed, as you call it 't

Osr. The king. sir. hath laid, that in a dozen passes
between yourself and him. he shall not exceed you
three hits ; he hath laid, on twelve for nine ; and it

would come to immediate trial, if your lordship would
vouchsafe tlie answer.
Hatn. How, if I answer, no?
Osr. I mean, my lord, the opposition of your person

in trial.

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall : if it please
his majesty, it is the breathing time of day with me ;

let the foils be brought, the gentleman willing, and
the king hold his purpose, I will win for him. if 1 can ;

it not, 1 will gain nothing but my shame, and the odtl
hits.

Osr. Shall I deliver you so?
Ham. To this effect, sir: after what flourish your

nature will.

Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship.
Ham. Yours, yours.— lir-r;'/ Usrick.

I
He does wel'

to commend it himself; there are no tongues else for 'i

turn.

Hor. This lapwng runs away with the shell on hi'

head.
Ham. He did comply with his dug. before he

sucked it. Thus has he (and many more of the s,-iine

Lireed. that. 1 know, the drossy age dotes on), only
got the tune of th-.; time, and outward habit of en-
counter; a kind of yesty collection, which carries
I hem through and through the most fond and win-
nowed opinions ; and do but blow them to their trial,

the bubbles arc out.

Hitter a Lord.

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him to you
by young Osrick, who brings back to him. that you
attend him in the hall : he sends to know, if your
pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that you will

take longer time.
Havi I am constant to my purposes; they follow

the king's pleasure: if his timers speaks, mine, is

ready ; now, or whensoever, provided 1 be so able as
now.
Lord. The king, and queen, and all are coming
Ham. In happy time. |down.
Lord. The queen desires yon to use some gentle

entertainment to Laertcb. before you fall to play.
Ham. She well instructs me. \ExitV.or'\.
Hor You will lose this w.iger. my lord.

Ham. I do not think so; since he went into Fmnce,
I li.ive been in continual practice ; I shall win ;it the
o<lds. But thou wnuldst not think, how ill all's here
about my heart : but it is no matter.
Hor. .Nay, good my lord.

—

Ham. It is but foolery; but it is such a kind of gain-
giving, as wf»uld perh.aps trouble ,'i woman.
Hor If your mind dislike any thing, obey it : I will

for'^stal their repair hither, and say you ;irc not fit.

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury : there is a spe-
cial providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be now,
'tis not to come; if it be not to come, it will be now ;

if it be not now. yet it will come : the readiness is all

:

since no man, of aught he le.tves, knows : what is 't to
leave betimes? Let be,

Jinttr King, Queen, Laertes, Lords, Osrick, and
Attendants with/oils, Src.
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Kiitg. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this haml
from jne.

I
The KXxvyputs the hand (j/Laertes into that

(yHamlet,
Ham. Give me your pardon, sir : I 've done you

wrongs

;

But pardon 't, as you are a gentleman,
riiis presence knows.
And you must needs have heard,
How I am punish'd with sore distraction.
What 1 have done.
That might your nature, honour, and exception,
Rougfhly awake, I here proclaim wasmadi.ess.
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes? Never Hamlet
If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away,
And, when he 's not himself, does wrong Laertes.,
Then Hamlet does it not ; Hamlet denies it.

Who does it. then! His madness : if 't be so,

Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd
;

His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy.
Sir, in this audience.
Let my disclaiming from a purpos'd evil

Free me so far in your most generous tlioughts.
That I have shot mine arrow o'er the house.
And hurt my brother.
/,aer. I am satisfied in nature.

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour,
I stand aloof; and will no reconcilement.
Till by some elder masters, of known honour,
I have a voice and precedent of peace.
To keep my name ungor'd. But till that time,
I do receive j^our otfer'd love like love,
And will not wrong it.

Ham. I embrace it freely

;

And will this brother's wager frankly play.
Give us the foils. Come on.
Laer. Come, one for me.
Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes : in mine ignorance

Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest niglit.

Stick fiery off indeed.
Lacr. You mock me, sir.

Ham. No, by this hand.
AV;/^. Give them the foils, young Osrick.—Cousin

You know the wager? [Hamlet,
Ham. Very well, my lord ;

Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker side.
AY^/p-. I do not fear it ; I have seen you both

:

But since he is better'd, we have therefore odds
Laey. This is too heavy, let me see another.
Ham. This likes me well. These foils have all .a

length!
Osr. Ay, my good lord. \Theyprepare to play.
King;. Set me the stoops ofwme upon that table :

If Hamlet give the first or second hit,

Or quit in answer of the third exchange.
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire

;

The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath
;

And in the cup an union shall he throw.
Richer than that which four successive kings
In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the cups

;

And let the kettle to the trumpet speak.
The trumpet to the cannoneer without,
The cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth,
" Now the king drinks to Hamlet I"—Come, begin ;

—

And you, the judges, bear a wary eye.
Ham. Come on, sir.

Laer. Come, my lord. f They f!a v.

Ham, One.
Laer. No.
Ham. Judgment.
Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit.

Laer. Well ;—again.
I^in^. .Stay ; give me drink.—Hamlet, this pearl is

Here's to thy health. Give him the cup. (thine
;

\Triitnpets sound : and ca-nnon shot off luithin
Ham. I'll play this hoiit first ; set it by a while.

Come—{Theyplay.\ Another hit; what saj' you?
J.aer. A touch, a touch, I do confess.

Kins. O'T son shall win.
Queen. He 's fat, and scant of breath.

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows

:

The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet.
Ham. Good madam

:

Kinf;. Gertrude, do not drink.
Queen. I will, my lord; I i)ray you, pardon me.
King-. \As:de.\ It is t!ie poison'd cup ; it is too late.

Ham. I dare not fl>ink yet, madam ; by and by.

Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face.
I^er. My lord, I'll hit him now.
King. I do not think it.

Laer. \Aside.\ And yet it is almost against my con-
science.

Ham. Come, for the third, I^ertes : you but dally

;

1 pray you, pass with your best violence

;

I am afeared you make a wanton of me.
Laer. Say you so! come on. [They play.
Osr. Nothing, neither way.
Laer. Have at you now.

['Ls.tnas luounds Hamlet; then, in sniffling,
they change rapiers, and Hamlet luounds
Laertes.

Kin_!^. Part them ; they are incens'd.
Ham. Nay, come, again. [r/if Queen /.j/Zj-.

Osr. Look to the queen there, ho

!

Hor. They bleed on both sides. How is it, my
Osr. How is it, Laertes ! [lord I

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to mine own springe,
Osrick

;

I am justly kiU'd with mine own treacherj'.

Ham. How does the queen ?

King: Slie swoons to see them bleed.
Queen. No. no, the drink, the drink,—O my dear

Hamlet !—
The drink, the drink ;—I am poison'd. \Dies.
Ham. O villainy !—Ho I let the door be lock'd :

Treachery! seek it out. [Laertesyfi/Zj.
Laer. It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain ;

No medicine in the world can do thee good ;

In thee there is not half an hour of life ;

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand,
Unbated, and envenom'd : the foul practice
Hath turn'd itself on me ; lo, here I he.
Never to rise again : thy mother's poison'd :

I can no more :"—the king, the king's to blam"
Ham. The point, envenom'd too 1

—

Then, venom, do thy work [Stabs the Kin;;;.

.^lll. Treason t treason 1

King. O, yet defend me, friends ; I am but hurt.
Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murderous, danmed

Dane,
Drink off this potion:—is thy union here !

Follow my mother.' [King dies.
l^aer. He is justly serv'd ;

It is a poison temper'd by himself
Exchange forgiveness wi'th me. noble Hamlet

:

Mine and my father's death come not upon thee

;

Nor thine on me 1 [Dies.
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee.

I am dead, Horatio. Wretched queen, adieu I

Vou that look pale and tremble at this chance,
That are but unites or audience to this act.

Had I but time, (as this fell sergeant, Death,
Is strict in his arrest,) O, 1 could tell you—
But let it be.—Horatio. I am dead ;

Thou liv'st ; report me and my cause aright
To the unsatisfied.
Hor. Never believe it

:

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane ;

Here's yet some liquor left.

Ham. As thou 'rt ,a man,
Give me the cup: let go; by heaven, I'll have it.

God 1 Horatio, what a wounded name.
Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind m? !

If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart.
Absent thee from felicity a while,
.^nd in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain,
To tell my story.

[I\tarch afar off, and ihot ivithiu.
What warlike noise is this ?

Osr, Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from
Poland,

fo the ambassadors of England give?
This warlike volley.

Ham. O, I die, Horatio ;

The potent poison quite o'er-crows my spirit :

1 cannot live to hear the news from England
;

But I do prophesy the election "lights

On Fortinbras : he has my dying voice :

So tell him, with the occurrents," more ,and less.

Which have solicited.—The rest is silence. [r>irs.

Hor. Now cracks a noble heart : — good night,
sweet prince

;

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest

!

[March 7i'ilhin.
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\\'\\y does the drum come hither?
Enter Fortinbras, the Hn^lisU Ambassadors, a»d

ottiers.

Fort. Where is this sight?
llor. What is it ye would see?

If aught of woe or wonder, cease your search.
Fort. Thi-S quarry cries on havoc. O proud death,

\\'hat feast is toward in tliine eternal cell,

That thou so many princes at a shot
So bloodily hast struck t

I Amb. The sight is dismal

;

And our alTairs from England come too late :

The ears are senseless that should give us hearing,
To tell him his conunandment is fuifiird.
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead :

Where should we have our thanks ?

Hor. Not from his mouth.
Had it the ability of life to thank you :

He never gave commandment for their death.
But since, so jump upon this bloody question,
You from tlie Polack wars, and you from England,
Are here arriv'd, give order that these bodies
High on a stqge be placed to the view

;

And let me speak to the yet unknowing world.
How these things came about : so shall you hear
Of carnal, bloody, and unn.itural acts ;

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters;

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc'd cause

;

.\iul. in this iipsliot, purposes mistook
l-all'n on the inventors' heads : all this can I

Truly deliver.
Fort. Let us haste to hear it,

And call the noblest to the audience.
For'me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune :

1 have some rights of memory in this kingdom ;

Which, now to claim, my vantage doth invite ine.

Kor. Of that 1 shall have also cause to speak,
.\ntl from his mouth whose voice will draw on more :

But let this same be presently perform'd.
Even while mens nnnds are wild; lest more mis-

chance
On plots and errors happen.

Fort. L.et four captains
Rear Hamlet, like a soldier, to the stage

;

For he was likely, had he been put on.
To have prov'd most royally : and, for his passage.
The soldiers' nuisic, and the rites of war.
Speak loudly for him.
Take up the bodies ; such a sight as this
Hecomcs the field, but here shows much amiss.
Go, bid the soldiers shoot.

[.,•/ dead 7>uirch. F.xeicnt. bearing away tlu

dead bodies : after wliidt, a peal o/ord'
stance is shot ojf.

Romeo and Juliet.

DRAMATIS PEkSONyC.

Kscalus, Prince of Verona.
P.aris, a yojttti^ Nobietnan. Kinsmafi to the Prince.
Montague, \/Ara<3Cr of two llottses at •variatice with
Capulet, j each otlier.

An Old Man, Kinsman to Capulet.
Romeo, Son to Montague.
Mercutio, Kinsman to tile Prince, and Friend to

Romeo.
Benvolio. Nep}ie-.uto Montague, andFriend toKomeo.
Tybalt, Nephew to I^ady Capulet.
Friar Laurence, a Franciscan.
F'riar John, ofthe same Order.
Italthasar, Servant to Romeo,

^",'^'^^":\Ser^a„tstoCapn^.t.

SCENE,—Verona : Once, fin the Fifth Act) at Mantua

Peter, another Servant to Capulet.
.Vbram, Servant to Montague.
An Apothecary.
Three Musicians.
Chorus. Page to Mercutio ; Page to Paris ; an Oflicer.

r,ady Montague, Wife to Montague.
I^ady Capulet, iVife to Capulet.
Juliet, Daughter to Capulet.
Nurse /o Juliet.

Citizens of Verona; male and female Relations to

both Houses / Maskers, Guards, Watchmen and
Attendants.

PROLOGUE.
Chonts,

Two households, both alike in dignity.
In fair Verona, where we lay our scene.

From ancient grud.ie break to new mutiny.
Where civil bluod makes civil hands unclean.

l"riin\ forth the fatal l<,ins of these two foes
A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life

;

Whose misadveiitur'tl piteous overthrows
Do, with their de.uh. bury their parents' strife.

The fearful p.isviL."..- ..f ili,-ir de.ith mark'il love,
And the conlinuanre of their parents' r.-igc.

Which, but their children's end, nought could rem
Is now the two h<uirs' trailic of our stage ;

The which if you with patient ears attend.
What here shah miss, our toil sliall strive to mend

ACT L
SCENE I. WexondL.—A public Place.

Fitter Sampson and Gregory, armed with swords
and buikiers.

Sam. Gregory, o' my word, we'll not carry coals.
Gre. No, lor then we shouUI be colliers.

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw.
*ire. Ay. while you live, draw your neck out of the
Sam. I strike quickly, being moved. [collar.

Cre. But thou art not quicklV moved to strike.

Sam. A dog of the house o('^Mont:igne moves me.
Ore. To move is to stir; .'ind to Tie valiant is to

land ; therefore, if thou art moved, thou run'st
iw.iy

Sam. A dog of that house shall move mc to stand .•
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I will take tlie wail of any man or maid of Mon-
laii^uc's.

\ire That shows thee a weak slave : for the
weakest i^oes to the wall.

Sa?n. True ; and tlierefore women, beins; the
weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall:—there-

fore, I will push Montaj^fue's men from the wall, and
thrust his maids to the wall

Ore. The quarrel is between our master?, and us
their men.
Savt. 'Tis all one. I will show myself a tyrant : when

I have fouirht with the men. I will be cruel with the
maids, I wih cut off their heads.

Cre. The heads of the maids?
Sii}7t. Ay. the heads of the maids, or their maiden-

heads; take it in what sense thou wilt.

Gre. They must take it in sense, tliat feel it.

Sii}7t. Me they shall feel, while I am able to stand :

and 'tis kjiown 1 am a pretty piece of flesh.

Gre. Tis well thou art not fish ; if thou hadst,
thou hadst been poor John. Draw thy tool
comes two of the house of the Montatjues.

Satft. My naked weapon is out : quarrel, I will back
Gre. How ! turn thy back, and run? [thee
Sam. Fear me not.
Gre. No, marry : I fear thee !

Sa?n. Let us take the law of our side ; let them
besjin.

Gre. I will frown as I pass by ; and let them take it

as they list.

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at
them ; which is a disijrace to them, if they bear it.

Enter Abram and Balthasar.
Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, sir?
Sain. I do bite my thumb, sir.

Abr. Do you bite your ihund> at us. sir*
Sam. [Asidf' to Gre.

J
Is the law of our side, if I

Gre. {Aside to %^Wi.\'^o. fsay ayV
Sam. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you

but I bite my thumb, sir.

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir?

Abr. Quarrel, sir? no, sir.

Sam. If you do, sir, I am for you: I serve as i^ood
a man as you.
Abr. No better.
Sa7n, Well, sir.

Gre. [Aside to Sam] Say, better; here comes one
of my master's kinsmen.
Sam. Yes, better, sip.

Abr. You He.

Draw, if you be men. Gregory, rememberthy
swashinji^ blow. [Theyji^ht.

F.nter Benvolio.
Ben. Part, fools 1 put up your swords ; you know

not what you do. [Beats dowfi their s7vords.
F.nter Tybalt.

Tyb. AVhat. art thou drawn among^ these heart-
less hinds?

Turn thee, Benvolio ; look upon thy death.
Ben. I do but keep the peace : put uj) thy sword,

^r manajje it to part these men with me.
Tyb. What, drawn, and talk of peace I I hate the

As I hate hell, all Montagues, and tliee : [word.
Have at thee, coward ! [Theyjis^it.
Jinter several pey-sons of both Houses, ivho Join the

fray ; then enter Citizens. 7aith (Ittbs andpartisans.
Citizens Clubs, bills, and partisans 1 strike 1 beat

them down

!

Down with the Capulets I down with the Montaeue's 1

/:«/^r Capulet, in his ^i^owji : (T^^nf Lady Caj)ulet.

Cap. What noise is this? Give me my long sword,
ho I [sword ?

La. Cap. A crutch, a rrntch I Why call you for a
Cap. My sword. I say I Old Montague is come,

And flourishes his VMade in spite of me.
'

F.nter Montague and Lady Montague.
Man. Thou villain Capulet !—Hold me not, let me

go. [foe.

La. Men. Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek a
F.nter Prince, "tuith Attendants.

Prin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace,
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel.

—

Will thuy not hear? what ho ! you men. yon beasts,
That quench the fire of your pernicious ragu
Mith purple fountains issuing from your veins,

On pain of torture, from those bloocfy hamls
Throw your mis-temper'd weapons to the ground,
And hear the sentence of your moved prince.

civil brawls, bred of an airy word,
By thee, old Capulet, and Montague,
Have thrice disturb'd the quiet of our streets ;

And made Verona's ancient citizens
Cast by their grave beseeming ornaments,

'eld old partisans, in hands as old.

Canker'd with peace, to part your canker'd hate :

If ever you disturb our streets again,
Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace.
For this time, all the rest depart away:
You. Capulet, shall go along with me :

And, Montague, come you this afternoon,
To know o\ir further pleasure in this case.
To old Free-town, our common judgment-place.
Oace more, on pain of death, all men depart.

[Fxeunt Prince and Attendant : Capulet,
Lady Capulet, Tybalt, Citizens, a/.'d

Servants.
^fon. Who set this ancient quarrel new abroach?

Speak, nephew, were you by when it began?
Fen. Here were the servants of your adversary,

And yours, close fighting ere I did approach :

I drew to part them : in the histant came
Tlie fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepar'd ;

Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears,
ung about his head, and cut the winds.

Who. nothing hurt withal, hiss'd him in scorn ;

While we were interchanging thrusts and blows,
Came more and more, and fought on part and part,

Till the prince came, who parted cither part.
La Mon. O, where is Romeo ? saw you him tn-

Right glad I am he was not at *his fray. [day?

—

Fen. Madam, an hour before the worshipp'd sun
Peer'd forth the golden window of the east,

A troubled mind" drave me to walk abroad

;

Where, underneath the grove of sycamore
That westward rooteth from the city's side,

—

So early walking did I see your son :

Towards him I made ; but he was 'ware ofme.
And stole into the covert of the wood;
I, measuring his affections by my own.
That most are busied when they're most alone,
Pursu'd my humour, not pursuing his.

.•Vnd gladly shunn'd who gladly fled from me.
Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen.

With tears augmenting the fresh morning's dew,
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs

:

But all so soon as the all-cheering sun
Should in the furthest east begin to draw
Tlie shady curtains from Aurora's bed,
Away from light steals home my heavy son,
And private in his chamber pens himself;
Shuts up his windows, locks fair daylight out,
And makes himself an artificial night

:

Black and portentous must this humour prove,
Unless good counsel may the cause remove.
Fen. My noble uncle, do you know the cause ?

Mo}i. I nefther know it, nor can learn of him.
Fen. Have you importun'd him by any means.'
.Mon. Both by myself, and many other friends :

But he. his own affections' counsellor.

Is to himself.— I will not say how true,

—

But to himself so' secret and so close.

So far from soundimj and discovery,
As is the bud bit witli an envious worm,
Erre he can spread his sweet leaves to the air.

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun.
Could,we but learn from whence his sorrows grow,
We \vould as willingly give cure, as know.
Fen. See, where he comes ; so please you, step

aside

;

I'll know his grievance, or be much denied.
i^foti. 1 would, thou wert so happy by thy stay.

To hear true shrift.—Come, madam, let's away.
[Exeunt Montague and Lady.

Enter Romeo.
Fen. Good morrow, cousin.
Rom. Is the day so young ?

FL'n. But new struck nine.
Rom. Ah me I sad hours seem long.

Was that my father that went hence so fast?

Fen. It was. What sadness lengthens Romeo's
hours?

Rom. Not having that, which having, makes them
Fen. In love? [short.

Rom. Out

—

Fen. Of love?
Kojn. Out of lier favour, where I ani in love.
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Ben. Alas, that love, 30 gentle in his view,
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof

!

Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still,

Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will I

Where shall we dine ? O lue ! What fray was here?
Vet tell me not, for I have heard it all.

i!er.^s much to do with hate, but more with love •

Why. then. O brawlint; love 1 O loving hate 1

O any thing, of notliing first create!
heavy lightness ! serious vanity !

Mis-shapen chaos of well seeming forms I

Feather of lead, bris;ht smoke, cold fire, sick health!
Still-waking sleep, tliat is not what it is !

This love feel I, that feel no love in this.

Dost thou not laugh 1

Bert. No. coz. I rather weep.
Horn. Good heart, at what?
Ben. At thy g'lod heart's oppression.
Rom. Why, such is love's iransj^ression.

—

Griefs of mine own he heavy in my breast

;

AV'hich thou wilt propasjate. to have it press'd
\Vith more of thine : this love, that thou hast shown.
Doth add more grief to too much of mine own.
Love is a smoke raised with the fumes of sighs;
Hein^ purg'd, a fire sparklin,tj in lovers' eyes

;

ISeing vex d, a sea nourished with lovers' tears ;

What is it else ? a madness most discreet,
A choking gall, and a preserving sweet.
I-arewell, my coz, [Goi'Jt^.

lien. Soft ! I will go along

:

An if you leave me so. you do me wrong.
Rom. Tut. 1 have lost myself; I am iiot here;

This is not Romeo, he's some other where.
Ben. Tell inc in sadness, who is that you love.
Rom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee?
Ben. Groan ! why, no ;

Eut sadly tell me who.
Rotn. Bid a sick man- in sadness make his will

;

Ah. word ill urir'd to one that is so ill I

In satlnesSj cousin, I do love a woman.
Ben. I aim'd so near, when I suppos'd you lov'd.
Rom. A right good mark-man 1 And she's fair I

love.
Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit.

Rom. Well, in that hit. you miss ; she'll not be hit
With Cupid's arrow; she hath Dian's wit

;

And, in strong proof of chastity well arin'd.
1-roin love's weak childish bow she lives unharra'd.
She will not stay the siege of loving terms.
Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes.
Nor ope her lap to saint-seducing gold:
O. she is rich in beauty ; only poor.
That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store.
Ben. Then she hath sworn that she will still live

chaste ?

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes huge
For beauty, sta

—

\ with her severity, [waste ;

Cuts beauty ort ...m all posterity.
She is too fair, too wise ; wisely too fair.

To merit bliss by making me despair :

She hath forsworn to love; anri in that vow
Do I live dead, that live to tell it now.
Ben. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her.
Kom. (), te.ich ine how 1 should forget to think.
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ;

Examine other beauties.
Ron:. *Tis the way

To call hers exquisite, in question more :

These happy in.asks, that kis-. fair ladies' brows.
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair

;

He. tliat is strucken blind, cannot forget
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost

:

Show nie a mistress that is passing fair,

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note
^yllere I may read who pass'd tnat passing fair 1

I'arewell : thou canst n-jt teach me to forget.
Ben. I'll pay that doctrine, or else die In debt.

\./:.xeiiit/

SCENH U.—A Street.

F.n.'er C;ipulet. Paris, nuii Servant.
C.r/». But Montague is bound as well as I,

111 |".-n.tl!y .ilike ; and 'tis not hard, I think,
lor men so old as we to keep the peace.

/'.!>. Of honourable reckoning are you both ;

And pity 'tis vou liv'd at odds so long.
But now, my lord, what say you to my suit?
Caf. But sayine o'er what I have said before

;

My child is yet a stranger in the world,
-She hath not seen the change of fourteen years;
I.et two more summers wither in their pride,
lire we may think her ripe to be a bride.
Par. 'Vounger than she are ha}n)y mothers made.
Cap. And too soon marr'd are those so early made.

Earth hath swaliow'd all my hopes but slie,

Slie is the hopeful lady of my earth :

Hut woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart.
My will to her consent is but a part

;

Vn she agree, within her scope of choice
Lies my consent and I'air according voice.
Ihis night 1 hold an old accustoiu'd feast,
^V'hereto I have invited many a guest,
Such as 1 love , and you. among the store.
One more, most welcome, makes my number more.
.\t my poor house look to behold this night
'liarth-treading stars, that make dark heaven light

:

Such comfort as do lusty young men feel.

When weil-appareld .\pril on the heel
Of limping winter treads, even such delight
Among fresh female budb shall you this night
. nherit at my house : hear all. all see,
And like her most, whose merit most shall be

:

Such, amongst view of many, mine being one,
May stand in number, though in reckoning none.
Coine. go with me. [To the Serv.

J Go. sirrah, trudgt
Through fair Verona; find those persons out. (about
Whose names are written there, \Givi>if.' a paper.]

and to them say.
My house and welcome on their pleasure stay.

\Izxennt Capulet and Paris.
.Serv. Find them out, whose names are written

here ! It is written, tiiat the slioemaker should
meddle with his yard, and the tailor with his last, the
.islier with his pencil, and the painter with his nets;
but 1 am sent to find those persons, whose names are
here writ, ami can never find what names llie writing
person hath here writ. I must to the learned ;—in
^ood time.

Enter Benvolio and Romeo.
Ben. Tut, man, one fire burns out another's burning;
One pain is lessen'd by another's anguish ;

Turn giddy, and be holp by backwartf turning

;

One desperate grief cures with anotlier's languish :

r.ike thou some new infection to thy eye,
.\nd the rank poison of the old will tlie.

Rout. Your plaiiitain leaf is excellent for that.
Ben. For what, I pray thee ?

Rom. For your broken shin.
Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad?
Rom. Not nuad, but bound more than a madman is

;

Shut up '.1 prison, kept without my fooil,

)'d, and tormented, and—Good-den. good fellow.
'. (iod gi' good den.— 1 pr.iy, sir, canyon read?
!. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery
'. Perhaps you have learn'd it without book:

but. I pray, can you read any thing you see?
Rom. Ay, if I know the letters, and the language.
.Serf. Ye say honestly ; rest you merry ! \Goi'it);.

Ro.n. Stay, fellow; 1 can read. I Reads.
".Sij^nior A/artino. and his -ut/e, artd datt):hteys

;

ntnty Ansehnc, and his Oeattteoiis ststers : the iady
lotdoTV 0/ yttriivio ; .^ti^ntor Ptacentia, and his lox'ety

nieces ; Aferentio, and his hrother Valentine ; mine
uncle, Capulet. hts wife, and daughters ; my /"air
niece, Rosaline ; Lii-ia ; Sii^nior I'alenlio, and his
'Oitsin Tybalt. Lttcio. and the lifely Helena.^'
A fair assembly: \C,ive^ back the fafer.\ whither

should they come!
Ser^\ Up.
Rom. Whither?
Seni. To supper ; to our house.
Rom. Whose house?
Serti. My master's.
Kam. Indeeil. I should have .isked you that before,
Serr. Now I'll tell you without asking: my master

IS the great rich Capulet; and if you be not of the
llniuse of Montagues, I pray, come and crush a cup of
wine. Rest you inerr}'

!

\.£xit.
Hen At this same ancient feast of C.apulct's,

I Slips the fair Ros.iline. wlioiii Ihoii so lov'st;

!
With all the admirdd beauties of Verona:

1 1.0 thither ; and, with unallainted eye.
Compare her face with soinc lh.it I shall show.
And I will ni.ake thee think thy swan a crow.
Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye

Maintains such falsehood, thc4i turn tears to fires;



3^2 ROMEO AND JULIET. Aax.
And these,—who, often drown'd, could never die,

—

Transparent heretics, be burnt, for liars I

One fairer than my love 1 the all-seeing^ sun
Ne'er saw her match, since first the world begun.
Ben. Tut, you saw her fair, none else being by.

Herself pois'd with herself in either eye

:

But in that crystal scales, let there be weigh'd
Your lady's love against some other maid,
Tliat I will show you shining at this feast.

And she shall scant show well, that now shows best.
AV"!. I'll go along, no such sight to be shown,

iiut to rejoice in splendour not mine own. \ Exeunt.

SCENE III.

—

A Room in Capulefs House.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse.

La, Cap, Nurse, where 's my daughter! call her
forth to me.

Nurse, Now, by my maidenhead,—at twelve year
old,

—

I bade her come.—What, Iamb ! what, lady-bird I

God forbid !—where's this girl ?—what, Juliet 1

Enter ]u\\st,

yid. How now! who calls?
Nurse, Your mother.

'J}(1, I\Iadam, I am here
What is your will? [awhile.

La, Cap, This is the matter.—Nurse, give leave
We must talk in secret :—Nurse, come back again ;

I have remember'd me, thou shalt hear our counsel.
Thou know'st my daughter's of a pretty age.
Nurse, 'Faith, I can tell her age unto an hour.
La, Cap. She's not fourteen.
Nurse. I'll lay fourteen of my teeth,

—

And yet to my teen be it spoken I have but four,—
She is not fourteen. How long is it now
To Lammas-tide ?

La. Cap. A fortnight, and odd days.
Nurse. Evenorodd, of all daysin the year.

Come Lammas-eve at night, shall she be fourteen.
Susan and she,—God rest all Christian souls J

—

Were of an age : well, Susan is with God ;

She was too good for me : but, as I said.

On Laminas-'eve at night shall she be fourteen

;

That shall she, marry : I remember it well.

'Tis since the earthquake now eleven years

:

And she was wean'd,—I never shall forget it,

—

Of all the days of the year, upon that day:
For I had then laid wormwood to my du.g.

Sitting in the sun under the dove-house wall

;

My lord and you were then at Mantua :

—

Nay, I do bear a brain :—but, as I said.

When it did taste the wormwood on the nipple
Ofmy dug, and felt it bitter, pretty fool.

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug !

Shake, quoth the dove-house : 'twas no need, I trow,
To bid me trudge.
And since that time it is eleven years

;

For then she could stand alone ; nay, by the rood.
She could have run and waddled all about

;

For even the day before she broke her brow :

And then my husband,—God be with his soul

!

A was a merry man,—took up the child :

" Yea," quoth he, "dost thou/all upon thyface ?

Than wiU/all backward, ivhen thou hast more wit;
Wilt thou >tot, yule V and, by my holy-dame.
The pretty wretch left crying, and said—" Ay :"

To see, now, how a jest shall come about 1

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years,

I never should forget it: " IVilt thou not, yulcT
quoth he

;

And, pretty fool, it stinted, .and said—" Ay."
La. Cap, Enough of this j I pray thee, hold thy

peace.
A'urse, Yes, madam ; yet I cannot choose but laugh,

To think it should leave crying, and say—" Ay :"

And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow
A bump as big as a young cockrel's stone

;

A parlous knock; and it cried bitterly :

• Vea," quoth my husband, "fatrst ufion thy/ace ?

Thou wiltJail haekwai-d, tvhcn thou coJtCst to age ;

Wilt thou not, yule V it stinted, and said " Ay,"
yul. And stmt thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say T.

Nurse. Peace, I have done. God mark thee to his

grace I

Thou wast the prettiest babe that e'er I nursed :

An I might live to see thee married once,
1 have my wish.

La. Cap. Marry, that " marry " is the very theme
I came to talk of: tell me, daughter Juliet,

How stands your disposition to be married"
yul. It is an honour that I dream not of.

Nurse, An honour ! were not I thine only nurse,
I would say thou had sucked wisdom from thy teat.
La, Cap. Well, think of marriage now

; younger
Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, [than you,
.\re made already mothers : by my count,
I was your mother, much upon these years
That you are now a maid. Thus, then, in brief:

—

The valiant Paris seeks you for his love.
Nurse. A man, young lady ! lady, such a man.

As .ill the world—Why, he's a man of wax.
La. Cap. V'erona's summer hath not such .a flower.
Nurse. Nay, he's a flower ; in faith, a very flower.
La. Cap. What say you ? can you love the gentle-

man?
This night you shall behold him at our feast

;

Read o'er the volume of yoimg Paris' face,

.\nd find delight writ there with beauty's pen ;

Examine every married lineament.
And see how one an other lends content;
And what obscured in this fair volume lies,

Find written in the margin of his eyes.
Tliis precious book of love, this unbound lover.
To beautify him. only lacks a cover :

The fish lives in the sea ; and 'tis much pride.
For fair without the fair within to hide.
That book in many eyes doth share the glory.
That in .gold clasps locks in the golden story

;

So shall you share .all that he doth possess.
By having him, making yourself no less.

Nurse. No less? nay. bigger; women grow by men.
La. Cap. Speak briefly,'can you like of Paris' love?
yul. I'll look to like, if lookmg liking move :

But no more deep will I endart mine eye.
Than your consent gives strength to make it fly.

Enter a Servant,

Scr7'. Madam, the guests are come, supper served
up, you called, my young lady asked for, the nurse
cursed in the pantry, and everything in extremity. I

must hence to wait ; I beseech you, follow straight.

/.a. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet, tlie county stays.

Nurse, Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy days.

I
E,veunt,

SCENE IV.—A Street,

Entey Romeo, Mercutio, Benvolio, with Jive or si

Maskers, Torch-Bearers, and others.

Rom. What, shall this speech be spoke for oi

Or shall we on without apology » [excusi

Ben. The date is out of such prolixity :

We'll have no Cupid hood-wink'd with a scarf.

Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath,

Scarin.g the ladies like a crovz-keeper ;

Nor no without-book prologue, faintly spoke
After the prompter, for our entrance :

But, let them measure us by what they will.

We'll measure tliem a measure, and begone.
Rom. Give me a torch : I am not for this ambling ;

Being hut heavy, I will bear the light.

Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you dance.
Rom. Not i, believe me: you have dancing shoes

"With niutble soles ; I have a soul of le.'id,

So stakes me to the ground. I cannot move.
Mer. You are a lover : borrow Cupid's win.gs.

And soar with them above a connnon bound.
Rom. I am too sore emptercedwith his shaft.

To soar witli his li.ght feathers : and so bound,
I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe ;

Under love's burden do I sink.

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden love ;

Too great oppression for a tender tiling.

Rom. Is love a tender thing? it is too rough.
Ton rude, too boisterous; and it pricks like tlinin.

Mer, If love be rough with you. be rough w uh l.r, e

,

Prick love for pricking, and you heat love down.
Give me a case to put my visage in;

A visor for a visor !—what care I,

What curious eye doth quote deformities?

Here arc the hectle-brows shall blush forme.
Ben. Come, knock and enter ; and so sooner in.

But every man betake him to his legs.

Rom. A torch for me : let wantons, light of heart,

Tickle the seiisclcss rushes with their heels ;
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Fir I am proverb'd with a ijraiidsirc phrase

;

Til Im .1 candle-holder, and look on.
Tile tfauie was ne'er so fair, and I .ini done.
jlAv. Tut, dun's the mouse, the constable's own

word

:

t'fthou art dun, we'll draw thee from the mire
.')i" this sir-reverence, love, wherein thou stick'st

Up to the cars. Come, we burn daylight, ho 1

A'ow. Nay, that's not so.

Afer. I mean, sir, in delay
We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day.
Take our good meanin;.^, for our judgment sits

Five tunes in that, ere once in nur five wits.
Kom. And we mean well, in going to this mask

;

But 'tis no wit to go.
Mer. Why, may one ask ?
J!om. I dreamt a dream to-night.
i'A-r. And so did I.

J^am. Well, what was yours ?

Mer. That dreamers often lie.

Xom. In bed asleep, while they do dream things
true.

Mir. O then, I see. Queen Mab hath been with yoa.
She is the fairies' midwife ; and she comes
In shape no bigger than an agate-stone
On the fore-finger of an aldennan.
Drawn with a te.am of little atomies
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep

:

Her waggon-spokes made of long spiimers' legs

:

The cover, of the wings of gra.ssiioppers

;

The traces, of the smallest spider's web ;

The collars, of the moonshine's watery beams;
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, of fihn ;

Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat,
Not half so big as a round little worrii
Prick'd from tlie lazy finger of a maid

;

Her chariot is an empty hazel-nut.
Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub.
Time out of mind the fairies' coach-makers.
And in this state she gallops night by night
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love ;

O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on court'sies
straight

;

O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees ;

O'er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream,
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues.
Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are :

Sometimes she gallops o'er a courtier's nose.
And then dreams he of smelling out a suit

:

And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail,

Tickling a parson's nose .as 'a lies asleep.
Then dreams he of another benefice :

Sometime she driveth o'er a soldier's neck.
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades.
Of healths five fathom deep -, and then .-mon
Drums in his ear, at which he starts, an<l wakes ;

And, being ihiLS frighted, swears a prayer or two.
And sleeps .again. This i-. th.at very Mab,
That plats the manes of horses in the night.
And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish li.iirs.

Which, once untangled, much mis-fortune bodes :

This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs.
That presses them, and learns them first to bear,
Making them women of good carriage

:

This is she—
Kom. Peace, peace, Mcrcutio, peace I

Thou talk st of nothing.
Mer. True. I talk of dreams

;

^\^lich are the children of an idle brain.
Begot of notliiag but vain fantasy

;

Which is as thin of substance a.s the air

;

And more inconstant than the wind, who woos
I'ven now the frozen bo,om of the north.
And, being anger'd, pufis away from thence,
Turning his face to the dew-<Iropping south.

Jttii. This wind, you talk of, blows us from our
selves;

Supper is done, and we shall come too late.

Kom. I fear, too early : for my mind misgives,
.Some consequence, vet hanging in the stars.
Shall bitterly begin his f.arful d,ite
With this night's rcveU ; .md expire the term
Of ;i despised life, closed in my hreast,
Hy some vile forfeit of nnlmiely death :

I!ut He, th.at hath the steerage of my course.
Direct my sail 1—On, lusty gentlemen.

£e>i. Strike, drum [lixeuut.

SCENE V.—^ Hall in Capulet's llo2ist:

Musicians wailing, linler Servants.

I .SV;-r/. Where's Potpaii, that he helps not to tak^
iUvay? he shift a trencher ! he scrape a trencher!

2. Scyv. When good manners shall lie all in one or
two men s hands, and they unwashed too, 'tis a foul

thing.
I Serv. Away with the joint-stools, remove the

court-cupboard, look to the plate. Good thou, save
me a piece of marchpane ; and, as thou lovest me,
let the porter let in Susan Grindstone, and Nell
Antony ! and Potpan !

3 & 4 Stir-v, Ay, boy; ready.
1 Serv. You are looked for. and called for, asked

for, and sought for in the great chamber.
3 & 4 Seiv. We cannot be here and there too
2 Serzi. Cheerily, boys: be brisk awhile, and the

longer liver take all. | Tliey rclire Ochind.
Enter Capulet, &c., -uiith the Guests ixnd llie HUiskers.
Cap. Welcome, gentlemen 1 ladies that have their

toes
Unplagued with corns, will have a bout with you.
Ah ha, my mistresses I which of you all

Will now deny to dance ? she that makes dainty, she,
I'll swear, hath corns ; am I come near you now?
Welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day.
That I have worn a vizor, and could tell

A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear.
Such as would please ; tis gone, 'tis gone, 'tis gone ,

You are welcome, gentlemen I Come, musicians,
play.

A hall, a hall 1 give room ! and foot it, girls.

[Mttsicplays, and tluy dance.
More light, ye knaves ; and turn the tables up.
And quench the fire, the room has grown too hot.

Ah, sirrah, this unlook'd-for sport comes well.

Nay, sit, nay, sit, good cousin C.ipulet

;

For you and I are past our dancing days :

How long is 't now, since last yourself and I

Were in a mask t

2 Cap. By'r lady, thirty years.
Cap. What, man 1 'tis not so much, 'tis not so much;

' Tis since the nuptial of Lucentio,
Come Pentecost as quickly as it will.

Some five and twenty years ; and then we mask'd
2 Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more, his son is elder, sir.

His son is thirty.
Cap. Will you tell me that ?

His son was but a ward two years ago.
Rom. What lady is that, which doth enrich the hand

Of yonder knight t

Serv. I know not. sir.

Rt>m. O. she doth teach the torches to burn briylit I

It seems she hangs upon the cheek of night
Like a rich jewel in an jtthiop s ear :

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear

!

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows.
As yonder lady o'er her fellows shows.
The measure done, I'll watch her place of stand.
And, touching hers, m.ake blessed my rude hand
Did my heart love till now? forswear it, sight!
For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night.

Tyb. This, by his voice should be a Montague.
Fetch me my rapier, boy. What, dares the slave
Come hither, coverVl with an .aiitick face.
To fleer and scorn at our solemnity?
Now, by the stock and honour of my kin.
To strike him dead I hold it not a .sui. [you so?
Cap. Why, how now, kinsman! wherefore storm
Tyb. Uncle, this is a ATontague, our foe

;

r\ villain that is hither come in spite.
To scorn at our solemnity this night.
Cap. Young Komeo, is it?

Tyb. Tis he, that villain, RomeOb
Cap. Content thee, gentle coz. let him alone,

lie bears him like i\ portly gentleman ;

And, to say truth, Vernna brags of him
To he a virtuous and well-govern'd youlh :

I wouki not for the we.ilth of all this town,
fb;re in my house, tlo him disp.'iragemciit

;

riierefore be patient, take no note of him,
't is my will; the which if thou respect,
jliciw :\ f.iir presence, .and put oli'tliese frowns,
\n ill-beseeming seinlilance for .1 feast.

I'yh. It fits, when nuch a villain is a guest:
I'll not endure liinL
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C,r/>. He shall be endur'd.

Wliat, goodmau boy ! I say, he shall ; go to ;

Am I the master here ! or you? Go to.

You'll not endure him. God shall mend my soul.

You'll make a mutiny among my guests

!

I'ou will set cock-a-hoop ! you'll be the man

!

Tyd. Why, uncle, 'tis a shame.
Cap. Go to, go to ;

I'ou are a saucy boy : is't so, indeed?
This trick may chance to scath you, I know what

:

you must contrary me 1 marry, 'tis time.

Well said, my hearts !—You are a princox
;
go :

Be quiet, or—More light, more light !—For shame

!

I'll make you quiet.—What, cheerly, hearts!

7>*. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting,
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting.
I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall.

Now seeming sweet, convert to bitter gall. [Ext/.

Xom.
I
7'o Juliet.] If 1 profane with my unworthiest

hand
This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this :

My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.

yuL Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too
NV'liich mannerly devotion shows in this ; [much.

For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch,
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.

Ko>n. Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too ?

^uL Ay, pilgrim, lips that they must use in prayer.
Jioin. O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do:
They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair,
yi<l. Saints do not move, though grant for prayers'

sake. (take.

Ro7n. Then move not, while my prayers' effect 1

Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg'd
[ f^isHng- her

Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have took.

Rom. Sin from my lips ? O trespass sweetly urg'd \

Give me my sin again.

Jul.
'

You kiss by the book.
Nurse. Madam, your mother craves a word with
/JoOT. What is her mother? [you.
Nurse. Marry, bachelor,

Her mother is the lady of the house.
And a good lady, and a wise, .ind virtuous

:

I nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal
I tell you, he that can lay hold of her
Shall have the chinks.
Ron. Is she a Capulet ?

dear account! my life is my foe's debt.
Ben. Away, be gone ; the sport is at the best.

Rom. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest.

Cap. Nay. gentlemen, prepare not to he gone

;

\Ve have a trifling foolish banquet towards.
Is it e'en so? Why then, I, thank you all;

1 thank you, honest gentlemen; good night.

More torches here ! Come on, then, let's to bed.

[ Tu 2 Cap.
i
Ah, sirrah, by my fay, it wa.xes late

:

I'll to my rest. [J-'xrunt all except ]u\\e\. and Nurse.
yi<l. Come hither, nurse. What is yond' gentle-
Nurse. Theson and heir of old Tiberio. iman?
"Jul Wh.it's he, that now is going out of dnoi?
Nurse Marry, that, I think, be young Petruchio.

yul. What's he. that follows there, that would not
Nurse. I know not. [dance?
"Jul. Go, ask his name :—ifhe be married.

My grave is like to be my wedd ngbed.
Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague ;

The only son of your great enemy.
Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate

!

Too early seen imknown, and known too late I

Prodigious birth of love it is to me.
That I must love a loatlied enemy.
Nurse. What's this? what s this?

yul. A rhyme I learn'd even
Ofone I danc'd withal. \One ealls nuithin. "Juliet

!"

Nurse. Anon, anon !—
Come, let's away : the strangers are all gone.

\Exeunl.
r.nter Chorus.

Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie.

And young affection gapes to be his heir

:

Thai fair, for which love groan'd for, an<l would die.

\Vith tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair.

Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again,
Alike bewitched by the charm of looks;

Gut to his foe suppos'd he nmst complain.
And she steal love s sweet bait from fearful hooks:

Being held a foe, he may not have access
To breathe such vows as lovers use to swear ;

And she as much in love, her means much less.

To meet her new beloved anywhere :

But passion lends them power, time means, to meet,
rempering extremities with extreme sweet. \Jixit,

ACT II.

SCENE I. —An open place adjoining Capulet'a
Garden.

Enter Romeo.
Rom. Can I g'o forward, when my lieart is here?

Tuni back, dull earth, and find thy centre out.

[ He climbs l/w wail, and leaps doivn -within it.

Enter Benvoho and Mercutio.
Bt'H. Romeo \ my cousin Romeo I

Afer. He is wise ;

And, on my life, hath stolen him home to bed.
Be7i. He ran this waj", and leap'd this orchard wall

:

Call, good Mercutio.
Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too.

Romeo! humours I madman! passion! lover
Appear thou in the likeness of a si^h :

•Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied

;

Cry but " Ah me I" pronounce but " love and dove ;"

Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word.
(^ue nick-name for her purblind son and heir,

^'oun^ Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim.
When kinij Cophetua lov'd the bei^sfar-niaid I

He heareth not, lie stirreth not. he moveth not

;

The ape is dead, and I must conjure him.
1 conjure thee by Rosaline's brisfht eyes,
My her high forehead, and her scarlet lip,

Bj' her fine foot, strai.trht leg, and quivering thigh,
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie.

That in thy likeness thou appear to us I

Hen. An if he hear thee, thou wilt anger him.
Mer, This cannot anger him : 'twould anjjer hiiu

To raise a spirit in his mistress' circle
Of some strange nature. letting it there stand
Till she had laid it. and conjur'd it down;
That w ere some spite : my mvocalion
Is fairand honest, and. in his mistress' name,
I conjure only but to raise up him.
Ben, Come, he hath hid hunself among these trees.

To be concerted with the humorous night

:

Blind is his love, and best befits the dark.
Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark.

Now will he sit under a medlar tree.

And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit.

As maids call medlars when they laugh alone.
Romeo, that she were, O that she were

An open et ccetera, thou a poperin pear!
Romeo, good night : HI to my truckle-bed;
This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep :

Come, shall we go?
Ben. Go, then ; for 'tis in vain

To seek him here, that means not to be found.
{Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Capulefs Garden.

Enter Romeo.
Rom. He jests at scars, that never felt a wound.

[Juliet appears above at a ivindo'u.

But, soft ! what light through yonder window breaks!
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun,
.\rise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon.
Who is already sick and pale with grief.

That thou, her maid, art far more fair than she :

Re not her maid, since she is envious

;

f ler vestal livery is but sick and green.
And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off.

ft is my lady ; O, it is my love I

O, that she knew she were!
She speaks, yet she says nothing: what of that?
Her eye discourses. I will answer it.

1 am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks

:

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven.
Having some business, do entreat her eyes
J'o twinkle in their spheres till they return.
What if her eyes were there, they in her head?
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars.

As d.ivlight dolh a la-ap ; her eyes in heaven
Would through the airy region stream r.o bright,

J



Scene 2. ROMEO AND JULIET. 625

That birds would sing; and think it were not night.

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand 1

O. that I were a glove upon that hand,
That I might touch that cheek I

jful. Ah me I

Rom. She speaks

:

O, speak again, bright angel ! for thou art

As glorious to this night, bein^ o'er my head,
As IS a wineed messenger of heaven
Unto the white-upturned wond'ring eyes
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him,
^Vhcn he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds.
And sails upon the bosom of the air.

yiii. O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou
Deny tliy father, and refuse tliy name

,

[Romeo ?

Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love,

And I'H no longer be a Capulet. [at this?

Xom. [Aside.] Shall I hear more, or shall 1 speak
yiii. 'Tis but thy name, that is my enemy;

Thou art thyself though, not a Montague.
What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot,
Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part
Jielonging to a man. O. be some other name !

\Vhat's in a nan\c! that which we call a rose,
By any other name would sm-.-lI as sweet

;

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd.

Retain that dear pe fection which he owes.
Witliout that title, Romeo, doff thy name ;

And for that name, which is no part of thee,
Take all myself
Jiom. I take thee at thy word

:

tall me but love, and 1 II be new baptiz'd;
Henceforth I never will be Romeo.
yul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen'd

So stumblest on my counsel? [niglit,

Jiom. By a name
I know not how to tell thee who I am :

My name, dear saint, is hateful to mjself,
Because it is an enemy to thee

;

Had I it written, I would tear tlie word.
yui. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words

Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound :

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague?
Rotit. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike.

Jul. How cam'st tlicni hither, tell me, and where-
fore?

The orch.ird walls are high, and hard to climb
;

And the place death, consi<lering who tiiou art.
If any of my kinsmen find thee here
Rom. With love's light wings did I o'erperch these

For ^tony limits cannot hold love out

:

[walls
;

And what love can do, that dares love attempt

;

Therefore, thy kinsmen are no let to me.
jfttl. If they do see thee, they will murder thee.
Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye.

Than twenty of their swords : look thou but sweet,
And I am proof against their enmity.
ym. I would not for the world they saw thee here.
Rom. 1 have night's cloak to liide me from tlicir

sight

:

And but thou love me, let them find me here

;

My life were better ended by their hate.
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love.
yui. By vvhosc oirection found'st thou out this place?
Rom. By Love, who first tiid prompt me to enquire

;

He lent me counsel, an-l I lent him eyes.
I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far
As that vast shore, wash'd with the farthest sea,
I would adventure for .-.uch merchandise.
yui. Thou know'st the m.ask of night is on my face

Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek.
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night.
Fain would 1 tiweli on form. fain, fain deny
What I have spoke ; but farewell compliment I

Dost thou love nie ; 1 know thou wilt say—Ay ;

And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swiar'st.
Thou mayst prove false : at lovers' perjuries,
They say, Jove lauglis. O gentle Romeo,
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully :

Or if thou think'st ' am too <iuickly won,
I'll frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay,
So thou wilt woo ; but else, not for the world.
In truth, fair .Moiit;igiie. I am too fond;
And therefore thou imiy.t think my 'haviour light:
But trust me, gentlem.in. I'll prove more true
Than those that ha^e more cunning to be str.nnc.
I should have been more strange, 1 nmst confess.
But that thou ovcr-heardst, cru.- 1 was 'ware.

My true love's passion : therefore, pardon me

;

And not impute this yielding to light love,
\V'hich the dark night hath so discovered.
Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear.

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops,

—

yui. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant
That monthly changes in her circled orb. [moon.
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable.
Rom. What shall 1 swear by?
y'll. Do not swear at all

;

Or. if thou wilt, sw.'.ir by thy gracious self,

W'hicl'. is the god of niy idolatry,
And I'll believe thee.

Rot>t. If my heart's dear love

—

yiil. Wi'll, do not swear : although I joy in thee,
I have no joy of this contract to-night :

t is too rash, too unadvis'd. too sudden

;

Too like the lightu.ng, which doth cease to be.
I£re one can say. It lightens. Sweet, good night 1

This bud of love, by summer's ripening breatn.
May prove a beauteous flower when next w'e meet.
Good night, good night I as sweet repose and rest
Coinj to thy heart, as that within my breast

!

j^L'm. O. wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied?
yui. "What satisfaction canst thou have to-night?
Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for

mine.
yu!. I ga\e thee mine before thou didst request it

:

.-\nd yet I would it were to give again.
Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw' it? for wiiat pur-

pose, love?
yui. But to be frank, and give it thee again.

And yet I wish but for the thing I have

:

My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
.My love as deep; the more I give to thee,
The more I have, for both are infinite.

[Nurse cnlls within.
I hear some noise within ; dear love, adieu I

—

Anon, good nurse ! Sweet Montague, be true.
Stay but a little, I v.iU come again." [lixit above.
Rom. O blessed, blessed night I I am afeard.

Being in night, all this is but a dream.
Too flattering-sweet to be substantial.

Re-enter Juliet, ai}0- e.

yui. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night
If that thy bent of love be honourable, findeed.
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow,
By one that I'll procure to come to tliee,

W'here, and what time, thou wilt perform the rite ;

.Vrid all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay.

And follow thee my lord throughout the world.
Nurse, [lyitltiii.] Madam 1

yui. I come, anon :—but if thou raean'st not well,
I do beseech thee.

—

Nurse. lirit/i!>i.j Madam I

y"^- By and by ; I come :—
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief

:

Tu-morrow will I send.
Rom. So thrive my soul,

—

yui. A thousand limes good night I ih'xitnlioTe.
Rom. A thousand times the worse, to want thy

light.

Love goes toward love, as school-boys from their
books:

13ut love from love, toward school with h.eavy looks.
[Reiirif:^.

Re-enter Juliet, above
yui. Hist I Romeo, hist ! O, for a falconer's

To lure this tassel-genilc back .again I [voice,
liondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ;

lilse would 1 tear the cave where Echo lies.

.\nd make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine.
With repetition of my Romeo's name.
Rom. It is my soul, that calls upon my name :

How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night,
!-ike softest music to attending ears 1

yui. Romeo 1

Rom. My dear ?

yui. At what o'clock to-morrow
Shall I send to thee?
Rom. At the hour of nine.
yui. I will not fail : 'lis twenty years till then.

I have forgot why 1 tlid call thee back.
Rortt. Let me stand here till thou remember it.

yui I shall forget, to have thee still stand there,
Remembering how I love thy coiiipany.
Rum. And I'll still stay, to have tlicc still forget.

I-orgetting any other home but this



626 ROMEO AND JULIET. Act 2,

yii!. 'Tis almost morninfr; I would have thee

And yet no further than a wanton's bird

;

[gone :

Who lets it hop a little from her hand.
Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves,

And wiUi a silk thread plucks it back again,

So lovinjj-jealous of his liberty.

Ro7n. I would I were thy bird.

ynl. Sweet, so would 1

;

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing.

Good nisfht, good night 1 parting is such sweet
sorrow.

That I shall say good night, till it be morrow.
\lixit ahoaie.

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy

breast !

Would 1 were sleep and peace, so sweet to re.st I

Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell.

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. [Exit.

SCENE III.—Friar Laurence's Cell.

Enter Friar Laurence, with a basket.

Fri. L. The grey-ey'd morn smiles on the frowning
night,

Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of light ;

And tlecked darkness like a drunkard reels

From forth day's path and Titan's fiery wheels

:

Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye,

The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry,

1 must up-fiU this osier ca!ge of ours.
With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers.

The earth, that's nature's mother, is her tomb ;

What is her burying grave, that is her womb

:

And from her womb 'children of divers kind
We sucking on her natural bosom find ;

Many for many virtues excellent,

None but for some, and yet all different.

O, mickle is the powerful grace that lies

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities :

For nought so vile that on the earth doth live.

But to the earth some special good doth give ;

Nor aught so good, but, strain'd from that f lir use,

Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse

;

Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ;

And vice sometunc 's by action dignified.

Within the infant rind of this small Hower
Poison hath residence, and medicine power :

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part

;

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart.

Two'such opposed kings encamp them still

In man as well as herbs,—grace, and rude will;

And where the worser is predominant.
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant.

Enter Romeo.
Rom. Good morrow, father I

Fri. L. Benedicitc I

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me !

Young son, it argues a distemper'd head,
So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed

:

Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye,

And where care lodges, sleep will never lie ;

But where unbruised youth, with unstuffd brain,

Poth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign

:

Iherefore thy earliness doth me assure,

Tliou art up-rous'd by some disteniperature

:

Or if not so, then here I liit it right.

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night.

Roirt. That last is true ; the sweeter rest was mine.

Fri. L. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosaline >

Rotn. With Rosaline, ray ghostly father! no ;

I have forgot that name, and that name's woe.
Fri. L. That's my good son : but where hast thou

been, then'/

Rom. I'll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again.

I have been feasting with mine enemy

:

Wlicre, on a suddeii, one hath wounded me.
That's by me wounded : both our remedies
\Vitliin thy help and holy physic lies :

I bear no hatred, blessed man : for, lo.

My intercession likewise steads my foe.

Fri. L. Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift

;

Riddling confession' finds but riddling shritt.

Rom. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love is set

On the fair daughter of rich Capulet

:

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine :

Anil all combin'd, save what thou must combine
By holy marriage : when, and where, .'incl how.
We met, we woo'd, and made e-xchange of vow,

I'll tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray.
That thou consent to marry us to-day.
Fri. L. Holy Saint Francis I what a change is here 1

Is Rosaline, whom thou did'st love so dear.
So soon forsaken ? young men's love, then, lies

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes.
Jesit Maria ! what a deal of brine
Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline !

How much salt water thrown away in waste.
To season love, that of it doth not taste 1

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears.

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears

;

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit

Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet

:

If e'er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine.
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline :

And art thou chang'd? pronounce this sentence, then.
Women may fall, when there's no strength in men.

Koi7i. Thou chidd'st me oft for loving Rosaline.
Fri. L. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine.
Rom. And bad'st me bury love.

Fri. L. Not in a gr.ave.

To lay one in, another out to have.
Rom. I pray thee, chide not : she, whom I love now.

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow ;

The other did not so.

Fri. I.. O, she knew well.

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell.

But come, young waverer, come, go with me.
In one respect I'll thy assistant be :

For this alliance may so happy prove.
To turn your households' rancour to pure love.

Rom. O, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste.

Fri. L. Wisely, and slow: they stumble that run
fast. {U-xiuiit.

SCENE IV.—A Street.

Enter Benvolio and Mercutio.

Mcr. Where the devil should this Romeo be ?

Came he not home to-night

!

Fen. Not to his father's ; I spoke with his man.
Mer. Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, tlut

Rosaline,
Torments him so, that he will sure run mad.
Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet,

Hath sent a letter to his father's house.
.Uer. A challenge, on my life !

Ben. Romeo will answer it.

Mer. Any man, that can write, may answer a letter.

Ben. Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he
dares, being dared.
Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead I stab-

bed with a white wench's black eye ; shot thorough the
car with alove-sonjj: the very pin of his heart cleft

with the blind bow-boy's butt-shaft: and is he a man
to encounter Tybalt?
Ben. Why, what is Tybalt?
Mer. More than prince of cats, I can tell you. O,

he is the courageous captain of compliments. He
fights as you sing pricksoug, keeps time, distance,

liid proportion ; rests me his minim rest, one, two,
uid the third in your bosom: the very butcher of a
silk button, a duellist, a duellist : a gentleman of the
very first house, of the first and second cause : ah,

the immortal passado 1 the punto reverso I the hay I

lien. The what ?

Mer. The pox of such antick, lisping, affecting

fantasticoes, thesenew tuners ofaccents 1

—

"By jtesii,

a very ^ood blade !—a -very tali man !—a very good
•uhore"—Why, is not this a lamentable thing, grand-
sire, that we shouldbe thus atllictedwuh these str.ango

tlies, these fashion-mongers, these pardonnez-mois,
who stand so much on the new fonn, that they cannot
jit at ease on the old bench ? O, their bons, their

hons 1

Enter Romeo.
Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo.
Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring: O

flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified 1 Now is he tor Ihu

Limbers that Petrarch flowed in : Laura, to Ins l.idy,

as but a kiichen-wench ; marry, she had a bettel

love to he-rhyme her; Dido, a dowdy ; Cleop.atra, a
gipsy ; Helen and Hero, hildhigsand h.irlots ; fhislie,

a grey eye or so but not to .the purpose. Siguier

Romi-o, konjourl there's a French salutation to your
1-rench slop, 'i'ou gave us the counterfeit fairly last

night.
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j<om. Good morrow to you both. What counter-

feit flifl I give you ? [ceive ?

Mcr. The slip, sir, the slip ; can you not con-
Koyn. Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was

preat ; and in such a case as mine, a man may «;train

courtesy.
Mfr. That's as much as to say—Such a case as

yours constrains a man to bow in the hams.
Rom. Meaning—to court'sy.

Mi-r. Thou hast most kindly hit it.

Kom. A most courtcoiLs exposition.

Mf. Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy
Kom. Pink for flower.

Mer. Right.
Rnm. Why. then, is my pump well flowered.
Mer. Well said: follow me this jest now. till thou

hast worn out thy pump ; that, when the sinj^le sole

of it is worn, the jest may remain, after the wearing,
solely singular.

Rom. O single-soled jest, solely singular for the
singleness I (fail.

Aler. Come, between us, good Benvolio ; my wits

Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs; or I'll

cry a match.
Afer. Nay. if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, I

have done ; for thou hast more of the wild-goose in

one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I have in my whole
five : was I with you there for the goose?
Rom. Thou wast never with me for anything, when

thou wast not here for the goose.
Mer. I will bite thee by tne ear for that jest,

Rom. Nay, good goose, bite not.

Afer. Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting : it is a most
sharp sauce.
Rom. And is it not well served in to a sweet goose ?

Mer. O, here's a wit of cheverel, that stretches
from an inch narrow to an ell broad

!

Rom. I stretch it out for that word—broad : which
added to the goose, proves thee far and wide a broad
goose.

Afer. Why, is not this better now than groaning
for love? now art thou sociable, now art thou
Romeo ; now art thou what thou art, by art as well
as by nature : for this drivelling love is like a great
natural, that runs lolling up and down to hide his

bauble in a hole.
Ben. Stop there, stop there.
Mer. Thou desu-est me to stop in my tale against

the hair.

£e». Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large.

Mer. O, thou art deceived : I would have made it

short: for I was come to the whole depth of my
tale ; and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument no
longer.
Rom. Here's goodly gear

!

£«/<?) Nurse iti:ti Peter.

Jirer. .\. sail, a sail, a sail

!

/itii. Two, two : a slurt, and a smock.
A'ltrse. IVterl
Peler. Anon.
Nurse. My fan, Peter.

Mer. Good Peter, to hide her face ; for her fan's
the fairer face.

Nurse. God ye good morrow, gentlemen.
Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman.
Nurse. Is it good den ?

Mer. 'Tis no less, I tell you ; for the bawdy hand of
the dial is now ujion the jirick of noon.
Nurse, fJut upon you. what a man arc you.
Rom. One. gentlewoman, tliat God hath made, for

himself to mar.
Nurse By my troth, it is well said ;—for himself to

mar, quotha ?—Gentlemen, can any of you tell me
where 1 may find the young Komeo *

Rom. I can tell yju, but young Romeo will be
older when you have found hini, than he was when
>ou sought him: 1 am the youngest of that name, f<ir

fault of a worse.
Nurse. Vou say well.

Mer. Vca, is the worst well? very well took, i'

faith ; wisely, wisely.
Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confiilencc

with you.
Rett, She will indite "him to some supper.
Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a liawd 1 So ho I

Rom. What hastiliou fotmd ?

Mer, No h.are. sir, unleis a hare, sir, in a lenten
pic, that is somcthiug stale and lioar ore it be spent.

L
Sings.

_

" j4>i old hare hoar,
Aud an old hare hoar,
Is very good meal ttt Lent *

But a hare that is hoar,
Js too much for a score.

When it hoars ere U be spent."
Romeo, will you come to your father's? we'll to
dinner thither.
Horn. 1 will follow you.
J/dV. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, "l.ady, lady,

Iad>'." [Exeunt Mercutio and Benvolio.
Surse. Marry, farewell 1 — 1 pray you, sir, what

saucy merchant was this, that was so full of his
ropery ?

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear him-
self talk; and wi'l speak more in a minute, than he
will stand to in a month.
Nurse. An 'a speak anything against me, I'll take

him down, an' a' were lustier than he is, and twenty
such Jacks; and if I cannot, I'll find those tliat

shall. Scurvy knave I I am none of his flirt-gills
;

I am none of his skains-mates. — And thou must
stand by, too, and suffer every knave to use me at his
pleasure 1

Pel. 1 saw no man use you at his pleasure ; if I

had, my weapon should quickly have been out. I

warrant you ; I dare draw as soon .as another man,
if I see occasion in a good quarrel, and the law on
my side.

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed that every
part about me quivers. Scurvy knave !—Pray you,
sir, a word : and as I told you, my young lady bade
ine enquire you out ; wliat she bid me say, I will

keep to myself: but first let me tell ye, if ye should
lead her into .a fool's paradise, as they say, it were a
ery gross kind of behaviour, as they say: for the

gentlewoman is young ; and, therefore, if you should
deal dou"ble with her, truly, it were an ill thing to be
offered to any gentlewoman, and very weak deal-
ing.

Rom. Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mistress.

I protest unto thee,

—

Nurse. Good heart I and, i' faith, I will tell her as
much. Lord, Lord '. she will be a joyful woman.
Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou dost not

mark me.
Nurse. I will tell her, .sir—that you do protest

;

which, as I take it, is a gentlemanlike offer.

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to shrif
This afternoon

:

And there she shall, at friar Laurence" cell.

Be shriv'd, and married. Here is for thy pains.
Nurse. No. truly, sir ; not a penny.
RojH. Go to ; I say, you shall.

Nurse. This afternoon, sir? well, she shall be there.
Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey-wall

:

Within this hour my man shall be'with thee.
An'l bring thee cords made like a tackled stair ;

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy
Must be my convoy in the secret night.

Farewell ; be trusty, and I'll quit thy pains :

Farewell ; commend me to thy mistress.

Nurse. Now, Godinheavenblesstheel-Hark you,
sir.

Rom. What say'st thou, my dear nurse ?

Nurse. Is your m.iu secret? Did you ne'er hear
say, Two may keep counsel, putting one away?
Rom. I warrant thee, my man's as true as steel.

Nurse. Well, sir : my mistress is the sv.-cetest lady
— Lord, lord !—when 'twas a little prating thing,—O,

—

there's a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would
fain lay knife aboard ; but she, good soul, had as hef
see .a toad, ,a very toad, as sec him. I anger lier some-
times, and tell her that Paris is the properer man : but,

111 warrant you. when I say so, she looks .is pale as
any clout in the varsal world. Doth not rosemary
and Komeo begin both with a letter?
Rom. Ay, nurse : what of that 1 both with an R.
Nurse. Ah, mocker I that's the dog's name ; R is

for the dog. No ; I know it begins with some other
letter :—and she had the prettiest sententious of it, of
you and rosemary, that it would do you good to
hear it.

Rom. Commend me to thy lady
Nurse. Ay, a thousand times —J Exit Romeo.] Peter I

Pel Anon 1

Nurse. Peter, take my fan and go before. \ExeuHt.

I
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SCENE v.—Capulefs Cardoi.

Enter Juliet.

yiil. Tlie dock struck nine, when I did send the

In half an hour she promis'd to return. _ (nurse;

Perchance, she cannot meet him :—that's not so.

—

O. she is lame ! love's heralds should be thou:,'lUs,

"Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams,
Driving back shadows over lowerinjj hills :

Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love.

And therefore liath the wind-swift Cupid wings.

Now is the sun upon the highmost hill

Of this day's journey ; and from nine till twelve

Is three long hours,—yet she is not come.
Had she affections, and warm youthful blood,

She'd be as swift in motion as a ball ;

My words would bandy her to my sweet love.

And his to me :

But old folks, many feign as they were dead

;

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.

Enter Kurse and Peter.

O God, she comes 1

—

O honey nurse ! what news?
Hast thou mot with him ? Send thy man away.
K:trse. Peter, stay .It the gate. [ /?jr;'/ Peter.

yul. Now, good sweet nurse.—O lord ! why look'st

thou sad?
Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily

;

If iTood, thou sham'st tlie music of sweet news
By playing it to me with so sour a face.

A'ursg. 'I am aweary, give me leave awhile :

—

Fie, how my bones ache ! What a jaunt have I had :

y-ul. I would thou hadst my bones, and I thy news.

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ;—good, good nurse,

speak,
' Nurse. Jesu, what haste ? can you not stay awhile ?

Do you not see that I am out of breath!

Jnt. How art thou out of breath, when thou hast

To say to me—that thou art out of breath ? [breath

The excuse that thou dost m.ake in tl-.is delay

Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.

Is thy news good, or bad ? answer to that

;

Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance :

Let me be satisfied, ist good or bad!
Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice ; you

know not how to choose a man : Romeo ! no, not he ;

though his face be better than any man's, yet his leg

excels all men's ; and for a hand, and a foot, and a

body,—though they be not to be talked on, yet they

are past compare: he is not the flower of courtesy.—

but. I'll warrant him, .as gen'le as a lamb.—Go thy

ways, wench ; serve God.—What, have you dined at

home !

Jul. No. no : but all this did I know before.

What says he of our marriage? what of that?

Nurse. Lord, how my head aches ! what a head
It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. [have 1

1

My back 1 o' t'other side :—O. my back, my back I—
Eeshrew your heart for sending me about.

To catch jny death with jauntmg up and down.

Jul. 1' faith, I am sorry that thou art not well.

Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love !

Nurse. Your love says, like an honest gentleman.

And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome.

And, I warrant, a virtuous:—Where is your mother?

yul Where is my mother ?—why. she is witlun
;

Where should she be ! How oddly thou rcply'st 1

"Your love says, like an honest gentleman :—
AVhere is your mother ?

'

, , , .

Nurse. O. God s lady dear I

Are you so hot? Marrj'. come up, I trow ,

Is this the poultice for my aching bones?
Hencefonvard do your messages yourself

yu!. Here's such a coil I—Come, what says Romeo:
Nur^r. Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day ?

Jul. I have. . „
Nurse. Then hie you hence to friar Laurence cell.

There stays a husband to make you a wife :

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks.

They'll be in scarlet straight at any news.

Hie you to clnirch ; I must another way.
To fetch a ladder, by the which your love

Must climb a bird's nest soon, when it is dark ;

I am the drudge, and toil in your delight ;

But you shall bear the burden soon at night.

Go ; I'll to dinner; hie you to the cell.

yitl. Hie to high fortune !—honest nurse, farewell.
lExcunt.

SCENE VI,—Fri.ar Laurence's Cell.

Enter Friar I^^aurence nnd Romeo.
Pri. L. So smile tJie heavens upon this holy act.

That after-hours with sorrow chicle us not 1

Rom. Amen. Amen ! but come what sorrow can.
It cannot countervail the exchange of joj'

That one short minute gives me in her si.ght

:

Do thou but close our hands with hoi> words.
Then love-devouring death do what he dare,
it is enough I may but call her mine.
Fri. L. Thebe violent delights have violent ends.

And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder.
Which, as tliey kiss, consume : the sweetest honey
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness.
And in the taste confounds the appetite :

Tlierefore, love moderately ; long love doth so ;

Too swift 2irrives as tardy as too slow.

Enter ]\x\\e.t.

[lere comes the lady.—O. so light a foot
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint:

K lover may bestride the gossamer
That idles in the wanton summer air,

f\nd yet not fall ; so light is vanity.

^ul. Good even to my ghostly confessor.
fri. L. Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us

both.
Jul. As much to him, else are his thanks too
urh.
Kom. Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy

Be hcap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more
To blazon it. then sweeten with thy breath
This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue
Unfold the imagin'd happiness, that both
" eceive in either by this dear encounter.

Jul. Conceit, more rich in matter than in words.
Brags of his substance, not of ornament

:

They are but beggars that can count their worth ;

But my true love is grown to such excess,

I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth.

Fri. L. Come, come with me, and we will make
short work

;

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone,

rill holy church incorporate two in one. [Exeunl.

ACT III.

SCENE \.—AfHblicPiuce.

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, Page, and Servnnts.

Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, lets retire :

The day is hot, the Capulets abroad,
.\i,d, if we meet, we shall not 'scape a brawl ;

For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring.

?.Ier. Thou art like one of those fellows that, when
he enters the confines of a tavern, clais me his sword
upon the table, and .says, " God send ine no need of

thee !" and, by the operation of the second cup, draws
it on the drawer, when, indeed, there is no need.

Hen. Am I like such a fellow?

Mer. Come. come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy

mood, as any in Italy ; and as soon moved to be
:iioocIy, and as soon moody to be moved.

lien. And what to?
il/£-r. Nay. an there were two such. Ue should have

none shortly, for one would kill the other. Thou!
why. thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair

nio're, or a hair less, in his beard, than thou hast :

thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking nuts, hav-

VKi no other reason, but because thou hast hazel eyes.

What eye. but such an eye, would spy out such :i

luarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels, as an egg
IS full of meat ; and yet thy head hath been beaten as

iddle as an egg, for quarrelling. Thou h.ast quarrelled

with a m.an for coughing in the street, because he hath

wakened thy dog that h.ath lain asleep in the sun :

didst thou not fall out with a tailor for wearing his new
doublet before E,aster? with .another, for tying his new
shoos with old ribbons? and yet thou wilt tutor me
I'roni quarrc'lling

!

,

Ken. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, any
m:iu should buy the fee-simple of my Ufe for an hour

Aud a quarter.
Mer. The fee-simple ! O simple I

Enter Tybalt, and cithers.

1 Ben. Bv mv head, here come the Cajiulets.

I
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Aft-r. By my heel. I care not.

T)/). hollow ine close, for 1 will speak to them.
Gentlemen, jjood ilen : .1 word with one of you.

A/tr. And but one word with one of us? Couple it

with somethintj ; make it a word and a blow.
Tyi. You shall tind me apt enough to that, sir, if

yon will ^ve me occasion.
.l/;v-. Could you not take some occasion without

giving?
Tv/:. Mercutio, thou consort'st with Romeo,

—

M<rr. Consort! What dost thou make us minstrels?
an thou make minstrels of us, look to hear nothin.s; but
discords: here's my fiddlestick; here's that shall
make you dance. "Zounds, consort

!

Stu. Vie talk here in the public haunt of men

:

Either withdraw unto some private place,
And reason coldly of your

,
grievances.

Or else depart ; here all eyes saze on us. [s^^c
'

Mry. Men's eyes were made to look, and let them
I will not budj^e for no man's pleasure, J.

Enter Romeo.
Tyb. Well, peace be with you, sir ! here comes my

man.
M^r. But I'll be hane'd. sir, if he wear your livery :

Marry, go before to field, he'll lie your follower
;

your worship, in that sense, may call him—man.
Tyb. Romeo, the hate I bear thee, can afford

No better term than this—thou art a villain.
Rom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee

Doth much excuse the appert.aininjr rajjc
To such a greeting :—villain am I none ;

Therefore farewell ; I see thou knowest me not,
Tyb. Boy. thisshall not excuse the injuries

That thou nast done me, tnerefore turn, and draw.
Rom. I do protest, I never injured thee;

But love thee better than thou canst devise.
Till thou shalt know the reason of my love :

And so, ^ood Capulet,—which name I tender
As dearly as my own,— be satisfied.
Mcr. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission !

ytlla stocccita carries it away. [Draws.
Tybalt, you ratcatcher, will you walk ?

Tyb. What wouldst thou have with me !
Mer. Good kinjj of cats, nothintf but one of your

nine lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, and, as
you shall use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest of the
einht. Will you pluck your sword out of his pilcher
by the e.ars? make haste, lest mine be about your
ears ere it be out.

Tyb. [Drmvitig:] I am for you.
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, jjut thy rapier up.
Afrr. Come, sir, your passado. [ Theyjight.
Rom. Draw, Benvolio; beat down their weapons.

Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage ;

Tyb.alt.—Mercutio,—The prince expressly hath
Forbidden bandying in \'erona streets

:

Hold, Tybalt ;—good Mercutio.

—

[J£.i:eHiit Tybalt and his partisans.
Mtr. I Mu hurt ;—

A plague o' both the houses !—I am sped :—
Is he gone, and hath nothing!

J^"'- What, art thou hurt?
Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; Marry, 'tis

enough.

—

Where is my page?—Co, villain, fetch a surgeon.
\hxit Page.

Rom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be much.
Mer. No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a

church door ; hut tis enough, 'twill serve : ask for me
to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave man, I am
peppered, I warrant, for this world :—a plague o" both
your houses!— Zounds, a dog, a r.it, a mouse, a c.it,

to scratch .1 man to death I a braggart, a rogue, a
villain, that fights by the book of antnmetic 1—Why !

the devil, came you between us? I was hurt under
your arm.
Rom. I thought all for the best.
Afer. Help me into some house. Benvolio.

Or I shall faint.—A plague o' both your houses I

'I hey have made worms' meat of me :

I have it soundly too :—your houses (

|>?>rK»r .Mercutio a«rf Benvolio.
Rom. This gentlemAn. the prince's near ally,

My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt
In my behalf; my reputation stiin'd
With Tybalt's sl.in.lcr, Tybalt, that .an houf
Hath been :ny kinjiiian; O '.v.ect Juliet,

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate,
AnJl in my temper soften'd valours steell

Re-enter Benvolio.

Een. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead

!

That gallant spirit hath aspir'd the clouds.
Which too untimely here did scorn the earth.

Rom. This days black fate on more days doth
depend ;

This but beefins the woe, others must end.
Re-enter Tybalt.

Beit. Here comes the furious Tybalt back again.
Rent. Alive ! in triumph ! and Mercutio slain 1

Away to heaven, respective lenity,

.\nd'fire-ey'd fury be my conduct now !

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again,
Th>at late thou gav'st me ; for Mercutio's soul
Is but a little w.iy above our heads.
Staying for thine to keep him company :

Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him. [here,
Tyb. Thou wretched boy, tliat didst consort Inui

Shalt with him hence.
Rom. This shall determine that.

\rhey Jight: Tybalt /'aUs.

Ren. Romeo, away, begone I

The citizens are up. and Tybalt slain :

.Stand not amaz'd :—the prince will doom thee death.
If thou art taken :—hence, be gone, away]
Rom. O, I am fortune's fool i

Ben. Wliy dost thou stay !

[Kxit Rouieo.
Enter Citizens. Src.

I at. Which w.ay ran he that killed Mercutio?
Tybalt, that nuirderer, which way ran he'?

Ken. There lies that Tybalt.
I at. Up. sir, go with me.

I charge thee in the prince's name, obey.
Enter Prince, attended ; Montague, Capulet. their

ivives find others.
Prin. Where .are the vile begiimersof this fray?
Ben. O noble prince, I can discover all

The imlucky manage of this fata! brawl

:

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo,
That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio.
La. Cap. Tybalt, my cousin I O my brother's child I—

O prince 1—O husband !—O, the blood is spill'd

Oi my riear kinsman 1—Prince, -is thou art true.
For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague.

cousin, cousin !

J'rin. Benvolio. who began this bloody fray ?

Ben. Tybalt, here slain,whom Romeo's hand did slay;
Romeo, that spoke him fair, bade him bethink
How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal
Your high displeasure :—all this,—utter'd [bow'd.—
With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly
Could not take truce with the unruly spleen
Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts

With piercing steel .at bold Mercutio's breast

;

Whn, all as hot, turns deadly point to point.
And. with a martial scorn, with one hand beats
Cold death aside, and with the other sends
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity
Retorts it : Romeo he cries aloud. [tongue,
" Hold, friends !friends, part /" and, swifter thaii his-
His -agile arm beats down their fatal points.
And 'twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm.
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life

Of stout Mercutio. and then Tybalt fled :

But by anil by comes back to Romeo,
Who had but newly cntertain'd revenge.
And to 't they go like lightning ; for, ere I

Could <lraw to part them, was stout Tybalt sl.iin :

And, :is he fell, did Romeo turn and fly :

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die.
/,<!. Cap. He is a kinsman to the Montague

;

Affection makes him f-ilse. he speaks nni true :

Some twenty of them fought in Ihis black strife,
Anrl all those twenty co-.ilil but kill one life.

1 beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give ;

Romeo slew I'ybalt, Romeo must not live.

Prin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio ;

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ?
Alon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's friend.'^

His fault concludes but wli.at the law should end'
riie life of Tybidt.
Prin. And for that ofTencc,

Ininiediatcly we do exile him hence:
I have an interest in your hate's procecdinB-,

8 S
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My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding

;

But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine,

That you shall all repent the loss of mine :

I will be deaf to pleadin.^ and excuses

;

Nor tears, nor prayers, snail purchase out abuses,
Therefore use none : let Romeo hence in haste.
Else, when he's found, that hour is his last,

liear hence this body,, and attend our will

:

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill.

[Exeioit.

SCENE II.

—

A Rooth tn Capulet's House.

Enter JuUet.

yu!. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds.
Towards Phoebus' mansion : such a waggoner
As Phaeton would whip you to the west,

'

And bring in cloudy night immediately.
Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night.
That runaways' eyes may wink, and Romeo"
Leap to these arms, untalk'd of and unseen.
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites
I3y their own beauties ; or, if love be blind,
it best agrees with night.—Come, civil night.
Thou sober-suited matron, all in black.
And learn me how to lose a winning match,
I'lay'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods :

Hood my unmann'd blood, bating in my cheeks,
AVith thy black mantle ; till strange love, grown bold.
Think true love acted simple mooesty.
Come, night ; come, Romeo,—come, thoa day in
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night [night

;

Whiter than snow upon a raven's back.

—

[night,
Come, gentle night ; come, loving, black-brow'd
Give me my Romeo ; and, when he shall die.
Take him and cut him out in Httle stars.
And he will make the face of heaven so fine.

That all the world will be in love with night,
And pay no worship to the garish sun.
O. I nave bought the mansion of a love,
]!ut not possess'd it ; and, though I am sold.
Not yet enjoy'd : so tedious is this day.
As is' the night before some festival
To an impatient child, that hath new robes.
And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse.
And she brings news; and every tongue, that speaks
But Romeo's name, speaks heavenly eloquence.

Enter Nurse, ':uith eords.
Now, nurse, what news ? What hast thou there ? the
That Romeo bade thee fetch 2 [cords
Nurse. Ay, ay, the cords.

]^Thro7us them doTvn.
yul. All me ! what news S why dost thou wrin.g thy

hands!
Nurse. Ah well-a-day ! he's dead, he's dead, he's

We are undone, lady, we are undone !

—

[deadl
Alack the day !—he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead !

jf2tl. Can heaven be so envious?
Nurse. Romeo can.

Though heaven cannot:—O Romeo, Romeo I

—

Who ever would have thought it ?—Romeo !

yul. What devil art thou, that dost torment me
This torture should be roar'd in dismal hell. [thus?
Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but /,

And that bare vowel, /, shall poison more
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice :

I am not I, if there be such an I

;

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer, /.

If he be slain, say—I ; or if not—No

:

Brief sounds determine ofmy weal or woe.
Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes,

—

God save the mark I—here on his manly breast

:

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ;

P.ale, pale as ashes, all bedaub'd in blood.
All in gore blood ;—I swoonded at the sight.
yut. O break, my heart !—poor bankrupt, breakat

To prison, eyes, ne'er look on liberty I [once

!

"Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here :

And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier !

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best frientl I had !

O courteous Tybalt 1 honest gentleman ! .

That ever I should live to see thee dead!
yul. What storm is this that blows so contrary?

Is Romeo slaughter'd, and is Tybalt dead?
My dcar-lov'd cousin, and my dearer lord ?

—

Then, dreadful triunpet, sound the general doom I

Vox who is living, if those two are gone?
Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo b:inished

;

Romeo, that kill'd liiiu, he is banishid.

y^ut. O Cod !—did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's
blood ?

Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day, it did !

yui. O serpent heart, hid with a noweriiig face 1

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ?

Beautiful tyrant 1 fiend angelical I

Dove-feather'd raven ! wolvish-ravening lamb I

Despised substance of divine.^t show I

Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st,
A damned saint, an honourable villain !

O, nature ! v.'hat hadst thou to do in hell.

When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ?

Was ever book containing such vile matter.
So fairly bound? O, that deceit should dwei!
In such a gorgeous palace !

Nurse. There's no trust.
No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur'd.
All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers.
Ah, Where's my man^ give me some aqita vitu: ;

—
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make uie old
Shame come to Romeo t

yi'.l. Blister'd be thy tongue,
For such a wish ! he was not born to shame :

Upon his brow shame is asham'd to sit

:

For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd
Sole monarch of the universal earth.
O, what a beast was I to chide at him I Jcousin ;

Nurse. Will you speak well of liim that kiU'd your
jful. Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband ?

Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name,
^V'hen I, thy three-hours wi'fe, have mangled it 1—
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin ?

That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband ?

Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ;

Your tributary drops belong to woe.
Which, you, mistaking, offer up to joy.
My husband lives, that Tybalt v/ould have slain ;

And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband

;

All this is comfort; wherefore weep I, then?
Some word there vras, worser than Tybalt's death,
That raurder'd me : I would forget it fain ;

But O, it presses to my memory.
Like damnfed guilty deeds to sinners' minds

:

" Tybalt is dead, and Romeo—banishid
;"

That—"banished," that one word—" banishid,"
Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's doath
Was woe enough, if it had ended there

:

Or.—if sour woe delights in fellowship.
And needly will be rank'd ^vith other griefs,

—

Why follow'd not, when she said—Tj'b.iit "s de.aJ,
Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both,
"WTiich modern lamentation might have mov'tl ?

But, with a rear-ward following Tybalt's deatli^
'^ Romeo is duuts/z^d,^*—to speak that wortl.
Is father, mother, Tybalt. Romeo, Juliet,

All slain, all dead :

—

"Romeo is taiiished,"—
There is no end, no limit, measure, bound.
In that word's death ; no words can thatwoe sound.'

—

Where is my father, and my mother, nurse?
Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse-

Will you ^0 to them ? I will bring you thither.
yut. Wash they his wounds with tears : mine shall

be spent.
When theirs are drj', for Romeo's banishment.
Take up those cords :—poor ropes, you are bcguil'd.
Both 3'ou and I ; for Romeo is exil'd

:

He made you for a highway to my bed

;

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed.
Come, cords; come, nurse ; I'll to my wedding bed;
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead !

Nurse. Hie to your chamber: I'll find Romeo
To comfort you :— I wot well where he is.

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here to-night

:

I'll to him ; he is hid at Laurence's cell.

yul. O, find him ! give this ring to my true knight.
And bid him come to" take his last farewell,

ISxeuiit,

SCENE III.—Friar Laurence's Cell.

Enter Friar Laurence
Eri. L. Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou

fearful man:
.^flliction is euamour'd of thy parts.
And thou art wedded to calamity.

Enter Romeo.



Scene 3.

W-hat sorrow craves acquaintance at my handThat I yet know not

!

Frt. 1 T„Q familiar
1
5 my dear son witli such sour company

:

1 brmi,' thee tidings of tl.c prince's doom.

"doom? "^
"'''"' '*°"'»='-day is tlie prince'

v,^'K;f-^/''"i''-fJ"','^"^"'^^'sh-dfrom his lips,Not body s death, but bodys banishment.Ken lla I banisliment? be merciful, say—death :
I- or exile hath more terror in his look,

'

IMuch more than death : do not say-banishment.

V. - ,^;i /"'^t
^'°"' ,Verona art thou banished

:

Ee pauent for the world is broad and wide.
Ao/«. There is no world without Verona waUs.But purgatory, torture, heU itself.

Hence bamslied is banish'd from the worldAnd worlds exile is death :-then, banUhed,
Is death mis-term d : calling death—banishment.Thou cu tst my head olfwrlh a golden axeAnd smil St upon the stroke that murders me.

rwf^.n; 1

'^'*'
f,'" ',

° ""^'^ untliankfulness !

r^kiS, h""' '"'".^^^i.'
'^'=?'.''; '^"'^ the kind prince,

iJ^^ '^J
part, hath rush'd aside the law,

^
And turn d that black word death to banishment

:

i nis IS d^r mercy, and thou seest it not.

ivt""'", \^ torture, and not mercy : heaven is Iiere

And httle mouse, every unworthy thin?,
I-ive here m heaven, and may look onTier

;

But Komeo may not. More validity,Wore honourable state, more courtship Uves

ol, ,^ k"'^^' '•'?" Ro">eo: they may seize;On the white wonder of dear Juliets hand.And steal mimortal blessing from her Ups;
i,n Uf"1" " P,"'* ^"d vestal modesty,
btill blush, as thinking their own kisses sin :This may flies do, when I from this must flj' :
13ut Komeo may not, he is banished •

And say St thou yet, that exile is not death ?
Jrtadst thou no poison iiiix'd, no sharp-ground knifeNo sudden mean of death, though ne'er so meanBut ••bariished"-to kill me,-"Eanished "
U Iriar. the danmSd use that word in hell

:

Howlmgs attend it ; how hast thou the heartLeiug a (hvme. a ghostly confessor,A bin-absolver, and my friend profess'd.To mangle me with that word-" banished i"
''

a word"
""^ '"^' ''^'"' '"" ''"' ^^^^"^

?^">'^'rii'"'" '''l'
^'^^^ ='S;.iin of banishment
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.•r^.^er-i£t=r--''^«--=IS--^A J • . «*»•- nii--t: driuour lO V.

Adversity s sweet milk, philosophy,
i o comfort thee, though thou art banishid.

I \,\"Z'J!^^
" ''?°'*'i'--d ?"--Hnng u[> philosophy II iiless philosophy can make a Juliet.

l>isp ant a town, reverse a prince's doom.
It helps not. it prevails not : talk no more.

ip^L ii £" ',?"l"'^' madmen have no ears.
y?^»». mw^shouldthey, when that wise men have

•j^"" ^^'- "'" dUpute with thet- of thy est.ite

fJJl""
""^ "°^ ^f^"^ "f that thou dost not

\Vi.n thou as young as I. Juliet thy love.An hour but married, Tybalt murdc-r.d,
T)oting like me. and like me be lanished. fhair

InH"r'V,«'"^"t°" '"P'^''- "'--•" n'ightstihou teai thvAnd faU upon the ground, as I do now. ^
i akmg the measure of an unmade gr.ivc

"""^^J""^'
one knocks: ^^dt^'lferhi?,

M^^kefs^riii/^^,!!;^;;^?^^.':;^'^ «'--

/>/./.. Hark. Iiow they knock !-WhJ'fU$^re"£:Komeo, arise

;

Thou wilt b« taken.-.Stay awhile I-Stand up :

Kun to mv study,-By and by I-Cod's wil/.'^'"'^*'"^'-
^. hat wilfulness is this I—I come. I come I

"'I.0 knocks f;o hAd? whence come you"'^^fi'u,t\

oV«^.'^V;yi'- >, .
(lcno*Vcrr,and

r^l^ f
i^''*!"} ,?-«' nie come in, and you shal

1 conic from lady Juliet.
'

,''''• ^ W,.-lcome, then.

Ah;-«-. o holy friar. (), tell nic, holy friar.Where IS my lady's lord, Where's Koiieo!

^^na^ll'^drunk
"" ^"°""'^' ^''" '"^ ^"" '==^^^-

Ju^'in^ter^cisVf
""" '' "'^ '"'^''^=^' <=«-•

Fn. L. OAVofuI sympathy!
Piteous predicament!

ra^hK^'"' A Even so lies she,Blubbermg and weeping, weeping and blubberin-rhtand up, stand up ; stand, an you be a 1 an •
"'

vu J" -efs sake, for her sake, rise and stand"-W hy should you fall into so deep an o"
'

Horn. Nurse! '

rf „
.Vurse Ah, sir I ah, sir 1—-Well, death's the end

D^n- Spfst thou of Juliet'^ howisu'rifhlierjUoth she not think me an old murdererNow I have stained the childhood of our joy
,V

''" b'ood remov'd but little from her own''

J\
here is she ? and how doth she ? and wh.it saysMy conceal d lady to our cancell'd love? Iweens •

^^iirse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weens -inri
.\nd now faUs on her bed ; and then starts up,

'^' ^
.Vnd Tybalt caUs ; and then on Romeo criesAnd then down falls again.

«wf'" ., , J, ,
As if that name,

.'5hot from the deadly level of a gun
Uid murder her ; as that name's cursed hand
.Murder d her kmsman.—O teil me, friar, tell me.
In what vile part of this anatomy
Doth my name lodge J tell me, that I may sack
1 he hateful mansion. IDrawinir /us s^mra,^riarL. Hold thy desperate hand

:

.\rt ttiou a man? thy form cries out, thou art

:

hy tears are womanish ! thy wild acts denote
1 he unreasonable fury of a beast

:

Unseemly woman, in a seeming man :

Ur ill-beseemmg beast, in seeming both 1

1 hou hast amaz'd me : by my holy order,
I thought thy disposition better temper'd
Hast thou slain Tybalt? wilt thou slay thyselfAnd slay thy lady too that lives in thee.By aoing damned hate upon thyself
\V hy rail'st thou on thy birth, the neaven. and earth fbince birth, and heaven, and earth, all three flo meetIn thee at once : which thou at once wouldst lose

Ai'rK- k' f*?""
sham'st thy shape, thy love, thy wit

;'

V "J'^"'
"''«•'' "surer, abound'st in all.Ahd usestnone in that true use indeed

^w n^^°ll'?i1."Jf.5ly.=''fPi^;
'hy love, thy wit

:

D_
^ -_._-._ „...., .^ ,j ,j^^ .,. ..Jim ui wa7

igressing from the valour of a man
;

1 hy dear love, sworn, but hollow perjury,
KBlrngthat love which thou hast vow'd to cherish •

riiy wit, that ornament to shane and love
Mis-shapen m the conduct of them both.
Like powder in a skill-less soldier's ftask.
Is set afire by thine own ignorance.
And thou dismember'd with thine o;vn defence.
v\ hat, rouse thee, man I thy Juliet is alive
1- or whose dear sake thou wast but lately dead

:

there art thou happy: Tybalt would kill thee,
Ijut thou slew St Tybalt ; there art thou happy ton : •

I he law, that thre.aten'd death, becomes thy friend.And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy :A pack of blessings lights upon thy back :

Happiness courts thee in her best array

;

But, like a mis-behav'd and sullen wench.
Thou pout'st upon thy fortune and thy love
1 ake heed, take heed, for such die miserable
Co, get thee to thy love, as was decreed,
Aicend her chamber, hence and comfort her:
But look thou stay not till the watch be set,
lor then thou canst not pass to Mantua;
\y here thou shalt live, till we can find a time
1 o lil.i^e your marriage, reconcile your friends.
Beg pardon of the prince, and call thee back
\V iih twenty hundred thous.md times more joy
I hail thou wenfst forth in laiiienlation.

b.-fore, nurse : commend me to tliy l.idyAnd bid her hasten all the house to be<l,
\\ Inch heavy sorrow makes them apt unto •

Komeo is coming.
fnii'Iit-

Nurst. O Lord, I could have st.iyVI hero aU ilr1 o 1 e.ir good counsel : ( ), what leami^ig is I-
*

.My lord, I II tell my hidy you will come
horn. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide
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Aursr. 1 1(Tl-, ^ir, a riruT she h\(\ mf pivc you, sir.

Hie you, make haste, fnr it -^rows very late. [ISxiL

Kom. How wcU my comfort is reviv'd by this I

/W. L. Go hence ; good night ; and here stands all

your state :

Either be g^one before the watch be set,

« )r by the break of day disguis'd from hencO

!

Sojourn in Mantiia ; I'll find out your man,
And lie shall signify from time to time
Uvery good hap to you. that chances here :

Give me thy hand ; tis late : farewell ; good night.
Rom. But that a joy past joy calls out on nie,

It were a grief, so brief to part with thee

:

Farewell 1

'

[ Kxcunf.

SCENE W.—A Room in Capulet's Uonsf.

i:>:/'(fr Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris.

Cap. Things have fallen out, sir, so unluckily,

That we have had no time to move our daughter :

Look you, she lov'd her kinsman Tybalt dearly,

And so did 1 ;— well, we were born to die.

—

"Tis very late, she 'U not come down to-night:
I promise you, but for your company,
1 would have been a-bed an hour ago.
Par, These tunes of woe afford no time to wno.

Madam, good night : commend me to your daughter.
/,<?. Cap. I will, and know her mind early to-morrow;

To-night she's mew'd up to her heaviness.
Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender

Of my child's love : I think she will be rul'd

In all respects by mc ; nay, more, I doubt it not.
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ;

Acquaint her here of my son Paris' love ;

And bid her. mark you me, on Wednesday next—
But, soft I What day is this?

Pa7'. Monday, my lord.

Cap. Monday! ha, ha ! Well. Wednesday istoo soon \

O" Thursday let it be :—o' Thursday, tell her.
She shall be married to this noble earl.

Will you be ready? do you like this Jiaste?
We'll keep no great ado. a friend or two ;

For, hark 3^ou, Tybalt being slain so late,

It maj' be thought we held him carelessly.
Being our kinsman, if we revel much :

Therefore we'll have some half a dozen friend*;.

And there an end. But what say yon to Thursday?
Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to-

Cap. Well, get you gone :—o' Thursday be it, then.—
Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed.
Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day.
Farewell. \x\y lord.—Light to my chamber, ho I

Alore me. it is so very late, that we
May call it early by and by :—good night. \Exeunt.

SCENE v.—Juliet's Chamber.

F.Jiter Romeo and Juliet.

ynL Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day i

It was the nightingale, and not the lark.
That pierc'u the fearful hollow of thine ear

;

Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree :

Believe me, love, it was the nightingale.
Ron:. It was the lark, the herald of the morn.

No nightingale : look, love, what envious streaks
Do lace the severing clouds in younder east :

Night's candles are burnt out. and jocund day
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops.
I must be gone and live, or stay and die.
yul. "Von light is not day-light. I know it, I

:

It is some meteor that the sun exhales.
To be to thee this night a to."ch-bearer.
And li^ht thee on thy way to Mantua :

Therefore stay yet,—thou need'st not to be gone.
Rotn, Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death ;

I am content, so thou wilt have it so.

I *ll say yon grey is not the morning's eye,
'Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow

;

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat
The vanity heaven so high above our heads

:

I have more care to stay, than will to go :

Come, death, and welcome I Juliet wills it so.
How is *t. my soul? let's talk, it is not day.
^ni. It is, it is, hie hence, begone, aw.iy 1

It IS the lark that sings so out ot tune.
Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps
Sqwc say, the lark makes sweet division

;

This doth not so, for she divideth us :

Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eyes ;

O, now 1 would they liad chang'd voices too !

Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray.

Hunting thee hence with hunts-up to the daj'.

O, now be gone ; more hg^ht and light it grow*;.

Kom. More light and light?—more dark and dark
our woes.

Enter Nurse.
Nurse. Madam

!

Jul. Nurse? fber

:

Xtirsf. Your lady mother's coming to your cham-
The day is broke ; be wary, look about. \_lixit.

yuL Then, window, let daj- in, and let life out.

Rom. Farewell, farewell! one kiss, and \'\\ de-
scend. \Deseends.

yul. Art thou gone so? my love! my lord! my
I must hear from thee every day in the hour, [friend?
For in a minute there arc many days

:

! by this count I shall be nmch in years
Hre 1 again behold my Romeo.
Rom. Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity

That may convey my greetings, love, to thee.
yiU. O, think'st thou we shall ever meet again ?

Rom. I doubt it not : and all these woes shall serve
For sweet discourses in our time to come.
yni. O God, I have an ill-divining soul 1

Methinks I see thee, now thou art below.
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb

:

Either my eyesight fails, or thou look'st pale.
Rom. And trust mc, love, in my eye so do j-ou :

Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu 1 adieu I

[Exit
yul. O fortune, fortune I all men call thee fickle ;

If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him
That is rcnown'd for faith ? Be fickle, fortune ;

For then, I hope, tliou wilt not keep him long.
But send him back.
La. Cap. \li'ithtn.] Ho, daughter I are you np?
yjil. Who is 't that calls? is it my lady mother?

Is she not down so late, or up so early?
What unaccustom'd cause procures her hither?

Enter Lady Capulet.
La. Cap. Why, liow now, Juliet I

yul. Madam, I am not well.

La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your cousin's
death ?

What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with tears?
And if thou couldst. Ihou couldst not make htm live ;

Therefore, have done : some grief shows much of
But much of grief shows still some want of wit. [love ;

ynl. Yei let me weep for such a feeling loss.

La. Cap. So shall you feel the loss, but not the
Which you weep for. [friend

yul. Feeling so the loss,

1 cannot choose but ever weep the friend.

La. Cap. Well, girl, thou weep'st not so much for
his death,

As that the villain lives which slaughter'd him.
yul. What villain, madam?
J.a. Cap. That same villain. Romeo.
yul. \'illain and he be man)' miles asunder.

God pardon him ! I do, with all my heart;
And yet no man. hkc he. doth grieve my heart.
La. Cap. That is, because the traitor murderer

lives. fhands:
yul. Ay, madam, from the reach of these my

Would none but I might venge my cousin's death I

La. Cap. We will fiave vengeance for it, fear thou
not

:

Then weep no more. I'll send to one in Mantua,—
Where that same banished runagate doth live,

—

Shall give him such an unaccustom'd dram.
That he shall soon keep Tybalt company :

And then, I hope, thou wilt be satisfied.

yul. Indeed, I never shall be satisfied
With Romeo, till I behold him—dead-
Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex'd

:

.Madam, if you could find out but a man
1 o bear a poison, I would temper it

;

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof.
Soon sleep in quiet, (), how my heart abhors
To hear him nam'd,—and cannot como to him,

—

To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt
Upon his bodv that hath slaughter'd him !

La. Cap. Find thou the means, and I'll find such^
mnn.

But now I'll tell thee joyful tidings, girl
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ynl. And joy comes well in such a neetly time :

\\'hat Mc thev. I l)i;.sci;ch your ladyship t (child ;

Lit. OiJ>. Well, well, thou hast a careful father,

One who, to put thee from thy heaviness.

Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy.

That thou expect'st not, nor 1 look'd not for.

yiil. Madam, in happy time, what day is that ?

La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thursday
moni.

The j,'allant, youn^j, and noble f;entlcraan.

The county Paris, at Saint Peter's church.
Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride.

y:<l. Now, by Saint Peter's church, and Peter too.

He shall not make me there a joyful bride.

I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed
Ere he. that should be husband, comes to woo :

I pray )-ou, tell my lord and father, madam,
I will'not marry yet ; and, when I do, I swear,
It shall be Romeo, whom you know 1 hate,

liathcr than Paris :—these are news indeed

!

La. Cap. Here comes your father ; tell him so

yourself.

And see how he will take it at your hands.

Enter Capulct and Nurse.

Cap, When the sun sets, the air doth drizzle dew ;

But for the sunset of my brother's son,
It rains downrii^ht.

—

How now! a conduit, sj'rl? what, still in tears?
Evermore showerim;? In one little body
Thou coumerfeit'st a bark, a sea. a wmd :

For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea.

Do ebb and flow with tears ; the bark thy body \%.

S.iiUng in tliis salt flood ; the winds, thy siehs;
Who,—ragiiij; with thy tears, and they with them,—
AViihout a sudden calm, will overset
Thy tempest-tossed body,—How now, wife I

Have you deliver'tl to her our decree? [thanks.

La. Cap. Ay, sir ; but she will none, she gives you
I would the fool were married to her fjrave ! 1 wife.

Cap. Soft 1 take me with you, take me with you.
How ; will she none ? doth she not give us thanks ?

Is she not proud ? doth she not count her bless'd.

Unworthy as she is, that we have wrouvjht
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridei^room?
ynl. Not proud, you have ; but thankful, that you

have

:

Proud can I never be of what I hate :

But thankful even for hate, that is meant love.

Cap. How now, how now, chop-lo^ic 1 ^Vhat is

this?
Proud,—and, I thank you,—and, I thank you not ;—
And yet not proud :—mistress niinion, yon.
Thank me no thankinijs, nor prr>n<l nic no prouds.
But fettle your fine joiiits 'gainst Thursday nc.\t.

To go with Paris to Saint Peter's church.
Or I will dra^ thee on a hurdle thither.

Out, you green-sickness carrion 1 out, you baggage !

Vou tallow face

!

I,a. Cap. Fie, fie ! what, are you mad ?

yirl. Good father, I beseech you on my knees,
Hear nie with patience but to speak a word.
Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient

wretch !

I tell thee what,—get thee to church o' Thursday,
(ir never .after look inc in the face :

Speak not, reply not. do not answer me ;

Nly finj;ers ilch.—Wife, we scarce thought us bless'd,
That t-iod had lent us but this only child

;

But now I see this one is one too much.
And that we have a curse in having her :

Out on her, hilding 1

Nurse. Cod in heaven bless her !—
\ou are to blame, my lord, to rale her so.

Cap. And why, my lady wisdom? hold your
tongue.

Good prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go.
JViirse. I speak no treason.
Cap. O, God yc good den.
A'lirse. May not one speak T

Clip. Peace, you mumbling fool I

I'tter your gravity o'er .t gossip's bowl

;

.'"rr h:;r<; we need l^ not.
/.a. Cap. You are too hot.
Cap. God's br^a-l ! it makes me mad :

D.iy, night, hour, tide, time, work, play.
Alone, ill company, still my care hath been
To have her match'd : and having now provide!

A gentleman of nobie parentage.
Of fair demesnes, youtliful, and nobly train'd,

Stuff'd (as they say) witli honourable parts,

Proportion'd as one's thought would wish a man,

—

.\nd then to have a wretched puling fool,

A- whining mammet, in her fortune's tender.

To answer—" I'll not wed,"—" I cannot love,"—
" I am too young,"-—" I pray you, pardon me ;"

—

But, an you will not wed, I'll pardon you :

Graze where you will, you shall not house with nic.

Look to 't, think on 't, I do not use to jest.

Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise :

An you be mine, I'U give you to my friend ;

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i' the streets.

For, by my soul, I'll ne'er acknowledge thee,

Xor what is mine shall never do thee good ;

Trust to't, bethink you ; I'll not be forsworn. \_Exit

yiil. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds.

That sees into the bottom of my grief?

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away !

Delay this marriage for a month, a week :

Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed
In that dim monument where Tybalt lies.

La. Cap. Talk not to me, for I'll not speak a word:
Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. \_lixii.

yul. O God!—O nurse, how shall this be pre-

vented ?

My husband is on earth, my faith in heaven ;

How shall that faith return again to earth.

Unless that husband send it me from heaven
By leaving earth ?—comfort me, counsel me.
.Mack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems
Upon so soft a subject as myself I—
What say'st thou ? hast thou not a word of joy ?

Some comfort, nurse ?

Nurse. Faith, here it is. Romeo
Is banished ; and all the world to nothing.
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you ;

Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth.

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth,
I think it best you married with the county.

O, he's a lovely gentleman !

Komco 's a dishclout to him : an eagle, madam.
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye,
AsParis h.ath. Beshrew my very heart,

I think you are happy in this second match.
For it excels your first : or if it did not.

Vour first is dead : or 'twere as good he were.
As living here and yon no use of him.
yul. Speakest thou from thy heart ?

Nurse. And from my soul too :

Or else beshrew them both.
yiii. Amen I

Nurse. What ?

yul. Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous
Go in : and tell my ladj' I am gone, [much.
Having dispic.is'd my father, to Laurence* cell.

To make confession, and to be absolv'd.
Nurse. Marry, I will : and this is wisely done.

\Exi/.

yul. Ancient damnation 1 O most wicked fiend I

Is it more sin to wish me thus forsworn.
Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue
Which she hath prais'd him with above compare
.So many thousand times ?—Go. counsellor :

Thou .Tnd my bosom henceforth shall be twain.

—

I'll to the friar, to know his remedy :

If all else fail, myself have power to die. [Exit.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Friar Laurence's Cell,

littler Friar Laurence and Paris.

Fri. I.. On Thursday, sir ? the time is very short.

Par. My father Capulet will have it so ;

.\nd 1 am nothing slow, to sl.ick his haste.
Fri. L. You say you d^> not know the Uidy's mind;

Uneven is the course, 1 like it not.

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tyb.'Ut's death*
And therefore have I little talked of love ;

I'or Venus smiles not in a house of tears.
N'ow, sir, her father iroimis it d.ingcrous.
rii;it she doth I'lvc her sorrow so much sway,
\nd. in his wisdom, h.istes mir marriage,
I'm slop (he inuiul.ition of her tears ;

U'hi^li, too mucli minded by herself alone.
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May be put fror.i her by society :,

Now do you know the reason of this haste.
/•>/. L. [^sidt:] 1 would I knew not wliy it should

be slow'd.

Vook, sir, here comes the lady towards ray cell.

Enter JuUet.
rar. Happily met, my lady, and my wife !

^ul. That may be, sir, when I may be a wife.

yar. That may be, must be, love, on Thursday
yid. What must be, shaU be. [next.

Fri. L. That's a certain text.

Par. Come you to make confession to tliis father 2

Jul. To answer that, I should confess to jou.
Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me.
Jul. I will confess to you. that 1 love him.
Par. So will you, I am sure, that you love nie.

Jul. If I do so, it will be of more price.

Being spoke behind your back, than to your face.
Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abus'd v/ith tears.

Jul. The tears have got small victory by that
;

For it was bad enough before their spite.

Par. Thou wrongsst it, more than tears, with th.H
report.

Jttl. That is no slander, sir, which is a truth :

And what I spake, I spake it to my face.
Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slander'd it.

Jul. It may be so, for it is not mine own.

—

Are you at leisure, holy father, now

;

Or shall I come to ycu at evening mass ?

Fri. L. My leisure serves me, pensive daughter.
My lord, we must entreat the time alone. [now ;

—

Par. God ehield, I should disturb devotion 1

—

Juliet, on Thursday early will 1 rouse you ;

Till then, adieu : and keep this holy kiss. {Exit.

Jul. O, shut the door ! and when thou hast done so.

Come weep with me : past hope, past cure, past help !

Fri. L. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy .grief;

It strains me past the compass of my wits

:

I hear thou must, and nothing maj' prorogue it.

On Thursday next be married to this county.
j'w/. TeU me not, friar, that thou hear'st of this.

Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it :

if. in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help,
1Jo thou but call my resolution wise.
And with this knife I'll help it presently.
<iod join'd my heart and Romeo's, thou our hands j

And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal'd.

Shall be the label to another deed,
t )r my true heart ivit'n treacherous revolt
Turn to another, this shall slay them both :

Therefore, out of thy long-experienc'd time.
Give me some present counsel ; or behold.
'Twixt my extremes aud me this bloody knife
Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that
Which the conmiission of thy years and art
Could to no issue of true honour bring,
lii.- not so long to speak : I long to die.

If what thou speak 'st speak not of remedy.
Fri. L. Hold, daughter : I do spy a kind of hope.

Which craves as desperate an execution
As that is desperate which we would prevent.
If, rather than to marry county Paris,

Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself.

Then is it likely thou wilt undertake
A thing like death to chide away this shame.
That cop'st with deatli himself to 'scape from it

;

And. if thou dar'st, I'll give thee remedy.
Jul. O, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris,

From off the battlements of yonder tower ;

Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk
AVhere serpents are ; chain me with roaring bears

;

Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house.
O er-cover'd quite with dead men's rattling bones,
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless sculls ;

Or bid me go into a new-made grave.
And hide rhe with a dead man in his shroud ;

Things, that to hear them told, have made me trem-
And I will do it without fear or doubt, [ble ;

To live an uiistain'd wife to my sweet love.

Fri. L. Hold, then ; go home, be merry, give con-
To marry Paris ; Wednesday is to-morrow ; [sent

To-morrow night look that thou lie alone,
l.et not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber

;

Take thou this phial, being then in bed.
And this distillM liquor drink thou olf

;

When, presently, through all thy veins shall run
A cold and drowsy humour ; for no pulse
SUall keep his native progress, but surcease

:

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv'st

;

The roses in thy lips and c'neeks sh^Ul fade
To paly ashes ; thy eyes" windows fall.

Like death, when he shuts up the day of life ;

Each part, deprived of supple government.
Shall, stiff and stark and cold, appear like death 1

And in this borrow'd likeness of shrunk death
Thou shalt continue two and forty hours,
And then awake as from a pleasant sleep.

Now, when the bridegroom in the morning comes
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead;
Then (as the manner of our country is)

In thy best robes uncover'd on the bier,

1 hou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault,
"Where all the kindred of the Caputets lie.

In the meantime, against thou shalt awake»
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift

;

A_nd hither shall he come : and he and I

Will watch thy waking, and that very night
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua.
And this shall free thee from this present shamo ;

If no unconstant toy, nor womanish fear,

Abate thy valour in the acting it.

Jul. Give me, give me ! O, tell me not of fear

!

Fri. L. Hold ; get you gone, be strong and pros=
perous

In this resolve : I'll send a friar with speed
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord.

Jul. Love, give me strength ! and strength shall
help afford.

Farewell, dear father I [Exeunt.

SCENE II.—Hall in Captilet's House.

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet ; Nurse, and Servants.

Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ.

\E.-eit 1 Servant.
Sirrah, go hire me t^venty curming cooks.
2 Serzi. You shall have none ill, sir ; for I'll try if

they can lick their lingers.
Caj>. How canst thou try them so?
e Ser:;. Marry, sir, 'tis an ill cook that cannot lick

his own fingers ; therefore he that cannot lick his

fmgers, goes not with me.
Cap. Go, be gone. {E.vii a Servant.

We shall be much unfurnish'd for this tiiue.

\\'hat, is my daughter gone to Friar Laurence !

Nurse. Ay, forsooth.
Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good on her

;

A peevish self-wiU'd harlotry it is.

Nurse. See, v.-here she conies from shrift with
merry look.

Enter Juliet.

Cap. How now, my headstrong! where have yot
been gadding? •

Jul. Where I have learn'd me to repent the sin

Of disobedient opposition
To you and your behests ; and am enjoin'd

Ey holy Laurence to fall prostrate here.

And beg your pardon ;—pardon, I beseech you I

Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you.
Cap. Send for the county ; go tell him of this :

I'll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning.
Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence' cell

;

.\iid gave him what beconied love I might,
Not stepping o'er the bounds of modesty.
Cap. Why, I'm glad on 't ; this is well,—stand up—

This is as 't should be.—Let me see the county ;

.\y, marry, go. I say, and fetch himhltlicr.
Xow, afore God, this reverend holy friar,

.\11 our whole city is much bound to him.

Jul. Nurse, will you go with nie into my closet,

To help me sort such needful ornaments
As you think tit to furnish me to-morrow ?

La. Cap. No, not till Thursday ; there is time
enough.

Cap. Go, nurse, go with her :—well to church to-

morrow.

'

\Exeur.t ]\X\ct and Nurse.
La. Cap. We shall be short in our provision :

'Tis now near night.
Cap. Tush, I will stir about.

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife :

(io thou to Juliet, help to 'deck up her;
I II not to bed to-night ; let me alone ;

I'll play the housewife for thi?once.—^^h,^t, hoi—
They are all forth : well, I will walk myself
To county Pans, to prepare hiiu ui>
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Against to-morrow : my heart is wondrous lioht.

Since this same wayward girl is so redaimd.

SCiENE III.—Juliofs Chamber.

ir«fey Juliet mid Nurse.

Jul. Ay, those attires are be-st :—but, gentle nurse,

I pray thee, leave nic to myself to-night

;

For I have need of many orisons

To move the heavens to smile upon my state.

\V"nIch, well thou know'st, is cross and full of sin.

Enter Lady Capulet.

La. Cap. What, are you busy, ho ? need you my
help J

5^7.'. No. madam : we h.ive cull'd such necessaries
As .nre behoveful for our state to-morrow

:

So piecue you, let me now be left alone.
And let the nurse this nijjht situp with you ;

I-\)r, I am sure, you have your hands full all.

In this so sudden business.
I.a. Cap. Good night

:

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need.
\Excu>tt Lady Capulet and Nurse.

Jul. Fari'vveU !—God knows when we shall jneet
again.

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins,
That almost freezes up the heat of hfe

:

1 il call tliem back again to comfort me ;

—

Nurse !—What should she do here?
My dismal scene I needs must act alone.

—

Come, phial.

—

What if this mixture do not work at all?

Sl'.all I be married, then, to-morrow morning?
No, no ;—this sliail forbid it :—lie thou there.

—

(
Laying d<nun a dagger.

What if it be a poison, which the friar

Subtly hath minister'd to have me dead,
T-cst in this marriage he should be dishonour'd,
Ilcc.iuse he married me before to Romeo ?

1 fear it is : and yet. metliinks, it should not,
lor he hath still been tried a holy man

:

I will not entertain so bad .a thought.
I low if, when 1 .am laid into the tomb,
1 wake before the time that Romeo
Come to redeem me? there's a fearful Doint

!

Shall I not, then, be stifled in the vault;
To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in,

An<I there die strangled ere my Romeo conies 1

( ir. if I live, is it rot very like.

The horrible conceit of death and night,
'I'ojjether with tlie terror of the place,

—

As in a vault, an ancient r^ccpt.acle,

Wiiere. for these many hundred years, the bones
Of all my buried ancestors are pack'd

;

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but -.jreen in earth.
Lies festering in Iris shroud ; where, as they say.
At some hours in the night spirits resort ;

—

Alack, alack, is it not like, th.it I.

So early waking.—what with loathsome smells.
And shrieks like mandrakes' torn out of the c.ar'.h,

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad ;—
<). if I w.ake, shall I not be distraught.
Environed with all these hideous fears?
And madly pl.iy with my forefathers' joints?
And pluck the mangled Tybalt frfnn nis shroud?
And. in this rage. v. ith some great kinsman's bone.
As with a club, dash out my desjierate brains?
<>. look ! methinks I see 'ny cousin's ghost
Seeking out Romeo, that did wit his nody
Upon a rapier's point :—stay, "Tybalt, stay I

—

Komeo, I come I this do 1 drink to thee.

I
Thr<nvs herselfon the bed.

SCENE IV.-Capulcfs Hall.

Enter Lady Capulet and Nurse.

La. Cap. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more
spices, nurse.

Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the
pastry. i

F.nter Capulet.
Ct*. Come, stir, ^ir, stir! the second cock hath,

crow'd, '

The curfew bell hath rung, 'tis three o'clock

:

L<.<'i: to the b.ak'd meats, good Angelica

:

Kp ire not for cost.
Xiirse. Go, go, you cot-qucan. go

;

Get you to bed : faith, you'll be sick tomorrow
For this night's watching.

c'.r/*. No. not a whit ; what ! J have watch'tl ere now
All night for lesser cause, and ne'er been sick.

Z-ir. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouse-hunt in your
time

;

Uut I will watch you from such v.-.itching now.
[Exeunt Lady Capulet and Nurse.

Cap. A jealous^iood, a jealous-hood 1 — Now,
fellow,

Enter Servants, ivilh spits, lags, and baskets.

Wliat's there? [what
r Serv. Things for the cook, sir; but I know not
Cap. Make haste, make haste. [Exit i Serv.

Sirrah, fetch drier logs

:

Call Peter, he will siiow thee where they are.
c Serzf. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs.

And never trouble Peter for the matter. [Exit.
cap. "Mass, and well said ; a merry whoreson, hal

Thou Shalt be logger-head.—Good faith, 'tis day:
The county will tie here with music straight

;

{Music within.
For so he said he would :—I hear him near.

—

Nurse \—Wife I—what, ho !—what, nurse, I say I

Re.enfer Nurse.
Go waken Juliet, go and trim her up ;

I'll go .and chat with Paris :—hie, make haste.
Make haste ; the bridegroom he is come already :

Make haste, I say. [E.xaini.

SCENE \'.—Juliet's Chamber; Juliet on the bed.

Ejiter Nurse.

Nurse. Mistress!—what, mistress!—Juliet!—fast,*
warrant her, she :

—

Why, lamb I—why. lady !—fie, you slug-a-bed !

—

\V'liy, love, I say I—madam 1 sweet-heart?— why,
bride !—

What, not a word ?—you take your pennyworths liow

;

Sleep for a week : for the next night, i warrant.
The county Paris hath set up his rest.

That you shah rest but little.—God forgive me.
Marry and amen, how sound is she asleep 1

I needs must wake her.—Madam, madam, madam !

—

Ay, let the county take you in your bed ;

He'U fright you up, i' faith.— Will it not be?
^^'hat, clress'd ! and in your clothes I and down again I

I must needs wake you : lady ! lady ! lady 1

—

Alas ! alas !—Help ! help ! my lady's dead 1—

.

O, well-a-day. that ever I was born ]

—

Some aqiia-'vites, ho !—my lord ! my lady 1

Enter Lady Capulet.
La. Cap. What noise is here?
Nurse. O lamentable day I

/..?. C(7/. What is the matter?
Nurse. Look, look ! O lieavy tiay 1

J.a. Cap. O me, O me !—my child, my only life.

Revive, look up. or 1 will die with thee J

—

Help, help!—call help.
Enter Capulet.

Cap. For shame I bring Juliet forth ; licr lord is

come.
Nurse. She's dead, deceas'd, she's dea<l ; alack

the day! (she's dead I

La. Cap. Alack the day ! she's dead, she's dead 1

Cap. Ha I let me see her :—out, alas I she's cOld ; •

Her blood is settled, and her joints are stiff; •

Life and these lips hive long 'been separated:
I Jeath lies on her like an untimely frost
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.

Nurse. O lan\entable d.iy I

La. Cap. O woful time 1

Cap. Death that hath ta'en her hence to make
me wail.

Ties up my tongue, iind will not let me spe.ak.
Enter Friar Laurence, and Paris, luifh Musicians.
Fri. L. Come, is the liridc ready to go to churcht
Cap. Re.adyt6 go, but never to return:

O son, the night before thy wedding-day
Il.ith death lain with thy wife : there she lies,

l-'lowcr as she was. deflowered by him.
Di-ath is my son-in-law, death is my heir

;My daughter he h,ath wedded : I will die.
And leave him ,all ; life, living, all is death's.

J'ar. Have I thought long to see this morning's
face.

And dolh it give me such a sight as this?
La. Cap. AccursV., mihappy.wTctchcd, hateful dayl
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Mo5t miserable hour, that e'er time saw
In lasting- labour of his pilgrimage

!

Kut one, poor one, one poor and loving child,

Kut one thing to rejoice and solace in.

And cruel death hath catch'd it fron\ my sight.

Nurse. O woe I O woful, wofiil day 1

Most lamentable day, most woful day.
That ever, ever, I did yet behold !

O day 1 O day ! O day ! O hateful day 1

Never was seen so black a day as tliis

:

O woful day, O woful day I

J'a>. Beguil'd, divorced, wronged, spited, slain !

Most detestable death, by thee beguil'd,

Ey cruel cruel thee quite overthrown I

—

O'love 1 O life !—not life, but love in death I

C(?/. Despis'd, distressed, hated, martyr 'd, kill'd 1

—

Uncomfortable time, why cam'st thou now
To murder, murder our solemnity?

—

<) child ! O child 1—my soul, and not my child !

—

Dead art thou !—alack, my child is dead ;

Aiid with my child my joys are buried '. [lives ivjt

Fri. L. Peace, oh, for shame! confusion's cure
In these confusions Heaven and yourself
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all,

And all the better is it for the maid :

Your part in her you could not keep from death ;

But heaven keeps his part in eternal life.

The most you sought was her promotion :

For twas your heaven she should be advanc'd :

And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc'd
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself!

(), in this love, j'ou love your child so ill.

That you run mad, seeing that she is well

:

She's not well married that lives married long ;

But she's best married that dies married young.
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is,

Jn all her best array bear her to church :

For though fond nature bids us all lament.
Yet nature's tears are reason's merriment.

Cap. AH things that we ordained festival.

Turn from their office to black funeral

:

Our instruments, to melancholy bells

:

Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial feast

;

Our solemn hymns to sullen dirges change

;

Our bridal flowers serve for a buried corse.
And all things change to the contrary.
Fri. /,. Sir. go you in,—and, madam, go with him :

—

And go. Sir Paris ;— everj' one prepare
To follow this fair corse unto her grave

:

The heavens do lower upon you for some ill

;

Move thera no more, by crossing their high will.

\Exame Capulet, Lady Capulet, Paris,

and Friar. [gone.

I Mns. 'Faith, we may put up our pipes, .and be
Nurse. Honest good fellows, ah, put up, put up, for,

well you know, this is a pitiable case, \F.\-if.

1 Mils. Ay, by my troth, the case may be amended.

Enter Peter.

Pet. Musicians, O musicans, " Heart's ease. Heart's

ease :" O, an ye will have me live,play " Heart's ease."

T Mns. Why " Heart's ease?"
Pet. O, musicians, because my heart itself plays

" My luart is fiill of ',uoe :" O play me some merry
dump, to comfort me.

2 Mus. Not a dump we ; 'tis no time to play now.
Pet. You will not, then ?

Afnsicians. No.
Pet. I will, then, give it you soundly.
I Aftts. What will you give ust
Pet. No money, on my faith; but the gleek : I will

jjive you the minstrel.

1 M:is. Then will 1 give you the serving-creature.

Pet. Then will 1 lay the serving-creature's dagger
nn your pate. I will carry no crotchets : I'll re you, I'll

yir you ; do you note me ?

J Mns. An you re us, andyli us, you note us.

2 Afns. Pray you, put up your dagger, and put out

your wit.

Pet. Then have at you with my wit I I will dry-beat

you with an iron wit, and put up my iron dagger.
Answer me like men :

" llJien ^-ipint:griefthe licart doth luonnd,
And doleful dumps the mind oppress.

Then music, with her silver sound—"
"Why "silver sound?" why "music with her silver

sound?"—What say ypu, Sunon Catling?

I Mus. Marry, sir, because silver hath a sweet
souutl.

Pet. Pretty !—What say you. Hugh Rebeck ?

^Mhs. 1 say "silver liound," because nmsiciang
sound for silver.

Pet. Pretty too I—What say you, James Sound-
post ?

3 Mus. 'Faith, I know not what to say.

Pet. O. I cry you mercy ; you are the singer : I

will say for you. It is, " music with her silver sound,"
because musicians have seldom gold for sound-
ing :

—

" Then ^nttsic luith her silver sound,
lyith speedy help doth lend redress."

[/•xeunt.

1 Mus. What a pestilent knave is this same :

2 Mus. Hang him. Jack !—Come, we'll in here ;

tarry for the mourners, and stay dinner.
[tS.veunt.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Mantua. A Street.

Fnter Romeo
Pom. If I may trust the flattering truth of sleep.

My dreams presage some joyful news at hand :

My bosom's lord sits lightly in his throne ;

And all this day an unaccustom'd spirit

Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts.

I dreamt, my lady came and found me dead.
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to think,

)

And b'reath'd such life with kisses in my lips,

That I reviv'd, and was an emperor.
Ah me ! how sweet is love itself possess'd.

When but love's shadows are so rich in joy !

Enter Balthasar.

News from Verona 1—How now, Balthasar

!

Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar ?

How doth my lady ? Is my father well !

How fares my Juliet? ThatI askagain;
For nothing can be ill, if she be well.

Pal. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill

:

Her body sleeps in Capel's monument.
And her immortal part with angels lives.

I saw her laid low in her kindred's vault.

And presently took post to teli it you

:

O, pardon me for brmging these ill news,

Since you did leave it for my office, sir.

Potn. Is it even so? then I defy you, stars !—
Thou know'st my lodging : get me ink and p.aper.

And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-night.

Pal. I do beseech you, sir, have patience

:

Your looks are pale and wild, and do import

Some misadventure.
A'owf. Tush, thou art deceiv d

:

Leave me. and do the thing I bid thee do :

H.ast thou no letters to me from the friar?

Pal. No, my good lord.

Pom. No matter : get thee gon!%

And hire those horses: I'll be with thee straight.

IFxtt Balthasar.

^^'elI, Juliet, I will lie with thee tonight.

Let's see for means :—O mischief, thou art swift

To enter in the thoughts of desperate men I

I do remember an apothecary,

—

.A.nd hereabouts he dwells,—which late I noted

In tatter'd weeds, with overivhelming brows.

Culling of simples ; meagre were his looks.

Sharp misery had worn him to the bones

:

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung,

An alligator stufT'd. and other- skins

Of ill-shaped fishes ; and about his shelves

A beggarly account of empty boxes.

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds.

Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses.

Were thinly scatter'd. to make up a sho
Noting this penury to myself, 1 said

.\n if "a man did need a poison now.
Whose sale is present death in Mantua,
Here lives a caitifl" wretch would sell it him.

O. this same thought did but fore-run my need ;

And this same needy man must sell it me.

As I remember, this should 'oe the house:

Being holiday, the beggar's shop is shut.

What, ho 1 apothecary !
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Hiifcr Apotliecarj'.

ylf,, Whocillssoloud?
Ran. Come hither, man.— I see that thou art poor

;

Hold, tliere is forty ducats : let me have
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding gear

As will disperse itself through all the veins,

That the life-weary taker may fall dead ;

And that the trunk may be discliarg'd of breath

As violently, as hasty powder lir'd

Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb.
.-//. Such mortal druijs I have ; but Mantua's law

Is death to any he tliat utters them.
Rom. Art thou so bare and full of wretchedness.

And fear'st to die? famine is in thy cheeks,

Need and oppression starveth in thine eyes.

Contempt and beg^r>' bans; upon thy back.
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law

:

The world affords no law to make thee rich ;

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this.

w-//. My poverty, but not my will, consents.

Horn. 1 pay thy poverty, and not thy will.

ylf. Put this in any liqiiid thing you will.

And drink it off; and, ii^ you had the strength

Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight.

Kom. 'fhere is thy gold ; woi-se poison to men's
souls.

Doing more murders in this loathsome world,

Tliaii these poor compounds that thou may'st not
seU:

I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none.
Farewell : buy food, and get thyself in tiesh.

Come, cordial, and not poison, go with me
To Juliet's grave ; for there must I use thee.

[ExeiiiU.

SCENE n.—Friar Laurence's Cf//.

Enter Friar John.

Fri. y. Holy Franciscan friar! brother, hoi
E}iter Friar Laurence.

Fri. L. This same should be the voice of friar

John.
Welcome from Mantua : What says Romeo !

Or. if his niind be writ, give me his letter.

Fri. y. Going to find a bare-foot brother out,

One of our order, to associate me.
Here in this city visiting the sick.

And finding him, the searchers of the town.
Suspecting that we both were in a house
Where the infectious pestilence did reign,

Seal'd up the doors , and would not let iis forth ;

So that my speed to Mantua there was stayd.
Fri. /,. Who bare my letter, then, to Romeo?
Fri. y I could not send it.—here it is again,—

Nor get a messenger to bring it thee.
So fearful were they of infection.

Fri. I.. Unhappy fortune I by my brotherhood,
The letter was not nice, but full of charge.
Of dear import ; .ind the neglecting it

May do much danger. Friar John, go hence

;

Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight

Unto my cell.

Fri. y. Brother, I'll go and bring it thee. \Exit.
Fri. L. Now must I to the monument alone;

Within this three hours w-ill fair Juliet wake :

She will beshrew me nnich, th.at'Romeo
Ilath had no notice of these accidents;
lint I will write again to Mantua,
And keep her at my cell till Komco come ;

I'oor living corse, clos'd m .1 dead man's tomb

!

\Exit.

SCENE HI.—// Church-Yant : in it a Moimmciil
hfIonising to the Capulets.

Enter Paris, and his P.age, bearing /Itrwers and it

torch.

Par. Give me thy torch, boy: hence, and stand
aloof;

Vet put it out. for I would not be seen.
Unclcr yonil" yew-Irecs lay thee all along.
Holding thine car clf»sc t<» the hollow ground ;

So shall no font upon thi; church-yard tread,
hcing loose, iinfirm, with digging up of graves.
Hut thou shalt hc.iT it : whistle then to mo.
As signal that thou hear'^t something approach.
Give ine those llowcrs. Do as I bid thee. go.

/'iii^e. [yisidr] I .im .ilmost afraid to stand alone
Here in the church-yar<l ; yet I will advenlure

(
lielii ct.

Far. Sweet flower, with flowers thy bridal bed
strew,

—

woe, thy canopy is dust and stones !

—

\\'liich with sweet water nightly I will dew ;

Or, wanting that, with tears distill'd by moans:
The obsequies, that I for thee will keep.
Nightly shall be, to strew thy grave and weep.

(
The Page whistles.

The boy gives warning something doih approach.
\N'h.it cursed foot wanders this w'ay to-night.
To cross my obsequies, and true love's rite!
%\'hat, with a torch ?—muffle me, night, awhile.

^Retires.
Enter Romeo and Balfhasar, with a torch, mat-

tock, G-c.
Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching

Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning [iron.
See thou deliver it to my lord and father.
Give me the light : upon thy life. I charge thee,
\\'hate'er thou hear'st orseest, stand all aloof,
.\nd do not interrupt me in my course.
Why I descend into this bed of death.
Is. partly, to behold my lady's face ;

But, chiefly, to take thence from her dead finger
A precious ring, a ring that I must use
In dear employment : therefore hence, be gone :

But, if thou, jealous, dost return to pry
1 n what I further shall intend to do,
By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint.
And strew this hungry church-yard with thy limbs :

The time and my intents are savage-wild

;

More fierce, .and more inexorable far.

Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea.
Fi^l. 1 will be gone, sir, and not trouble you.
Rom. So shalt thoa show me friendship. Take

thnii that

:

Live, and be prosperous : and farewell, good feilow.
Bal. [Aside.] For all this same, I'll hide me here

about

;

His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. [Retires.
Rom. Thnu cletestable maw. thou womb of death,

Gcrg'd with the dearest morsel of the earth.
Thus I enforce thy rotten jaws to open.

[fJreakitig open the door 0/ the monutnen/
.\nd, in despite. I'll cram thee with more food !

Par. This is that banish 'il haughty Montague.
That murder'd my love's cousin,—with which grief.
It is supposed, the fair creature died,

—

And here is come to do some villainous shame
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him.

—

(
Advancing'.

Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague !

Can vengeance be pursu'd farther than death t

Condemned villain, I do apprehend thee:
Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die.

Rom. I must, indeed ; and therefore came I hither.
Good gentle youth, tempt not a desper.ate man

;

Fly hence, and leave me : think 'jpon these gone ;

Let them affright thee.— I beseech thee, yoiitli.

Put not another sin upon my head.
By urging me to fury :—O, be gone I

My heaven, I love thee better than myself,
I-or I come hither, arm'd against myself:
Stay not. be gone ;—live, aiul hereafter say

—

.V madman's mercy bade thee run away.
Par. I do defy thy conjugations,

.\nd apprehend ihee for a felon here.
Rovi. Will thou provoke me? thenhavcat thee, boy I

I
They /ii:lit.

Pa;e. O Lord, they fight I I will go call the w.itch.

l/'v,A
Par. \Falls.] O, I am slain !—If thou be merciful.

Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. IDies.
Rom. In faith, I will.—Let me peruse this face

:

Mercutio's kinsman, noble county Paris !

What said my man, when my belossed soul

Did not attend hiin as we rode ? I think
I le told nie, Paris should 'nave married Juliet:
Said he not so ? or did 1 dream it so»
Or .'tin I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet,

To think it wassoi— f), give inc thy hand,
1 tne writ wnh iiie in sour misfortune's book I

I II bury thee in a triumphant grave ;

A grave? O, no, .a lantern, xiaugliter'd youth

I

I"or here liesJuliet, and her I.L-.iutv makes
I This vault a feasting presence full of light.

! Death, lie thou there, by a d.ad man inlcrr'd.

I I
Laytn^; Par j.> in tht) tnonumeni
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How oft, \vli.:n ii:en are at the point of death,
Have they Leon merry ! which their keepers call

A Ughtnimj before deatli : O, how may 1

c;all tliis alightning?—O my love ! my wife !

IJeath, that hath slick'd the honey of thy breath,
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty :

Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's ensit;n yet
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy clieelvs.

And death's pale nag- is not advanced there.

Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet '!

Ol what more favour can I do to thee,

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain,

To sunder his that was thine enemy ?

Forgive me, cousin !—Ah, dear Juliet,

Why art thou yet so fair? Shall I believe
That unsubstantial death is amorous ;

And that the lean, abhorred monster keeps
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ?

For fear of that, I still will stay with thee

;

And never from this palace of dun night
Depart ae^ain : here, here will I remain
With worms that are thy chamber-maids ; O, here
"Will I set up my everlastuit^ rest ;

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars

From this world-wearied tiesh.—Eyes, took your last

!

Arms, take your last embrace ! and, lips. O you
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss
A dateless bargain to engrossing death 1

Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide I

Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark !

Here's to my love ! [Bruits.'] O true apothecary I

Thy drugs are quick.—Thus with a kiss I die. [Dz'es.

Jiiiicr, ctt ihp ether end of iJic Church-yard Friar
iJaurence, ivith a lajiterju cro7i>, and spade.

Fri. L. Saint Fr.ancisbe my speed! how ofttQ-night
Have my old feet stumbled at graves !—Who's there?
Bal. Here's one, a friend, and one that knows

you well.

.

Fri. L Bliss be upon you I Tefl me, good my
friend.

What torch is yond", that vainly lends his light

To grubs .ind eyeless skulls? as I discern.

It burneth in the Capel's monument.
Bal. It doth so, holy sir: and there's my master,

One that you love.

Fri. L. Who is it?

Bal. Romeo,
Fri. L. How long hath he been there ?

Bal. Full half an hour.
Fri. L. Go with ine to the vault.

Bal. I dare not, sir.

My master knows not, but I am gone hence

;

.\nd fearfully ditl menace me with. death,
If I did stay to look on his intents.
Fri. L. Stay then, I'll go alone.—Fear comes

01 much I fear some ill unlucky thing. fuponme:
Bal. As I did sleep under this yew-tree here,

I dre.amt my master and another fought.
And that my master slew him.
Fri. L. [Approaching tJie tovib\ Romeo !

—

Alack, alack ; what blood is this, which stains
The stony entrance of this sepulchre?
What mean these mastcrless and gory swords,
To lie discoloured by this place oif peace ?

{Enters the totn.

.

Romeo ! O, pale I—Who else ? what, Paris voo ?

-\nd stecp'd in blood?—Ah, what .an unkind hour
Is guilty of this lamentable chance !

—

The l.idy stirs. I Juliet "oakcs.
^Ht. O. comfortable friar ! where is my lord ?

I do remember well where I should be.
And there I am :—where is my Romeo?

\Naise luilhin.
Fri. L. I hear some noise.—Lady, come from that

Of death, contagion, and unnatural sleep : t'l^st

A greater Power than we can contradict
Hath thwarted our intents : come, come away:
Thy husband in thy bosom there lies dead

:

And Paris too : come, I'll dispose of thee
Among a sisterhood of holy nuns

:

Stay not to question, for the watch is coming

;

Come, go, good Juliet.—•[A'^owe <ri'«!'« ] 1 dare no
longer stay.

yiil. Go, get thee hence, for I will not ;iway. 1

IKxit Fri. L.
What's here? a cup, clos'd in my true love's hand?

Poison, I see. hath been his timeless civl :

churl I drink all, and leave no friendly drop
To help me after ';— I will kiss thy lips :

Haply, some poison yet doth hang on them,
T'j make me die with a restorative. \Kisses him.
Thy lijjs .are w.irm !

I ll'atch. [.'/>//:.;;.] Lead, boy; which w.ay?
Jul. Yea, noise ^—then I'll be brief.—O happy dag-

ger ! [Snatching Romeo's di:!^i.'er.

This is thy sheath ; {Stabs /lerscl/.] there rest, and let
me die. [Falls on Romeo's body and dies,
f.nter Watch, loith the Page <y" Paris.

Page. This is the place ; there where the torch doth
burn.

1 Watch. The ground is bloody ; search about the
church-yard

;

Go, some of j'ou ; whoe er you find, attach.
\hxeitnt some o/thc Watch.

Pitiful sight ! here lies the county slain ;

And Juliet bleeding, warm, and, newly dead.
Who here hath lain these two days buried.
Go. tell the prince,—run to the Capulets,

—

Raise up the Montagues,—some others search ;

—

\F..xeniit ethers 0/the 'VVatch.

We see the ground whereon these woes do lie

;

But the true ground of all these piteous woes,
AV e cannot without circunistance descry.

Re-enter some 0/ the Watch, witli. Balthasar.
2 Jl'atch. Here's Romeo's man ; we found him in the

church-yard.
1 JFatch. Hold him in safety, till the prince come

hither.
_

.

Re-enter other q/the'Wa.tch, withVr'isx Laurence.
3 IFatch. Here is a friar, that trembles, sighs, and

weeps ;

We took this mattock and this spado from him.
As he was coming from this Church-yard side.

1 JFatch. A great suspicion : stay the friar too.

Enter the Prince and Attendants.
Prince. What misadventure is .so early up.

That calls our person from our morning's rest ?

Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, and others.

Cap. What should it be, that they should shriek

abroad ?

Im. Cap. The people in the street cry Romeo,
Some Juliet, and some Paris; and all rtm
With open outcry, toward our monument.
Prince. Vfkat fear is this, which startles in our ears?
I H^'atch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris

And Romeo dead; and Juliet, dead before, [slain ;

"Warm and new kill'd.

Prince. Search, seek, and know how this foul mur-
der comes.

I JFatch. Here is a friar, and slau.ghter'd Romeo's
With instruments upon them, fit to open [man ;

These dead men's tombs.
Cap. O, heaven !—O wife, look how our daughter

bleeds !

This dagger hath mista'n,—for, lo, his house
Is empty on the back of Montague,

—

And is niis-sheathcd in my daughter's bosom
Let. Cap. O me ! this sight of death is as a bell.

That warns ray old age to a sepulclire.

Enter Montague and others.

Prince. Come, Montague : for thou art eady up.

To see thy son and heir more early down.
jMon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead lo-ni.ght ; i

Grief of my son's exile hath stopp'd her breath

:

\V'hat further woe conspires agamst mine age?
Prince. Look, and thou shalt see.

Moil. O thou untauglit I what manners is in this.

To press before thy father to a gr.ave?
Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a while.

Till we can clear these ambiguities.
And know their spring, their'head, thcirtrue descent;
And then will I be gener.al of your woirs.

And lead you even to death : meantiTno forbear.

And let mischance be slave to patience.
Bring forth the parties of suspicion.
Fri. L. lam the greatest, ;tble to do least.

Vet most suspected, as the time and place .

Doth make against nie, of this direful murder

;

And here I stand, both ta impeach and purge
Myself condemned, and myself excus'd.
Prince. Then say at once what thou dost know in

this.

Fri. L. I will be brief, for my short date of breath
Is not so long as is a tedious tale.
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Romeo, there dead, was husband to tliat Juliet

;

Ami she, there dead, that Komeo's faithful wife

:

I married them ; and their stolen marriage-day
Was Tyi>alt's dooms-day, whose untimely death
Banish'd the new-made bridegroom from this city ;

For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin'd.

V'ou, to remove that siege of grief from her,

Betroth'd, and would have niarried her perforce,

To county Paris : then comes she to me ;

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some means
To rid her from tiiis second marriage.
Or in my cell there would she kill herself.

Then gave I her, (so tutor'd by my art,)

A sleeping potion ; which so took effect

As I intended, for it wrouglit on her
The form of death : meantime I writ to Romeo,
That he should hither come, as this dire night.

To help to take her from her borrow'd grave.
Being the time the potion's force should Cease.

But he which bore my letter, friar John,
Was stay"d by accident ; and yesternight
Retumd my letter back. Then, all alone.

At the prefixM hour of her waking.
Came 1 to take her from her kindred's vault

;

Meanii-g to keep her closely at my cell.

Till J conveniently could send to Romeo :

But. when 1 came, (some minute ere the time
Of her awakening.) here untimely lay
Thenolile Paris, and true Romeo, dead.
She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth.

And bear this work of heaven with patience

:

But then a noise did scare me from the tomb ;

And she. too ilesperate, would not go with nie,

But (.as it seems) did violence on herself.

^.\\ this I know ; and to the marriage
Iler nurse is privy : and, if aught in this

Miscarried by my fault, let my old life

Be sacritic'<l, some hour before his time.

Unto the rigour of severest law.

Frtna. \V'e still have known thee for a holy man,
V/here's Romeo's man? what can he say in this!

hat. I brought r.iy master news of Juhet's death

And then in post he came from Mantua,
To this same place, to this same moiuunent.
This letter he early bid me give his father

;

And threaten'd me with deaui, going in the vault.
If I departed not, and left him ttiere.

Prhue. Cive me the letter ; I will look on it.

Where is the county's page, that r.iis'd the watch?
Sirrah, what made your master in this place?
Pa^c. He came with tiowers to strew his lady's

grave

;

And bid' me stand aloof, and so I did :

Anon, comes one with light to ope tlie tomb

;

Aiul, by and by, my master drev.- on him

;

And then I ran away to call the watch.
Prince. Tliis letter doth make good the friar's

words.
Their course of love, the tidings of her death :

Antl here he writes, that he did buy a poison
Of a poor "pothecary ; and therewithal
Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet.

Where be these enemies?—Capulet !

—
'Klontague !

—

See what a scourge is laid upoit your hate.
That heaven finds means to kill yourjoys with luvo I

And I, for winking at youi- discords too.

Have lost .a brace of kinsmen :— all are punlsh'd.
Cap. O brother Montague, give me thy hand :

This is my daughter's jointure, for no more
"an I demand.

j\to>t. But I can give thee more :

For I will raise her statue in pure gold
;

Th.tt, while Verona by that name is known.
There shall no figure at such rate be set,

As that of true and faithful Juliet.

Cap. As rich shall Romeo by his lady lie

;

Poor sacrifices of our enmity !

Prii'xe. A glooming peace this morning with it

brings

;

The sun, for sorrow, will not show his head

:

Go hence, to have more talk of these sad things;
Some shall be pardon'd, and some punished

:

For never was a story of more woe,

'

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. [F.xx:fit

Othello, the Moor of Venice.
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ACT I.

SCENE I.—Venice. A Street.

Hnter Roderigo and lago.

Rod. Tush I Never tell me ; I take it much unkindly
That thou, lago, who hast had my imrse
6s if the strings were thine, shoufdst know of this.

/«;.''). 'Sblood, but you will not hear me:—
Jf ver I did drc.im of such a matter,
A'^linr me, •

Jiod Thou told'st me thou didst hold liim in thy hate.
/'...'"• Oespise me, if I ilid not. The great ones of

the city,

ti personal suit to make me his h'eutennnt,
Ol-cii';'cd to him :—and, by the faith of man,

I know my price, T am worth no worse .a place

:

liut he. as loving his own pride and purposes
Invades them, with a bonib.ist circumstance
1 lorribly stuffed with epithets of war

;

And, in conclusion.
Nonsuits my mediators ; for, " Certcs," s.ays he,
" 1 h.ive already chose my officer." And what was
Forsooth, a jp-eat arithmetician, fl^e?

One Michael Cassio. a Florentine,
A fellow almost damn'd in a f,air wife

;

Th.at never set a stinadron in the field.

Nor the division of .a battle knows
More than a spinster ; Imlcss the bookish theorick,
Wherein thetoged consuls can propose
As masterly as lie : mere prattle, without practice.
Is ,111 his soldiership. But he. sir, had the clectiun:
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And I,—of wliom hie eyes liad seen the proof,

At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other i^rotinds.

Christian and heathen.—must be be-lee'd and calm'd
By debitor-and-creditor, this counter-caster

;

He, in jjood time must his lieutenant be.
And l.*(God bless the marl<!) his Moorship's ancient.
Jiod. By heaven, 1 rather would have been liis hanc

man.
/a^o. Why, there's no remedy ; 'tis the curse of the

Preferment ,^oes by letter and affection, [service,

Not by the old gradation, where each second
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself.
Whether I in any just term am affin'd

To love the Moor.
Xoii. I would not follow him then.
/at^o. O, sir, content you ;

I follow him to serve my turn upon him

:

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters
Cannot be truly followed. You shall mark
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave.
That, dotinjj on his own obsequious bondaijc,
Wears out his time, much like his master's ass.

For nought but provender ; and when he's cUi,
cashier'd :

Wliip me such honest knaves. Other there are.
Who, trinun'd in forms and visages of duty.
Keep yet their hearts attending on themseh-es

;

And, throwing but shows of service on their lords.

Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lined
their coats.

Do themselves homage : these fellows have some soul

;

And such a one I doprofess myself For, sir,

It is as sure .as you are Roderigo,
Were I the Moor, I would not "be lago:
In following him, I follow but myself;
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty,
But seeming so, for my peculiar end ;

For when my outward action doth demonstrate
The native act and figure of my heart
In compliment extern, 'tis not long after
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve
r or daws to peck at : I am not what I am.

A'orf. What a full fortune does the thick lips owe,
If he can carry 't thus 1

/at^o. Call up her father

;

Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight.

Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen ;

And, though he in a fertile climate dwell.

Plague him with flies : though that his joy be joy.
Yet throw such changes of vexation on't.

As it may lose some colour.
Xo^. Here is her father's house ; I'll call aloud.
/tr^a. Do ; with like timorous accent and dire yell.

As when, by night and negligence, the fire

Is spied in populous cities.

Xod. What, ho, Brabantio ! signior Erabantio, ho !

/ax'O. Awake ! what, ho, Brabantio ! thieves
thieves I thieves 1

Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags I

Thieves 1 thieves !

Eii/cr Brabantio, above, at a 7vi>hio-:u.

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons

!

What is the matter there ?

/•!od. Signior, is all your family within?
J,i!;i>. Are your doors lock'd V

/Ira. \Vhyrwherefore ask you this!

j.t£v. 'Zounds, sir, you are robb'd ; for shame, put
on your gown ;

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul

:

Even now. now. very now. an old black ram
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise

;

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell.

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you :

Arise, 1 say.
Jira. What, have you lost your wits!
/loif. Most reverend signior, do you know my
J>ra. Not I : what are you! [voice?

Jiofl. My name is Roderigo.
/Ira. The worser welcome

:

I have charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors :

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say.

My daughter is not for thee : and now. in madness.
Being full of supper and distempering draughts.
Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come
To start my quiet.

/imi. Sir, sir. sir,—
Sia. But thou must needs be sure,

My spirit and my place have in them power
To make this bitter to thee,

A'orf. Patience, good sir.

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing? this is

My house is not a grange. [ Venice ;

J\oif. Most grave Brabantio,
In simple and pure soul I come to you.
/ago. 'Zounds, sir. you are one of those that will

not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we
come to do you service, and you think we are ruthans,
you'll have your d.aughter covered with a Barbary
horse

;
you'll have j'our nephews neigh to you : you'll

have coursers for cousins, and gennets for germans.
Bra. "What jirofane wretch art thou?
/.rf-u. I am one. sir. that comes to tell you, your

daughter and the Moor are now making the beast
.vith two backs.
Bra. Thou art a villain.

/a^a. You are—a senator.
Bra. This thou shalt answer; I know thee. Ron

erigo.

Rod. Sirl I will answer anything. But, I beseech
If 't be your pleasure.and most wise consent, lyout
(.\s partly. I find, it is,) that your fair daughter.
At this odd-even and dull watch o' the night.
Transported, with no worse nor better guard.
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier.
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor,

—

If this be known to you, and your allowance.
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs

;

But, if you know not this, my manners tell ine.

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe.
That, from the sense of all civility,

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence :

Your daughter.—if you have not given her leave,

—

I say again, hath made a gross revolt

:

Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes.
In an extravagant and wheeling stranger.
Of here and every where. Straight s.itisfy yourself

:

If she be in her chamber, or your house.
Let loose on n>e the justice of the state
For thus deluding you.
Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho 1

Give me a taper I—call up all my people 1

—

This accident is not unlike my dream :

Belief of it oppresses me already.
Light, I say ! light 1 {Exf/ aVovf.

/a_^a. Farewell I for I must leave you ;

It seems not meet, not wholesome to my place,

To be produc'd (as. if I stay. I shall)

Against the Moor : for. I do know, the state.

—

However this may gall hiin with some check,

—

Cannot with safety cast him ; for he's embark'd
With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars.
(Which even now stand in act.) that for their souls,

Another of his fathom they have none.
To lead their business : in which regard,
Though I do h.ate him as I do hell pains.

Yet for necessity of present life,

I must show out .a flag and sign of love.

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely find

Lead to the Sagittary the raised search

;

[him.
And there will 1 be with him. So, farewell.

[/T-uA

Enltr below, Br.abantio, and Servants with torches.

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ;

And what's to come of my despised time.

Is naught but bitterness.—Now, Roderigo,
Where didst thou see her!—O. unhappy giil 1

With the Moor, say'st thou!—Who would be a father 1

How didst thou know 'twas she?—O, she deceives me
Past thought I—What said she to you?— Get more

tapers

;

Rise .all my kindred.—Are they married, think you

!

Rod. Truly, I think they are.

Bra. O heaven ;—How got she out?-O, treason of

the blood I—
Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds
By what you .see them act.—Are there not charms.
By which the property of youth and maidliood
May be abus'd? Have you not read, Roderigo,
Of some such thing!
Rod. Yes.' sir, I have indeed.
Bra. Call up my biolher.—O, that you li.ad had

her I—
Some one way, suinc another.—Do you know
Where we may apprehend her ami the Muort
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R(}d. I think I can discover hiiii. if you please

To set ijood guard, and i<o alon^ witii me.
Krti. Pray you. leail oil. At every house I'll call

;

I may connnand at nu>st.—Get weapons, ho '

Anil raise some special officers of night.

—

Uo, good Koderigo ;— I'll deserve your pains.

SCENE n.—Venice. Another Street,

filter Othello, lafrc and Attendants, -with torches.

ItsQo. Though in the trade of war I have slain men,
Vet do 1 hold it very stuff o' the conscience
To do no contriv'd nmrdcr : I lack iniquity

Sometimes to do me service : nine or ten times
I had thought to have yerk'd him here under the ribs.

Oth. *Tis better as it is.

/i^i>. Nay, but he prated.
And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms
Against your honour.
That, with the little godliness I have,
1 did full hard forbear him. But, I pray, sir.

Are you fast married? for. be sure of this.

That the magnificois much belov'd ;

And hath, in nis effect, a voice potential
As double as the duke's : he will divorce you ;

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance
The law (with all his might to enforce it on)
"Will give him cable.

0th. Let him do his spite :

My services, which I have done the signiory.
Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to know,

—

Which, when I know that boasting is an honour,
I shall proiimlgate,— I fetch myhfe and being
From men of royal siege; and my demerits
May speak, unbonneted. to as proud a fortune
As this that I have reach'd : for know, lago,
But that 1 love the gentle Desdemona.
I would nut my unhoused free condition
Put into circuuiscription and confine
For the sea's worth. But, look 1 what lights come

yonder?
Enter Cassio, and certain Ofncers, luith torches.
lago. Those are the raised father, and his friends :

Vou were best go in.

Olh. Not I ; I must be found

:

My parts, my title, and my perfect soul.
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they V

lago. By Janus, I think no.
Olh. The servants of the duke and my lieuten-

ant.—
The goodness of the night upon you, friends 1

What is the news?
Cas. The duke does greet you, general

;

And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance,
liven on the instant.
0th. What is the matter, think you !

Cas. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine;
It is a business of some heat : the galleys
Have sent a dozen sequent messengers
This very night at one another's heels ;

And many of the cou.-tuls, rais'd and met.
Are at the duke's ;ilready : you have been hotly

call'd lor ;

When, being not at your lotlging to be found.
The senate hath sent about tliree several quests
To sc.irch you out.

Ulh. 'Tis well I am found by you.
1 will but spend a word here in the hou^e.
And go with you. {lixit.

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here ?

Jago. 'Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land
carrack

:

1 f it prove lawful prize, he's made for ever.
Cas. t do not understand,
Jago. He's married.
Cas. To who?

lie-enter Othello.
lago. Marry, to—Come, Captain, will you go?
Olh. Have with you.
Cas. Here comes another troop to seek for you.

Enter Brabantio, Koderigo, and OfTicers, with torches
and iveapons.

lago. It is Brabamio :—general, be advis'tl;
He comes to bad intent.

Ulh. Holla t stand there 1

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor.
Ura, fJown with him, thief!

I
They Ura tv on bath sides.

J

lago. 'Vou, Koderigo I come, sir. I am for yon,

Olh. Keep up your bright swords, for tiie liew will

rust them.
Good signior, you shall more command mth years.
Than with your weapons.
Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou 'stow'd my

daughter?
Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her ;

For I'll refer me to all things of sense.
If she in chains of nuigic were not bound,
Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy,
.So opposite to marriage, that she shunn d
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation,
Would ever have, to incur a-general mock.
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom
(Jf such a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight.

Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense.
That thou hast practis'd on her with foul charms :

.\bus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerals.
That weaken motion ; Til have "t disputed on

;

"Tis probable, and palpable to thinking.
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee,
For an abuser of the world, a practiser
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant.
Lay hold upon him : if he do resist.

Subdue him at his peril.

Olh. Hold your hands,
Both you of my inclining, and the rest

:

Were it my cue to tight, I should have known it

Without a prompter.—Where will you that I go
To answer this your charge?
Kra. To prison ; till fit time

Of law, and course of direct session.
Call thee to answer.

Olh. What if I do obey ?

Hfjw maythe duke be therewith satisfied.

Whose messengers are here about my side.

Upon some present business of the state.

To bring me to him ?

Off. 'Tis true, most worthy signiori
The duke's in council, and your noble self,

I am sure, is sent for.

Bra. How ! the duke in council 1

In this time of the night !—Bring him away ;

Mine's not an idle cause: the cluke himself.
Or any of my brothers of the state.

Cannot but feel this wrong, as 'twere their own ;

VfiT if such actions may h.ave passage free.

Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be.
\h.\euut.

SCENE HI.—A Council Chamber The Duke, and
St:nalors, sitting at a table, OfdCQisattendinf^.

Duke. There is no composition in these news.
That gives them credit.

r Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion'd;
My letters say, a hundred and seven galleys.
Duke. And mine, a hundred and forty.

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred

:

But though they jump not on a just account,
(As in these cases, where the ahn reports.
Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm
A Turkish fleet, .'ind bearing up to Cyprus.
Duke. Nay. it is possible enough to judgment

:

I <lo not so secure me in the error.

But the main article I do .approve
In fearful sense
Sailor, [irithin.] What, hoi what, ho ! what, hoi

Enter n Sailor.

Off'. A messenger from the galleys.
Duke. Now, the busincsst
Salt. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes ;

So was I bitl rei^ort here to the state,

By Signior Angelo.
Duke. How say you by this chimge?
t Sen. This cannot be,

By no assay of reason : 'lis a pageant.
To keep us in false gaze. When we consider
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ;

And let ourselves again but understand.
That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes,
So may he with more facile question bear it.

For th.at It stands not in such warlike br;icc.

But altogether Uicks the abilities I'l*''..

That Rhodes is drcss'd in :—ifwe nmke thought ot'

We must not think tin.' 1 urk is so unskilful,

I'., leave lh.it lalesl wliii h concerns him first.
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Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain.
To wake and wage a danger profitless.

Duke. Nay, in all confidence, he's not for Rhodes.
Ojf. Here is more news.

Enter a Messenger.
Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious,

Steering with due course towards the isle of Rhodes,
Have there injointed them with an after fleet.

J Sen. Ay, so I thought. How many, as you guess?
Mess. Of thirty sail : and now they do re-steni

Their backward course, bearing with frank appear-
ance

Their purposes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano,
Your trusty and most valiant servitor.
With his free duty recommends you thus.
And prays you to beUeve him.
Duke. 'Tis certain, then, for Cyprus.

Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town!
I Sen. He's now in Florence. [despatch.
Duke. Write from us to him; post-post-haste
I Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant

Moor.
Enter Brabantio, Othello, lago, Roderigo, and

Officers.
Dztkc. 'Valiant Othello, we must straight employ

Against the general enemy Ottoman.— ' [you
1 To Bra.) 1 did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior

;

We lack'd your counsel and your help "to-night.
Bra. So did I yours. Good your grace, pardonme;

Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business,
Hath rais'd me from my bed : nor doth the general
Take hold of me ; for my particular grief [cure
Is of so flood-gate and o'erbearing nature.
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows.
And it is still itself.

Dnke. Why, what's the matter!
Bra. My daughter I O, my daughter

!

Dnke and Senators. Dead 2
Era. Ay, to me ;

bhe is abus'd, stol'n from me and corrupted
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks ;
For nature so preposterously to err,

—

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense,

—

Sans witchcraft could net.
Dnke. Whoe'er he be that in this foul proceeding.

Hath thus beguil'd your daughter of herself.
And you of her, the bloody book of law
you shall yourself read in the bitter letter.
After your own sense ; yea. though our proper son
Stood in your action.
Bra. Humbly I thank your grace.

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seeiiis,
"i'our special mandate, for the state affairs.
Hath hither brought.
Dttke and Senators. We are very sorry for it.

Dnke. 17'fOth.l What, in your own part, can you
say to this ?

Bra. Nothing, but this is so.
0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend signior.s.

My very noble and approv'd good masters,—
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter.
It is most true ; true, 1 have married her :

'

The very head and front ofmy offending
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I m my speech,
And little bless'd with the soft phrase of peace ;

For since these arms of mine hath seven years' pith.
Till now some nine moons wasted, they nave us'd
Their dearest action in the tented field ;

And little of this great world can I speak.
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ;

And therefore little shall I grace my cause.
In speaking for myself. 'i'et, by your gracious

patience,
I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver
Of mywhole course of love; what drugs, what charms.
What conjuration, and what mighty iiiagic.

For such proceeding I am chargd withal,
I won his daughter.
Bra. A maiden never bold

;

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion
Khish'd at herself; and she,—in spite of nature.
Of years, of country, credit, everything,

—

To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on 1

It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect.
That will confess perfection so could err
A)piinst all rules of nature ; and must be driven
To find out practices of cunning hell.
Why this should be. I therefore vouch ajjain.
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That with some mixture*
Or with souie dram copji

He wrought upon her.

Dnke.
'

To vouch this is no proof.
Without more certain and inore overt test
Than tliese thin habits and poor likelihoods
Of modern seeming do prefer against him.

I Sen. But, Othello, speak :

Did you by indirect and forced courses
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections!
Or came it by request, and such fair question
As soul to soul aft'ordeth !

0th. I do beseech you.
Send for the lady to the Sagittarj-,
And let her speak of me before her father:
If you do find me foul in her report.
The trust, the oflice, I do hold of you.
Not only take awaj', but let your sentence
Even fall upon my life.

Duke. Fetch Desdeuiona hither.
0th. Ancient, conduct them; you best know the,'

place.

—

\Exeioit lago and AtteudafatS'
And, till she come, as truly as to heaven
I do confess the vices of my blood.
So justly to your grave ears I'll present
How I did thrive m this fair lady's love,
And she in mine.
Dnke. Say it, Othello.
Oth. Her father lov'd me ; oft invited me

;

Still question'd me the story of my life.

From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes,
That 1 have pass'd.
1 ran it through, even from my boyish days.
To the very moment that he bade me tell it

:

Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances.
Of moving accidents by flood and field ;

Of hair-breadth scapes i' th' imminent deadly breacA';
'

Of being taken by the insolent foe.
And sold to slavery; of my redemption thence.
And portance in my travel's history;
Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle, [heaven.
Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads loucii
It was my hint to speak,—such was the process

;

And of the Cannibals that each other eat.

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear
Would Desdemona seriously incline

:

But still the house affairs would draw her thence ;

Which ever as she could with haste despatch.
She 'd come again, and with a greedy ear
Devour up my discourse : which I observing.
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart,

Tliat I would all my pilgrimage dilate.

Whereofby parcels she" had something heard,
But not intentively : I did consent

;

And often did beguile her of her tears,

When I did speafc of some distressful stroke
That my youth suffer'd. My story being done.
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs :

She swore,—in faith, 'twas strange, 'twas passing
'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful

:

[strange ;

She wish'd she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd
That heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd
.Vnd bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, [me ;

1 should but teach him how to tell my story.

And that would woo her. Upon this hint 1 spake

:

She lov'd me for the dangers I had pass d

;

And I lov'd her that she did pity them.
This only is the witchcraft I nave us'd

:

Here conies the lady ; let her witness it.

i:"H/t?;- Desdemona, lago, <!«</ Attendants.
Dnke. I think this tale would win my daughtei

Good Brabantio. [toa
Take up this mangled matter at the best

:

Men do their broken weapons rather use;
Than their bare hands.

I pray you, hear her speak,

If she confess that she was half the wooer.
Destruction on my head ifmy bad blame
Light on the man 1 Come hither, gentle mistress :

Do you perceive in all this noble company.
Where most you owe obedience!
Des. My noble father,

I do perceive here a divided duty:
To you, I am bound for life and education ;

My life and education both do learn me
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty

;
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I am hitlicrlo yoiir dnuffhter : but here'smy husband ;

And so much duty as my motlier show'd
'I\> you, preferrinsf you before her father,

Sn much I challenge that 1 may profess
Due to the Moor my lord.

Jira. God be with you I—I have done.

—

riease it your grace, on to the state affairs :

I had rather to adopt a child than ijet it.

—

Come hither, Moor:
I here do give thee that with all my heart.
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart
I would keep from thee.—For your sake, jewel,

I am glad at soul I have no other child ;

For thy escape would teacli me tyranny.
To hang clogs on them.— I have done, my lord.

D:tiie. Let me speak like yourself ; and lay a sen
fence.

Which, as a grise, or step, may help these lovers
Into your favour.
When remedies are past, the griefs are ended
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended.
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone.
Is the next way to draw new inischief on.
What cannot be preserv'd when fortune takes.
Patience her injury a mockery makes.
The robb'd. that smiles, ste.Us something from tlie

thief;
He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief.

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile

:

AVc lose it not, so long as we can smile.
Jle bears the sentence well, that nothing bears
But the free comfort which from thence he hears ;

But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow.
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow.
These sewences. to su^r, or to gall.

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal

:

But words are words; I never yet did hear.
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear.
Beseech you, now to the affairs of state.
Vuke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation

makes for Cyprus :—Othello, the fortitude of the place
is best known to you ; and though we have there a
substitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a
sovereign mistress of effects, throws a more safer
voice on you : you must, therefore, be content to
slubber the gloss of your new fortunes with this more
stubborn and boisterous expedition.

Oth. The tyrant custom, most grave senators,
Hath made the fimtj' and steel couch of war
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize
A natural and prompt alacrity
I find in hardness : and do undertake
These present wars against the Ottomites.
Muit humbly, therefore, bending to your state,
I crave fit disposition for my wife :

Due reference of place and exhibition ;

With such accommodation, and bcsort.
As levels with her breeding.
Duke. If you please.

Be 't at her father's.

Rra. I 'U not have it so.

Oth. Nor I.

Dcs. Not I ; I would not there reside.
To put ray father in imi'.tticnt thoughts.
By being in his eye. Most gracious (hike.
To ray unfolding lend your gracious car j

And let me find a diarter in your voice.
To jissist ray simplcness.

Ditke. What would you, Desdemona ?

Dis. That I did love the Moor to live with him,
My downright violence and storm of fortunes
May trumpet to the world : my he.irt's subdu'd
liven to the very qu;ility of my lord

;

J s^LW Utliello's visage in his mind ;

And to his honours, and his valiant parts,
Did 1 my soul and fortunes consecrate.
So tltat, dear lords, if I be left behind,
A moth of peace, and he go to the war.
The rites for which 1 love nim arc berc-ft me,
And I a heavy interim shall support
By his dear absence. Let me go with him.

Oth. Your voices, lords : 'beseech you, let her will
Have a free way.
Vouch with me, he&ven, I therefore beg it not.
To please the palate of my appetite :

Nor to comply with he.it (the young afTccts
in me defunct) and proper s.'itisfaction ;

But to be free and bounteous to her mind ;

And heaven defend your good souls, that you tliiiik

I will your serious and great business scant,

h'or she is with me : no, when light-wing'd toys
t)f feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dulness
My speculative and otiic'd instruments,
Tiiat my disports corrupt and taint my business.
Let housewives make a skillet of my helm.
And all indign and base adversities
Make head against my estimation !

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine.
Hither for her stay, or going: the affair cries haste,
.\nd speed must answer it.

I Sen. You must away to-night.
Oth. With all my heart.
Dnhe. At nine i' the morning here we'll meet

again.
Othello, leave some officer behind,
-\nd he shall our commission bring to you

;

With such things else of quality and respect.
As doth import you.
Oth. Please your grace, my ancient

;

A man he is of honesty and trust :

To his conveyance I assign my wife.

With what else needful your good grace shall think
To be sent after me.
Duke. Let it be so. Isignior,

Good night to every one,

—

\To Bra.) And; noble
I f virtue no delighted beauty lack.
Your son-in-law is far more fair than black.

I Sen. Adieu, brave Moor i use Desdemona weil
Bra. Look to her. Moor, if thou hajt eyes to sec :

She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee.
{Exeunt Duke, Senators, Oflicers, Crc.

Oth. My life upon her faith ! Honest lago.
My Desdemona must I leave to thee :

I pr'ythee. let thy wife attend on her;
And bring them after in the best advantage,^
Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour
Of love, of worldly matters, and direction,
To spend with thee : we must obey the time.

YExeti7tt Othello a7id Desdcmonp.
Rod. lago,

—

Iai;o. What say 'st thou, noble heart

!

Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou?
lago. Why. go to bed, and sleep.
Rod. I will incontinently drown myself.
lago. Well, if thou dost, I shall never love thee

after. Why, thou silly gentleman !

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to live is torment

;

and then have we a prescription to die, when death is
our physician.

la.i;o. O villainous ! I have looked upon the world
for four times seven years; and since I could dis-
tinguish betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never
found man that knew how to love himself. Ere 1

would say, I would drown myself for the love of a
Guinea-hen, I would change ray humanity with ;i

baboon.
Rod. What should I do ? I confess it is my .shame

to be so fond ; but it is not in my virtue to amend it.

lago. Virtue ! a fig 1 'tis in ourselves that we are
thus, or thus. Our bodies are gardens ; to the wliich.
our wills are gardeners : so that if we will plant nettles,
or sow lettuce ; set hyssop, and weed up thyine ; suj)-
ply it with one gender of herbs, or distract it witli
many; either to have it .sterile with idleness, or
manured with industry ; why, the power and cor-
rigible authority of this lies in our wills If the ba-
lance of our lives had not one scale of reason to pois'e
another of sensuality, the Ijlood and baseness of our
natures would conduct us to most preposterous con-
idusions : but we have reason to cool our raging
motions, our carnal stings, our unbittcd lusts ; whereof
I take this, that you c.ill love, to be a sect, or scion.
Rod. It cannot be.
Iiii'o. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a per-

mission of the will. Come, be a ra.an : drown thyself 1

Irown cats and blind puppies. I have professed nic
thy friend, and I confess me knit to thy <leserviiig

th cables of perdurable toughness ; 1 could never
hotter stead thee than now. Put money in thy purse;
follow these wars ; defeat thy favour with a usurpeil
heard ; I say. put money in thy purse. It cannot he,
tli.it Desdemona should long continue her love to the
Moor,—put money in thy purse,—nor he his to her

:

I I was a violent commencement, and thou shalt see
all answerable sequestration ;—put but money in thy
purse —These Moo rsarc changeable in their wiil;—
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fill thy purse with money :—the food tliat to him now
is as luscious as locusts, shall be to him shortly as
bitter as coloquintida. She must chant(e for youth
when she is sated with his body, she will hnd the error

of her choice : she must have change, she must
herefore put money in thy purse.—If thou wilt need;
damn thyself, do it a more delicate way than drown
ing'. Make all the money thou canst : if sanctimony
and a frail vow, betwixt an erring- barbarian and a
super-subtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wits,

and all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her ; there
fore make money. A pox of drowning- thyself I it is

clean out of the way : seek thou rather to be hanged
in compassing thy joy, than to be drowned and go
without her.

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on
the issue ?

Ict^o. Thou art sure of me :—go, make money :-

have told thee often, and 1 re-tell thee again and
again, I hate the Moor : my cause is hearted: thine
hath no less reason. Let us be coniunclive in our re

veuge against him: if thou canst cuckold him, thou
dost th>[self a pleasure, me a sport. There are many
events in the womb of time, which will be delivered.
Traverse ; go ; provide thy money. We will have
more of this to-morrow. Adieu.
Hod. Where shall we meet i' the morning?
Aig^o. At my lodging.
Hod. rU be with thee betimes.
laiTo. Goto; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo?
Jiod. What say you ?

Jago. No more of drowning, do you hear?
Hod. I am changed: I'll sell all my land.
Jago. Go to ; farewell : put money enough in your

purse.

—

[£>:/ Roderigo.
Thus do I ever make my fool my purse ;

For I mine own gain'd knowledge should profane.
If I would time expend with such a snipe,
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Aloor

;

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets
He has done my office : I know not if "t be true

;

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind,
AVill do as if for surety. He holds me well.
The better shallmy purpose work on him.
Cassio's a proper man : let me see now ;

To get his place, and to plume up my will,

In double knavery,—How, how?—Let's bee :—

After some time to abuse Othello's ear
That he is too familiar with his wife.
He hath a person, and a smooth dispose.
To be suspected ; framed to make women false.
The Moor is of a free and open nature,
That thinks men honest that but seem to be so ;

And will as tenderly be led by the nose.
As asses are.
I have't ;—it is engender'd ;—hell and night.
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's light.

{Exit.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—A Seaport Town in Cyprus. A Plat-
fortn.

Enter Montano and two Gentlemen.

Mon. AVhat from tlie cape can you discern at sea ?

1 Gen. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought flood

;

I cannot, 'twixt heaven and the main,
Descry a sail.

Mon. Methinks the wind had spoken loud at land ;

A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements :

] f it hath ruffian'd so upon the sea.

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them.
Can hold the mortise ? what shall we hear of thib?

2 Gen. A segregation of the Turkish fleet

:

For do but stand upon the foaming shore.
The chidden billow seems to pelt the clouds

;

The wind-shakd surge, with high and monstrous
Seems to cast water on the burning bear, [mane,
Andquench the guards of the ever-fix ed pole :

1 never did like molestation view
On the enchafed flood.
Mon. If that the Turkish fleet

lie not enshelter'd and cmbay'd. they arc diown'd
\

l;is impossible they bear it out.

Ent,:r a third Gentleman.
u)C««. News, lads I our wars arc done.

The desperate tempest hath so bang'd ihe Turks
That their designment halts; a noble ship of Venice
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance
On most part of their fleet.

Mon. Howl is this true?

3 ^^'^' The ship is here put in,
A Veronessa; Michael Cassio,
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello,
Is come on shore : the Moor hiinselfs at sea.
And is in full commission here for Cyprus.
Mo7i. I am glad on 't ; 'tis a worthy governor.
3 Gen. But this same Cassio, though he speak of

comfort.
Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly.
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted
With foul and violent tempest.
Mon. Pray heaven he be

;

For 1 have serv'd him. and the man comuianils
Like a full soldier. Let's to the sea-side, ho I

As well to see the vessel that's come in.

As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello,
Even till we make the main, and the aerial bluc»
An indistinct regard.

3 Gen. Come, let's do so ;
For every minute is expectancy
Of more arrivance.

Enter Cassio.
Car. Thanks, you, the valiant of this warlike isle,

That so approve the Moor ! O, let the heavens
Give him defence against the elements.
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea I

Mon. Is he well shipjp'd ?

Las. His bark is stoutly timber'd. and his pilot;
Of very expert and approv'd allowance ;

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death.
Stand in bold cure.

\IFit/iin.] A sail, a sail, a saill
Enter afoiirtk Gentleman.

Cas. What noise?
4 Gen. The town is empty; on the brow o* the sea

Stand ranks of people, and they cry, '

' a sail
!"

Cas. Jily hopes do shape him for the governor.
{Guns heard.

•2 Gen. They do discharge their shot of courtesy

;

Our friends, at least.

Cas. I pray you, sir, go forth.
And give us truth who 'tis that is arriv'd.

2 Gen. I ihalL {Exit.
Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv'd?
Cas. Most tortunatcly : he hath achiev'd a maid

That paragons description and wild fame

;

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens,
.\nd in th* essential vesture of creation.
Does bear all excellency.

—

Re-enter second Gentleman.
How now 1 who has put inl

2 Gen. 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general.
Cas. He has had most favourable and happy speed

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds,
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands,—'
Traitors ensteep"d to clog the gniUless kecl,^.
As having sense of beauty, do omit
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by
The divine Desdemona.
Mon. What is she ?

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain's cap
Left in the conduct of the bold la'go ; [tain
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts,
fV se'nnieht's speed. Great Jove, Othello guard,
,\nd swell his sail with thine own powerful breath.
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship.
Make loves quick pants in Desdemona's arms,
liive renew'd fire to our extincted spirits.

And bring all Cyprus comfort I—O, behold.

The riches of the ship is come on shore

;

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees.
Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven,
Before, behind thee, and on every hand,

.'heel thee round I

:s. I thank you, valiant Casbio»
What tidings can you tell me of my lord V

" js. He IS not yet arriv'^ : nor know 1 aught
But that he's well, and will be shortly here.
pes. O, but I fear—How lost you conii'aiiy?

Cas. The great coutentiou of the scd and ikiG
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Parted our fellowship :—
[lyil/iin, " A sail, a sail

!"

but, hark! a sail. [Ouiis heard.
1 Gen. 1\\ey give their jjreeting to the citadel

:

This likewise is a friend.

Cai. See for the news —
\^F..vit Gentleman.

Go«d ancient, you are welcome :—

{

To Emilia. ] wel-

come, mistress :

—

Let it not gall your patience, jood lago,
That I extend my manners: 'tis my breeding
That gives me this bold show of courtesy.

\_Ki!Si<lZ her.

lago. Sir, would she dive you so much of her lips

As of her tonijue she oft bestows on me,
You'd have ehouj;h.
Des. Alas, she has no speech.
las^o. In faith, too much :

I find it still, when I have list to sleep :

Marry, before your ladyship, 1 jjrant.

She puts her ton_^vic a little in her heart.
And chides with thinkinp-.

Eniil. You have little cause to say so.

lago. Come on, come on ;
you are pictures out of

doors,
Bells in your parlours, wild cats in your kitchens.
Saints in your injuries, devils being otfended,
I'laycrs in your housewifery, and housewives in your

beds.
Des. O, fie upon thee, slanderer

!

htgo. Nay, it is true, or else I am .a Turk :

You rise to play, and go to bed to work.
/:>'/!/. You shall not write my praise.
Icigo. No, let me not
Des. What wouldst thou write of me, if thou

shouldst praise me t

la^o. O gentle lady, do not put me to't

For I am nothing, if not critical.

Des. Come oii ; assay.—There's one gone to the
harbour?

Jago. Ay, madam.
/->fj- I ain not merry ; but I do beguile

The thing I am, by seeming otherwise.
Come, how wouldst thou praise mc ?

lago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize ;

It plucks out brains and all : but my muse labours,
And thus she is delivered.

If she be fair and wise, fairness and wit.

The one's for use, the other uscth it.

Des. Well prais'd ! How if she be black and witty?
lago. If she be black, and thereto have ,a wit,

She 'II find a white that shall her blackness fit.

Des. Worse and worse.
Emit. How if fair an<l foolish?
lago. She never yet w-as foolish that was fair

;

For even her folly help'd her to an heir.

De!. These are old fond p.iradoxes, to make fools
laugh i" the alehouse. What miserable praise hast
thou for her that's foul and foolish •

lago. There's none so loul, and foolish thereunto.
But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones d'>.

Des. O heavy ignorance ! thou praisest the worst
best. But what praise couldst thou bestow on .a de-
serving woman indeed, one that, in the authority of
her merit, did Justly put on the vouch of very malice
itself?

lago. She that was ever fair, and never proud

;

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud

;

Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay
;

Fled from her wish, and yet s<aid, " now I may ;"

She that, being anger'd, her revenge being nigh.
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly ;

She that in wisdom never was so frail.

To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail

;

She that could think, ami ne'er disclose her mind ;

See suitors following, and not look behind ;

She was a wight,—if ever such wight were,

—

Des. To do what ?

lago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer.
Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion I—Do

not learn of him. Emilia, though he be thy husband.
How say you, C.assio? is lie not a most profane and
lilicral counsellor?

Las. He speaks home, madam : you may relish him
more in the soldier than in the scholar.

lago. I Aside.} He takes her by the palm : ay. well
Mid, whisper: with as little a web as this, will I

ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her,
do ; I will gyve thee in thine own courtship. You
say true ; 'tis so, indeed ; if such tricks as these strip
you out of your lieuten.intry. it had been better you
had not kissed your three fingers so oft, which now
again yon are most apt to play the sir in. Very
good ; well kissed ! an excellent courtesy ! 'tis so,
mdced. Yet again your fingers to your lips? would
they were clyster-pipes for your sake l—^A tru>JlJ>et
heard.] The Moor ! I know his trumpet.

Cas. 'Tis truly so.

Des. Let's meet liim, and receive hira.

Cas. Lo, wliere he comes !

Enler Othello and Attendants.

Olh. O ray fair warrior I

Des. My dear Othello '.

0th. It gives me wonder great as my content,
To see you here before ine. O my soul's joy i

if after every tempest come such calms.
May the winds blow till they have wakend death 1

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas,
Olympus-high, and duck again as low
.\s hell 's from heaven ! Ifit were now to die,
Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear.

My soul hath her content so absolute.
That not another comfort like to this
Succeeds in unknown fate.
Des. The heavens forbid

But that our loves and comforts should increase.
Even as our days do grow I

Olh. Amen to that, sweet powers !

I cannot speak enoui>li of this content

;

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy :

And this, and this, \Kissing her.] the greatest dis-

That e'er our hearts shall make

!

" [cords be
/ago. [./iside.] O, you are well tuii'd now 1

But I'll set down the pegs that make this music.
As honest as I am.
0th. Come, let us to the castle.

News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks are
drown'd.

How does my old acquaintance of this isle?

Honey, you shall be well desired in Cyprus ;

I have found great love amongst them. O iny sweet.
I prattle out of fashion, and I'dote
In mine own comforts. I pr'ythee, good lago.
Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers

:

Bring thou the master to the citadel

;

He is a good one, and his wortliiness
Does challenge much respect. Come, Desdeniona,
Once more well met at Cyprus.

[ilxeuiit att except lago and Roderigo.
laQO. Do thou meet nic presently at the harbour.

Cfjnie hither. If thou be'st valiant,—as, they say,
base men, being in love, have then a nobility in their

more than is native to them,—hst me. The
lieutenant to-night watches on the court of guard :—
first, I must tell thee this,—Desdeniona is directly in
love with him.

Itod. AVith him ! why, 'tis not possible.
Jax'o. Lay tliy finger thus, and let thy soul be in-
ructed. Slark me with what violence she first loved

the Moor, but for bragging, and tellmg her fantas-
tic.il lies : and will she love him still for prating? let
not thy discreet heart think it. Her eye must be fed ;

and what ilelight shall she have to look on the devil?
When the IiIj' d is made dull with the act of sport,
there shoultl be,—again to inflame it, and to give
satiety a fresh apiieiite,—loveliness in favour, sym-
pathy in years, manners, and beauties ; all which the
Moor is defective in : now, for want of these required
conveniences, her delicate tenderness will find itself
abused, begin to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor
the Moor; very nature will instruct her in it. and
compel her to some second choice. Now, sir, this
granted,—as it is a most pregnant anil unforced posi-
tion,—who stands so eminently in the degree of this
fortune, as C.issio tloe-.? a knave very voluble; no
further conscionable, than in putting on the mere
form of civil and humane seeming, for the better com-
passing of his salt and iikjsI hidden, loose alfection?
why, none; why, none: .'i subtle slipjiery knave; a
finder-out of occasions ; that has an eye can stamp
and counterfeit advantages, though true advantage
never present itself: a devilish knave ! besides, the
knave is handsome, young, and hath all those requi-
sites in him, that folly and green minds look after; j

XT
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pestilent complete knave ; and the woman hath found
liim already.
Kod. I cannot believe that in her; she is full of

most blessed condition.
li'go. Blessed fi^'s-end! the wine she drinks is

made of ^apes : if she had been blessed, she would
never have loved the Moor : blessed pudding ! Didst
thou not see her paddle with the palm of his hand?
didst not mark that ?

Jiod. Yes, that I did ; but that was but courtesy.
Ili^o. Lechery, by this hand ; an index and obscure

prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts.
They met so near with their lips, that their breaths
embraced together. Villainous thoughts, Roderigo

!

when these mutualities so marshal the way, hard at
hand comes the master and main exercise, the incor-
porate conclusion : pish I—But, sir, be you ruled by
me : I have brought yon from Venice. Watch you
to-night ; for the command, I'll lay 't upon you

:

Cassio knows you not :— I'll not be far from you : do
you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by
speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline ; or from
what other course you please, which the time shall
more favourably minister

Jiod. Well.
Jago. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler,

and, haply, may strike at yoU : provoke him, that he
may ; for even out of that will I cause these of Cyprus
to mutiny; whose qualification shall come into no true
taste agrain, but by the displanting of Cassio. So
shall you have a shorter journey to your desires, by
the means I shall then have to prefer tlicm ; and the
impediment most profitably removed, without the
which there \vere no expectation of our prosperity.
Rod. I will do this, if 1 can bring it to any oppor-

tunity.

lago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the
citadel: I must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell.
Rod. Adieu. [Exit.
Iitgo. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it

;

That shel oves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit

:

The Moor—howbeit that I endure liim not,

—

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ;

And, I dare think, he'Tl prove to Desdemona
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too

;

Not out of absolute lust, (though. peradventur(i;
I stand accountant for as great a sin,)
But partly led to diet my revenge,
1-or that I do suspect the lusty Moor
Hath leap'd into my seat : the thought whereof
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards ;

And nothing can or shall content my soul.
Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife ;

Or, failmg so, yet that I put the Moor
At least into a jealousy so strong
That judgment cannot cure. ^Vhich thing to do,

—

If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash
For his quick hunting, stand the putting on,

—

I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip';
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb,

—

For I fear Cassio -ivith my night-cap" too ;—
Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me.
For makinii him estregiously an ass,
And practising upon his peace and quiet,
Fveu to madness. 'Tis here, but yet confus'd ;

Knavery's plain face is never seen, till us'd. \E.\-tt.

SCENE II.—A Street.

JEntcr a Herald, tuWi a proclamation ; people
Xolloivijtg,

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and valiant
liencral. that, upon certain tidings now arrived, im-
porting the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet, every
man put himself into triumph ; some to d.ance, some
to make bonfires, each man to v/hat sport and revels
his addiction leads him : for, besides these beneficial
news, it is the celebration of his nuptials : so much
was his pleasure should be proclainK.'d. ,'Vllotncesare
open : and there is full liberty of feasting, from this
present hour of five, till the bell have tolled eleven.
Heaven bless the isle of Cyprus, and our noble gjene-
ral Othello 1 [Hxeitnt.

SCENE III.—A Hall in the Ca-sOe.

r.ntcr Othello, Desdemona, Cassio, and Attendants.

Oth Good Michael, look j'ou to the guard to-night

;
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Let's teach ourselves that honourable stop,
Not to outsport discretion.

Cas. lago hath direction what to do

;

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye
Will I look to't

Oth. lago is most honest.
Michael, good night : to-morrow, with your earliest.

Let me have speech with you.

—

\_To Des.] Come, my
dear love,

—

The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ;

That profit's yet to come 'tween me and you.
Good night. [ExenntO^x.^ Des., rt?ifl? Attend.

Enter lago.
Ceis. Welcome, lago : we must to the watch.
/<7.4'<J. Not this hour, lieutenant ; 'tis not yet ten

o'clock. Our general cast us thus early for the love of
his Desdemona ; whom let us not therefore blame : he
liath not yet made wanton the night with harj and
she is sport for Jove.

Cas. She's a most exquisite lady.

lago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game.
Ciis. Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate

creature.
leigo. What an eye she has ! methinks it sounds a

parley of provocation!
Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet methinks right modest.
lago. And when she speaks, is it not aii alarum to

love !

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection.

Jago. Well, happiness to their sheets I Come.
lieutenant. I have a stoop of wine ; and here without
are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have
a measure to the health of black Othello.

Cas. Not to-night, good lago: I have very poor

and unhappy brains for drinking: I could well wi-.li

courtesy would invent some other custom of entertain-

ment, [drink for you.

lago. O, they are our friends; but one cup: I'll

Cas. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that

was craftily qualified too, and, behold, what innova-

tion it makes here : I am unfortunate in the infirmity,

and dare not task my weakness with any more.
lago. What, man ! 'tis a night of revels ; the gal-

lants desire it.

Cas. Where are they?
lago. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in.

Cas. I'll do 'it ; but it dislikes me. [Exit.

la^o. If I can fasten but one cup upon him,
M'itii that which he hath drunk to-night already.

He'll be as full of quarrel and offence

As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool

Roderigo,
Whom love has turn'd almost the wrong side out,

To Desdemona hath to-night carous'd
Potations pottle deep ; and he's to watch

;

Three lads of Cyprus, noble swelling spirits,

That hold their honours in a wary distance.

The very elements of this warlike isle.

Have I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups,

.'\nd they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock «f

drunkards.
Am I to put our Cassio in some action

That may ofl'end the isle :—but here they come

:

If consequence do but approve my dream.

My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream.

Re-enter Cassio, with him Montano, and Gentlemen.
ScTvant/oltowing -oilji 7i>ine.

Cas. 'Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse

already.
jron. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, as

I am a soldier.
/ago. Some wine, ho

!

""

^Ind let Ktc tJie canakin cliiii, clink :

.rind let nu the cauakin clink >•

A soldiers a inan;
yl life's l>nt a span:

Why, then, hi a soldier drink.

Some wine, boys I

Cas. 'Fore heaven, an excellent song.
. .

Jas:o. I learned it in England, where, indeed, they

arc inost potent in potting : your Dane, your German,
and your swag-bellied Hollander,—Drink, ho!—ar<;

nothing to youi- English. . . , „
< 'as. Is vour Englishmanso exquisite mhis drmkmg ?

/ano. Why, ho dr'-As you, with facility, your Dane
dead drunk; he ,.<eats not to overtlu-ow your Al-
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main ; he sjives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next
puttie can be filled.

Cas. To the health of our gener.il

!

Mon. 1 am for it, lieutenant ; and I'll do you
justice.

la^c. O sweet England
King Stephen ivas a -zuorthy fser.
His breeches cost hint but a crown ;

He lieUi titem sixpence all too dear,
wait that he calfd the tailor town

Heiuas a luight 0/high renoiun.
And thou art bitt ofloiu degree

:

^Tispride thatpulls the country down :
Then take thine auld cloak about thee.

Some wine, ho 1

Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than the
other.
lago. Will you hear it attain ?

Cas No; for I hold liim to be unworthy of his
place, that does those thinsjs.—Well,^—heaven's above
all : and there be souls must be saved, and there be
souls must not be saved.
Jago. It's true, good lieutenant.
Cas. For mine own part,—no offence to the general,

nor any man of qualitj-.—I hoped to be saved.
lai^o. And so do I, too, lieutenant.
Cas. Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; the

lieutenant is to be Saved before the ancient. Let's
have no more of this ; let's to our affairs.—Foi^'ve us
our sins !—Gentlemen, let's look to our business. Do
not think, gentlemen, I am drunk ; this is my ancient

;

—this is my right hand, and this is my left hand :—

1

am not drunk now; I can stand well enough, and
speak well enough.

ytll. Excellent well.
Cas. Why, very well, then ; you must nor think,

then, that 1 am drunk. [E.xit.

Mon. To the platform, masters : come let's set the
watch.

lago. You see this fellow that is gone before

;

He is a soldier fit to stand by Caesar
And give direction : and do but see his vice ;

'Tis to his virtue a just equinox.
The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him.
I fear, the trust Othello puts him in,

On some odd time of his infirmity.
Will shake this island.
Mon. But is he often thus t

lago. 'Tis evermore the proloE;-ue to his sleep

:

He'n watch the horologe a double set,

If drink rock not his cradle.
Mon. It were well.

The general were i)ut in mind of it.

Perhaps he sees it not ; or his good nature
Prizes the virtue that appears m Cassio,
And looks not on his evils : is not this true?

1-nter Roderigo.
letgo. [Aside to hitn.} How now, Roderigo?

I i>ray you, after the lieutenant ; go. [Exit Rod.
Mon. And 'tis great pity, that the noble Moor

Should hazard such a place as his own second,
With one of an ingraft infirmity :

It were an honest action to say
So to the Moor.
Jago. Not I, for this fair island:

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much
To cure hiui of this enl. Bjt hark i what noise?

[Cry wtthin. •' Help ! Help I'

Re-enter Cassio, driving in Rodengo.
Cas. You rogue ! you rascal 1

Mon. What's the matter, lieutenant?
Cas. A knave !—teacli me my ^luty ?

111 be.at the knave into .a twiggeh bottle.
Jiod. Beat met
Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue ?

[Striking Roderigo.
Mon. [Staying him.} Nay, good lieutenant

;

I pray you, sir, bold your band.
Cds. Let me go, sir,

Or ril knock you o'er the m.7zard.
Mon. Come, come, jou're drunk.
Cas. Drunk 1 [ Theyjighl.
Jago. [Aside to Rod.J Away, I say; go out, and cry

a mutiny : [Jixil Rod.
Nay, good lieutenant.— al.a?;, gcntlertien:

—

Help, ho 1—Lieutenant,—sir,—Montano,
Help, nuisters 1—Here's a ijoodly watch, indeed !

[Bell rings.

Who's that that rings- the bell?—Diablo, ho !

The town will rise T God's will, lieutenant, hold I

You will be sham'd for ever. i

Ke-enter Othello and Attendants.
0th. What is the matter herel
Mon. 'Zounds. I bleed still ; I am hurt to the death,

Oth. Hold, for your lives !

Ingo. Hold, hold, lieutenant 1—sir,—Montano,—
gentlemen,

—

Have you forgot all sense of place and duty?
Hold ! the general speaks to you, hold, for shame I

Oth. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariscth this?

Are we tum'd Turks, and to ourselves do that
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites ?

For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl

:

\lc that stirs next to carve for his own rage.
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion.
Silence that clre'adful bell 1 it frights the isle

From her proprietj'.—What is the matter, masters?
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving.

Speak, who began this? on thy love. I charge thee.

Jago. I do not know:—friends all but now, even
now.

In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom
Divesting them for bed ; and then, but now,
(As if some planet had unwitted men,)
Swords out, and tilting one at others breast,

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak
Any beginning to this peevish odds

:

And would inaction glorious I had lost

Those legs, that brought me to a part of it 1

Oth. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgoj?
Cas. I pray you, pardon me : I cannot speak.
Oth. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil

;

The gravity and stillness of your youth
The world hath noted, and your name is great
In mouths of wisest censure : wliat's the matter,
That you luilace your reputation thus.

And spend your rich opinion, for the name
Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it.

Mon. Worthy Othello. 1 am hurt to danger:
Your officer, lago, can inform you,

—

While I spare speech, which something now offend:

Of all th.at I do know: nor know I aught [iiie,

—

By me that's said or done amiss this liight

;

Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice,

And to defend ourselves it be a sin,

AV'hen violence assails us.

Oth. Now, by heaven.
My blood begins my safer guides to rule

:

And passion, having my best judgment collied.

Assays to lead the way : if I once stir,

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know
How this foul rout began, who set it on

;

And he that is approv'd in this olTence,
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birtll

Shi-illloseme. AVhat! in a town of war.
Yet w'lld, the people's hearts brimful of fear,

To manage private and domestic quarrel,
111 night, and on the court and guard of safety I

"Tis monstrous.—lago, who began it?

jMon. If partially affin'd, or leagu'd in office,

Thou dost deliver more or less tlian truth,

Thou art no soldier.
Jago. Touch me not so near

:

I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth.
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio

;

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth
Shall nothing wrong him.—Thus it is, general.
Montano and myself being in speech.
There comes a fellow, crying out for help

;

And Cassio following him with determin d sword,
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman
Steps in to Cassio. and entreats his pause :

Myself the crying fellow did pursue.
Lest by his cl.imour (as it so fell out)
The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot,

Outran niy purpose ; and I return'd, the rather
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords.
And Cassio high in oath; which till to-night

I ne'er might say before. When I c.ime back,
(For this was brief.) I found them close together.
At blow ami thrust ; even as again they were,
When you yourself did partihein.
More of this matter can I not report

:

Hut men arc men ; the best sometimes forgot

:

Though Cassio did some little wrong to him,
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As men in rage strike those that wish them best,
Vet, surely, Cassio, I beHeve, receiv'd
From him that fled some strange indignity,
Which patience could not pass.
Oih. I know, Iago»

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter.
Making it light to Cassio, Cassio. I love thee ;

But never more be orficer of mine.
Enter Desdemona, attended.

Look, if my gentle love be not rais'd up !

—

( To Cas. 1 I'll make thee an example.
Des. What's the matter
0th. All's well now, sweeting ; come away to bed.

—

Sir, for your hurts, myself wilf be your surgeon.

—

I,ead him otT.~ [Montano is led ojff.

Jago. look with care about the tov/n,

And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.
Come. Uesdeniona : 'tis the soldiers' life.

To have their balmy slumbers wakM with strife.

[Exettni ail except lago a«iif Cassio.
letg'o. What, are you hurt, lieutenant 't

Cas, Ay. past all surgery.
Jetgo. Marry, heaven forbid !

Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! O. I

have lost my reputation! 1 have lost the innnortal
part of myself, and what remains is bestial.—My re-

putation, lago, my reputation I

I
Jitj^o. As 1 am an honest man, T thought you had

received some bodily wound ; there is more otfence
in that, than in reputation. Reputation is an idle and
most false imposition ; oft got without merit, and lost

without deserving : you have lost no reputation at all,

unless you repute yourself such a loser. W'hatmanl
there are ways to recover the general again : you are
but now cast in his mood, a punishment more in policy
than in malice ; even so as one -would beat his ottence-
less dog, to affright .in imperious lion : sue to him
again, and he is yours.

Ca?t 1 will rather sue to be despised, than to dc
ceive so good a commander, with so slight, sc

drunken, and so indiscreet an officer. Drunk V and
speak parrot? and squabble? swagger? swear? ant
discourse fustian with one's own shadow ?—O thoi

invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no name to bi

known by. let us call thee devil

!

la^o, \\'hat was he that you followed with your
sword ? What had he done to you 1

Cas. I know not.
Ja_^o. Is't possible ?

Cas. 1 remember a mass of things, but nothing
distinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.—

O

God, that men should put an enemy in their mouths,
to steal away their brains 1 that we should, with joy,
pleasance, revel, and applause, transform ourselves
mto beasts

!

/ax^o. Why, but you are now well enough : how
came you thus recovered ?

Cas. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness, to
give place to the devil wrath: one unperfectness
shows mc another, to mike me frankly despise my-
self.

faj^fl. Come, you are too severe a moraler: as the
time, the place, and the condition of this country
stands, 1 could heartily wish this had not befallen ;

but, since it is as it is. mend it for your c .\ good.
Cas. I will ask him for my place again; he shall

tell me I am a drunkard t Ifad I as many mouths as
Hydra, such an answer would stop them all. To be
now a sensible man. by and by a fool, and presently a
beast I O strange !—Every inordinate cup is un-
blessed, and the ingredient is a devil.

/a^o. Come, come, good wine is a good familial

creature, if it be well used: exclahn no more against
it. And, good lieutenant, I think you think 1 love
you.

Cas. I have well approved it, sir.— I drunk !

/ai;o. Vou, or a:iy man living, may be drunk at

some time, man. I'll tell you what you shall do. Our
general's wife is now the general;— I may say so in

this respect, for that he hath devoted and given up
himself to the contemplation, mark, and deriotement
of her parts and graces :—confess yourself freely iv
her; importune her; she'll help to put you in your
place .again. She is of so free, so kind, so apt, so
tlessed a disposition, that she holds it a vice in her
goodness, not to do more than she is requested : this

broken joint between you and her husband, entreat
her to splinter,* and, my fortunes against any lay

worth naming, this crack of your love shall grow
stronger than it was before.

Cas. Vou advise me well.

/a£-o. I protest, in the sincerity of love and honest
kindness.

Cas. I think it freely; and. betimes in the morning,
I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake
for me : I am desperate of my fortunes, if they check
me here.

/ax'o. Vou are in the right. Good night, lieute-
nant ; I must to the watch,
Cas. Good night, honest lago. [/zxi'f

Jax'o. And what's he, then, that says I play lii3

villain ?

When this advice is free I give, and honest,
Probal to thinking, and, indeed, the course
To win the Moor .again? For 'tis most easy
Tlie inclining Desdemona to subdue
In any honest suit : she's frain'd as fruitful

As the free elements. And, then, for her
I'o will the Moor,—were't to renounce his baptis.n»
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin,

Ills soul is so eufetter'd to her love.

That she may make, unmake, do what she list.

Even as her appetite shall play the god
With his weak function. How am I. then, a villain,

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course,
Directly to his good ? Divinity of hell

!

\Vhen devils will the blackest sins put on.

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows.
As 1 do now : for while this honest fool

Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes.

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor,
I'll pour this pestilence into his ear.

That she repeals him for her body's lust

;

And, by how much she strives to do him good,
She shall undo her credit \\\\.\\ the Moor.
So will I turn her virtue into pitch ;

And out of her own goodness make th: net
That shall enmesh them all.

Ke-entey Roderigo.
How now, Roderigol

Kod. I do follow here in the chase, not like a hound
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is

almost spent ; I have been to-night exceedingly well
cudgelled ; and 1 think the issue will 'oe, I shall have
so much experience for my pains; and so. with no
money at all, and a little more wit. return again to
Venice.

Iax:o. How poor are they that have not patience I

What wound did ever heal, but by degrees?
Thou know'st we work by wit. and not by witchcraft;
And wit depends on dilatory time.
Does *t not go -./ell ? Cassio hath beaten thee.

And thou by that small hurt, hast cashiered Cassio

;

Though other things grow fair against tlie sun.

Yet fruits that blossom first will first be ripe :

Content thyself a while.—By the mass, 'lis morning;
Pleasure and action make the hours seem short.

—

Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted :

Away, I say ; thou slialt know more hereafter :

^'lyi Jict thee gone. !/:>// Rod.] Two things are
to be done,

—

My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress ;

ni set her on:
Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart.
And bring him jump when he may Cassio find
Soliciting his wife :—ay, that's the way ;

Dull not" device by coldness and delay. \^Exit.

ACT ITT.

SCENE I —Cyprus. Se/ore the Castie.

Hitter Cassio, and some Musicians.

Cas. Masters, play here,—1 will content your
pains.—

Miicthing that's brief; and bid '* good-morrow, gene-
r.il." [Musu:

Jtnter Clown.
C/o. Why. masters, have your instruments been ia

Naples, that they spcalsi' the nose thus?
1 A/iis. How. sir, how?
C/o. Arc these, I pray yciu. wind instruments?
I A/us. Ay, marry, are they, sir.

C/o. O. thereby hangs a tail.

I Afus, Wherchy hangs a <ra!e. sir?



Si^etie 2. OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 649

Clo. Mnrry. sir. liy m.my a wind instrument tliat I

know. liut. masters, here's money for you: and the

ijeneral so likes your music, that he desires you, for

lo\ e's sake, to make no more noise with it.

I Mill Well, sir, we will not.

Clo. If you have any music that may not be heard,
to't aijain : but. as they say, to hear music the general

does not greatly care.

I Miis. We have none such. sir.

Ch. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I'll

away. Go ; vanish into air ; away 1

'{Exeunt Musicians.
Cas, Dost thou hear, inine honest friend ?

Ctt>. No, I hear not your honest friend : I hear you.
Cns. Pr'ythee, keep up thy quillets. There's a poor

piece of i;old for thee : if the ijentlewoman that at-

tends the jjeneral's wife lie stirriii^j, tell her there's one
Cassio entreats her a little favour of speech : wilt thou
do this?

Clo. She is stirring, sir: if she will stir hither, I shall

seem to notify unto her.
Cas. Do, good my friend. \ExU Clown.

Enter Iago.
In happy time, lago.

/iTfij. '\'ou have not been abed, then?
Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke

Before we parted. I have made bold, lago.
To send in to your wife ; my suit to her
Is. that she wiU to virtuous Desdemona
Procure me some access.

lai^o. I'll send her to you presently ;

And I'll devise a mean to dr.aw the Moor
Out of the way, that your converse and business
Alay be more free.

Cas. I humbly thank you for't.

—

\Exit lago.
I never knew

A Florentine more kind and honest.
Ejtter Emilia.

Emil. Good morrow..good lieutenant : I am sorry
For your displeasure ; but all will soon be well.

The general and his wife are talking of it

:

And she speakes for you stoutly : the Moor replies,

That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus.
And great affinity, and that in wholesome wisdom
He might not but refuse you; but he protests he loves
Antl neeiis no other suitor but his likings, [you,
To take the safst occasion by the front.

To bring you in again.
Ciis. \'et, I beseech you,—

If you think fit, or Ih.at it may be done.

—

Give me ndvant.age of some brief discourse
With Desdemona alone.
Emit. Pray you, come in :

I will bestow you where you shall have time
To speak your bosom freely.

Cas, I am much bound to you.
\Exeunt,

SCENE 11.—^ Room in the Castle.

F.uter Othello, lago, and Gentleman.

Olh. These letters give, lago, to the pilot

;

And, by him, do my duties to the senate:
That done, 1 will be walking on the works ;

Repair there to me.
Ia^i\ 'Well, my good lonl. Ill do't.
Otii. This fortification, gentlemen,—sliaU we sec't!
Gen. We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt.

SCENE \\\.—Before the Castle.

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and EmilL-t

T)es. Be thou assur'd, good Cassio, 1 will do
All my abilities in thy bJlialf

Jitnil. Good mad.'im, do: 1 warrant it grisvcs my
As if the case' were his. (husband,

Des. O. that's an honest fellow,—Do not doubt,
But I will have my lord and you again (Cas,io,
As friendly as you were.

Cas. Bounteous madam.
Wliatercr shall become of Michael Cassio,
He's never anything but your true servant.
Des. 1 know't, I thank you. You do love my lord :

'you have known him long ; ,ind be you well assur'd,
He shall in strangeness stand no further olf
Th.in in a politic distance.

'-'"J. Ay, hut, lady,
That policy may either last so long.
Or feed upon such nice and watcrish diet,
Or breed itself so out of circumstance

That, I being absent, and my i>Ucc supplied,
My general will forget my love and service.

Des. Do not doulA that; before Emilia here,
I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee.
If 1 do vow a friendship. I'll perform it

To the l.ist article : my lord shall never rest

:

I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of patience

;

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift

;

I'll interminjrle every thing he does
With Cassio s suit : therefore be merry, Cassio ;

For thy solicitor shall rather die.

Than give thy cause away.
Emit. Madam, here comes my lord.

Enter Othello and lago,
Cas. Madam, I'll take my leave.
Des. Why, stay, and hear me speak.
Cits. Madam, not now : I am very ill at ease.

Unfit for mine own purpose.
Ves. Well, do your discretion. [Exit Ctis^iO.

/.U'"- Ha I I like not that.

Oih. What dost thou say !

Ja^o. Nothing, my lord : or if^I know not what.
0th. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife ;r

la^o. Cassio, my lord? J^o. sure. I cannot think it.

That he would steal away so guilty -like.

Seeing you coming.
0th. I do believe 'twas he.
Des. How now, my lord

!

I have been talking with a suitor here,
A man tli.it languislies in your displeasure.
Oth. Who is't you mean ?

Des. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good, my lord,
If I have any grace or power to move you,
His present reconciliation take ;

For if he be not one that truly loves you,
That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning,
I h.ive no judgment in an honest face :

I pr'ythee call him back.
Olh. Went he hence now?
Des. Ay, sooth ; so humbled.

That he hath left part of his grief with me,
To suiter with him. Good love, call liiin back.

Olli. Not now, sweet Dcselemon.a ; some other time.
Des. But shall't be shortly ?

Oth. The sooner, sweet, for y.iu.

Des. Shall "t be to-night at supper »

Oth. No, not to-night.
Des. To-morrow dinner, then ?

Oth. I shall not dine at home ;

I meet the captains at the citadel.
Des. Why then, to-morrow night ; or Tuesday morn;

On Tuesday noon, or night ; on \V*ednesday morn:
I pry'thee, name the time ; but let it not
Exceed three days; in failh, he's penitent;
And yet his trespass, in our common reason,
(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples
Out of their best,) is not almost a fault
To incur a private check. When sliall he come?
Tell me. Otncllo : 1 wonder :'nmy soul.
What you could ask me that I should deny.
Or staiitl so mammcring on. What! MicliaeK'assio,
That came a wooing with you ; and so many a time,
W'lien 1 have spoke of you dispraisingly.
Hath ta'eii your part ; to have so iniich"to do
To bring him in 1 'I'riist me, I couUl do much.

—

Oth. Pr'ythee, no more : let him come when he will \
I will deny thee nothing.
Des. 'Why, this is not a lioon

;

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves.
Or feed on niiuri-,hing dishes, or keep you warm,
(Jr sue to you to do a peculiar jjrofit

To your own person : nay, when I h.ive a suit

Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed.
It shall be full of poise and dilficult weight.
And fearful to be granted.
Oth. I will deny ihec nothingi

Whereon. J do beseech thee, grant me this,
o leave me but .1 little to myself.
yj<-r. Shall I deny you ? no : f.irewell. my lord.
Oth. Farewell, my Desdemona: III come to thee

straight.
Des, Emilia, come—Be as your fancies teach yon;

Whate'er you be, 1 am obedient.
\Exit, luilh Einilix

Oth. Excellent wretch I Perdition catch my soul,
lit I do love Ihee I and when I love thee not,
li.ios is come again.
l.ti^o. My nibble lord,

—

I
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Olh. W'ljat dost thou say, lago?
hitio. Did Michael Cassio, wlica you woo'd my lady.

Know of your love 1

Oth. He did. from first to last : why dost thou ask ?
lai^o. li-<:t for a satisfaction of my thoujjht;

No further hanu,
Olh. Why of thy thought. lasjo ?

JciiZO. I did not think he had been acquainted with
Otii. O.yes; .and went between us very oft. [her.
/cu'"'. Indeed!
Oth. Indeed ! aj', indeed :—discern'st thou auglit in

Is he not honest t [that ?

liigo. Honest, ray lord ?

Oth. Honest? ay, honest.
la^o. My lord, for aught 1 know.
Oth. V/hat dost thou think?
lago. Think, my lord !

Oth. Think, ray lord !

By heaven, he echoes me,
As if there were some monster in his tliought
Too hideous to be shown.—Thou dost mean something:
I heard thee say but now,—thou lik'dst not that.
When Cassio left my wife : wliat didst not like?
And when I told thee he was of my counsel
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst, •'In-

deed :"

And didst contract and purse thy brow together,
As if tliou then hadst sliut up in thy brain"
Some liorrible conceit ; if thou dost love me,
Show me thy thought.
Jago. My lord, you know I love you.
Olh. I think thou dost

;

And,—for I know thou art full of love and honesty.
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st tliem

breath,

—

Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more ;

For such things, in a false disloyal knave.
Are tricks of custom ; but in a man that's just.
They are close delations, working from the iieart,
That passion cannot rule.

laf;o. For Michael Cassio.
I tiare be sworn, I think that he is iionest.

Olh. I think so too.
I'Xgo. Men should be what they seem

;

Or. those that be not, would they might seem none

!

Oth. Certain, men should be wliat they seem.
la^o. Wily, then, I think Cassio is an honest man.
Olh. Naj', yet there 's more in this :

I pray tliee, speak to me as to thy thinkings.
As thou dost ruminate; andgivethy worst of thoughts
The worst of words.

/''.i.*y. Good my lord, pardon me

:

Tliougli I am bound to every act of duty,
I am hot bound to that all slaves are free to.
Utter my thoughts? Why, say they are vile and

fklse:
As where s that palace whereinto foul things
Sometimes intrude not ? who h.as a breast so pure,
But some uncleanly apprehensions
Keep leets and law-days, and in session sit

"With meditations lav%-ful ?

Olh. Thou dost conspire against thy friend. la^o.
If thou but think'st him wTong'd, and mak'st his ear
A stranger to thy thoughts.
lago. I do beseech you,

—

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess,
(As, 1 confess, it is my nature's plague
To spy into abuses ; and oft my jealousy
Shapes faults that are not)—that your wisdom yet,
l^rom one that so imperfectly conceits.
Would take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble
Out of his scattering and unsure observance.
It were not for your quiet, nor your good.
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom,
To let 3'ou know my thoughts.
Oth. ' M'hat dost tliou mean ?

lago. Good name in man and woman, dcarmy lord,
Is the immediate jewel of their souls :

AV'ho steals my purse, steals trash ; 'tis something,
nothing

;

'Twas mine, 'tis his. and has been slave to thous.in<is

;

But lie, that filches from me my good name,
Robs me of that, which not enriches him.
And makes me poor indeed.

Otli. By heaven. I'll know thy thoughts.
Jago. You cannot, if mv heart were in j-our liand

;

Nor shall not, whilst 'tis iii my custody.

J.igo. O, beware, my lord, ofjealousy ;

It is the green-ey'd monster, whicli doth mock
The meat it feeds on : that cuckold lives in blis'i

Who. certain of his fate, loves not his wronger

;

But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er.

Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves 1

Olh. U misery !

lago. Poor and content is rich, and rich enough ;

But riches fineless is as poor as winter
To him that ever fears he shall be poor

:

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend
From jealousy X

Oth. - Why, why is this?
Think'st thou I 'd make a life of jealousy.
To follow still the changes of the moon
With fresh suspicions ?

" No ; to be once in doubt.
Is once to be resolv'd : exchange me for a goat,
\\lien I shall turn the business of my soul
To such exsuftlicate and blown surmises,
Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me jealous,
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company.
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well

;

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous :

Nor from mine own weak merits will 1 dr.aw
Tlie smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ;

For she had eyes, and chose me. No, lago

;

I'll see before 1 doubt ; when I doubt, prove ;

And, on the proof, there is no more but this,

—

Aivay at once witii love, or jealousy I

lago. I am glad of it ; for now 1 shall have reason
To show the love and duty that I bear you
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound.
Receive it from me :—I speak not yet of proof.
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio

;

^V'ear your eye tlius,—not jealous, nor secure:
I would not have your free and noble nature.
Out of Self-bounty, be abus'd; look to 't:

I know our country disposition well

;

In Venice thej' do let heaven see the pranks
They dare not show their husbands ; their best con-

Oth. Ha!

Is. not to leave undone, but keep unknown.
Oth. Dost thou say so?
lago. Slie did deceive her father, marrying you

;

And, when she seem'd to shake, and fear your looks.
She lov'<i them most.

And so she did.
Why, go to, then

;

She tliat, so young, could give out such a seeming.
To seal lier father's eyes up, close as oak,

—

He thought 'twas witchcraft:—but I am much to
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon, [blame ;

_

I'or too much loving you.
Oth. I am bound to thee for ever.
lago. I see, this hath a little dash'd your spirits.

,

Oth. Not a jot, not a jot.
lago. Trust me. I fear it has.

I hope you will consider what is spoke
Conies from ray love :—but, 1 do see you arc raov'd :—
I am to pray you nor to strain my speech
To grosser issues, not to larger reach.
Than to suspicion.
Oth. I win not.
lago. Should you do so, my lord, !

My speech sl-.ould fall into such vile success
As my thoughts aim not at. Cassio's my worlhy

friend :

—

My lord, I see you are raov'd.
Oth. No, not much mov'd :—

I do not think but Desdemona's honest.
lago. Long live she so ! and long live you to

think so \

Oth. And, yet, how nature erring from itself.

—

lago. Ay, there's the point : — as,—to be bold
witli you,

—

Not to affect many proposed matches
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree,
\\'liereto. we see, in all things nature tends.

—

Foil ! one may smell in such a mil most rank.
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural.
But pardon me : 1 do not in position
Distinctly speak of her ; though I may fear
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment.
May fail to ni^tch jou 'with her country forms.
Anil happily repent.

Otit. Farewell, farewell
If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ;

Set on thy wife to observe : leave me, lago.

J
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liifTo. My lord, I take my leave. [Going:
Ot/i. Why did I iii;irry .' — Tliis honest creature,

doubtless.
Sees and knows more, much more, tlian be unfolds.

/ai;o. [Returning^.] My lord, 1 would 1 might
entreat your honour

To scan this thin^j no furtlier ; leave it to time

:

Altlioucth 'tis fit that Cassio have hLs place,—
For, sure, he fills it up with ifreat ability,—
Yet, if you please to hold hiin off a while.
You shall by that perceive him and his means

:

Note, if your lady strain his entertainment
With any strong or vehement importunity

;

Much will be seen in that. In the mean time,
Let me be thought too busy in my fears,

—

As worthy cause I have to fear I am,

—

And hold her free, 1 do beseech your honoQr.
0th. Fear not ray jjovermnent.
J(!<;o. I once more take ray leave. {Exit.
0th. This foUow 's of exceeding^ honesty,

And knows all qualities wth a learned spirit
Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard.
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings,
I'd whistle her off, and let her down the wind,
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black.
And have not those soft parts of conversation
That chamberers have ; or, for I am declin'd
Into the vale of years.—yet thafs not much;—
She's gone ; I am abus'd ; and my reUef
Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage.
That we can call tliese delicate creatures burs.
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad,
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon,
Than keep a comer in the thing I love.
For others' uses. Yet. 'tis the plague of great ones

;

Prerogativ'd are they less than the base ;

Jis destiny unshunnable, like death

:

Even then this forked plague is fated to us,
When we do quicken.—

Re-enter Desdemona nn.i Emilia.
Desdemona comjs

:

If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself!
I'll not believe it.

Oes. How now, my dear Othello !
Your dinner and the generous islanders.
By you invited, do attend your presence.

Otk. I am to blame.
Des. Why is your speech so faint! are you not

well?
0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here.
Des. Faith, that's with w.itching : 'twill away again :

T^et me but bind it hard, within this hour
It will be well

0th. Your napkin is too little

;

[Puts tlte handkfrchuffratn him, and it drops.
Let it alone, tome. 111 go in with yoo.

Dt:s. I am very sorry that you are not well.
\Exemit Oth. and Des.

Eniil. I am glad I have found this napkin:
Thi^ was her first rcinenil>rani-c iroin the Moor:
My w.'iyward husband hath a hundred times
Woo'd me to steal it ; but she so loves the token,—
For he conjur'd her she should ever keep it,

—

That she reserves it evermore .'ibout her.

To kiss, and talk to. Ill have the work ta'en out.
And give t lago : what he will do with it,

Heaven knou-s, not I ;

I nothing, but to please his fantasy.
Enter lago.

Iai;o. How now ! what do you here alone ?

Emit. JJo not y"U chide ; 1 have a thing for yon.
lagc. A thing for me '.—it is a common thing

—

Emit. Hal
Jago. To have a foolish wife.
Emit. O, is lliat all ? ^\l^at will you give me now

For that same handkerchief?
laKo. What handkerchief ?

Emit. What handkerchief

!

•*Vliy. that the Moor first g.avc to Des<lcmona:
That which so '>ftL-n you 'lid bid me steal.

Jago. Hast stolen it from her »

Entil. No, 'f.iilh ; she let it dni* by negligence
And. 10 the advantage. I, being htrc, took t up.
L.ook, here it is.

Ar;'-c, A good wench ; give it me,
Entil. What will you do with 't, that you have been

To have mc filch it ? [so earnest
y<>iV. Why, wliat's that tuyuu! ^Huatchtne it.

I

Emit. If it be not for some purpose of import,
'Give 't me again : poor lady, she'll run mad
When she shall lack it.

lago. I5c not acknown on 't ; I have use for jt. >

Go, leave me.

—

[Exit Emilia.
I will in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin, ., t- .\

.\nd let him find it. Trifles, light as air, .-1 r'-'

.\re to the jealous confirmations strong A

As proofs of holy writ. This may do something.
Tile Moor already changes with my poison :

Dangerous conceits are. in their natures, poisons,
\V!iich at the first .are scarce found to distaste
But, with a little act upon the blood.
Burn like the mines of sulphur. 1 did say so :

—

Look, where he comes ! Not poppy, nor maiidragori

Enter Othello.
,

N'or all the drowsy syrups of the world,
-Siiall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep
Wliich tliou ow'dst yesterday.
Oth. Ha ! ha? false to me ?
Ia!:o. Why, how now, general ! no more of that.
Otk. Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set me on the

I swear, 'tis better to be much abus'd, (roick :

—

Than but to know 't a little.

lago. How now, my lord ?

Oth. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust?
I saw 't not, thought it not. it harmed not me ;

I slept the next night well, was freeand merry
;

I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips

:

He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen.
Let him not know 't, and he's not robbed at all.

lago. I am sorry to hear this.

Oth. I had been happy, if the general camp.
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body,'
So I had nothing known. O, now. for ever
Farewell the tranquil mind 1 iarewell content I

Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars.
That make ambition virtue I O, farewell

!

Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump.
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-plercingtlfc.
The royal banner, and all quality.
Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war
.A.nd, O you mortal engines, whose rude tlirnats
The immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit,
I-arewell I Othello's occupation 's gone 1

lago.X'i it posable. my lord?
;

,

Oth. "v^illain, be sure thou prove my love a whore,
Be snre of it ; give mo the ocular proof;

\Scizing kirn by the threat.
Or. by the worth of mine ctern.al soul, '

Thou hadst been better have been born a dog.
Than answer my w.ik'd wrath.
lago. Is 't come to this ?

Oth. Make me to see 't ; or, .at the kiiht. so jirovc it:

That the probation bear no hinge nor loop
To hang a doubt on ; or woo upon thy life 1

lago. My noble lord,

—

Oth. If thou dost slander her, and torture me,
Xevcr pray more ; abandon all remorse :

On horror's head horrors accumulate :

Do deeds to make hdaven weep, all earth aniaz'd ;

For nothing canst thou to damnation add
Greater than that.

lago. O grace I O heaven defend ino

!

Are you a man I have yon a soul, or sense V

—

God be wi' you ; take mine oliice.—O wretched fool.

That liv'st to make ihine honesty a vice 1

monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world.
To he direct and honest is not safe.

1 thank you for this profit; and. from hence.
I'll love no friend, since love breeds such oflfence.

Otk. Nay. stay :—thou shouldst he honest.
lago. I shouhi be wise ; for honesty's a fool,

And loses that it works for.

Oth. By the world.
I think my wife be honest, arid think she is not j

I think that thoii art just, and think thou art not:
I'll have some proof: her name, that w.as as frc-sh

.\', Di.n's vivige. is now btgrim'd and black
As miiieown face. If there be cords, or knives.
Poison, or tire, or suffocating streams.
I'll not endure it.—Would 1 were satisfied 1

lago. I see, sir, you are e.itcn up with passion:
I do repent me that I put it to you.
\tt\\ would be satisfie<l ?

Oth. Would I nay; I wHI.
lago. Andm.iy; but how! how satisfied, my lord!
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Would you, tlic ?;npervisor, .grossly gape on,

—

Behold her tupp'dV
Oth. Deatli and damnation ! O 1

latro. It were a tedious difficulty. I think.

To bring' them to that prospect. Damn them, then,
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster,

More than their own ! What then? how then?
What shall I say? Where's satisfaction?

It is impossible you should see this.

Were they as prime as «;'oats, as hot as monkej's,
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gfross

As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say.
If imputation, and strong circumstances,
Which lead directly to the door of truth.

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it.

Oth, Give me a living reason she's disloyal.

lago. I do not like the office

:

But, sith I'm enter'd in this cause so far,

—

Prick'd to 't by foolish honesty and love,

—

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately

:

And, being troubled with a raging tooth,
I could not sleep.

There are a kind of men so loose of soul.

That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs :

One of this kind is Cassio :

In sleep I heard him say, " Sivcct Dcsdejnona^
J,et us be ivary, let us hide oiir l<n'cs ;"

And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand.
Cry, " O. s7vect creature / " and then kiss me hard.
As if hepluck'd up kisses by the roots.

That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg
Over "my ihlgh. and sigh'd, and kiss'd ; and then
Cried, ** Cursed/ate, thai ^ave thee to (he Moor f*

Oth. O monstrous I monstrous

!

Jago. Nay, this was but his dream.
Oth. But this denoted a foregone conclusion :

'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream.
lago. And this may help to thicken other proofs,

That do demonstrate thinly.

Oth. I'll tear her all to pieces

!

laiio. Nay, but be wise ; yet we see nothing done

;

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this.

—

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief.
Spotted with strawberries, in j'our wife's hand?

Oth. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift.

lago. 1 know not that : but such a handkerchief,
(I am sure it was your wife's) did I to-day
See Cassio wipe his beard with.

Oth. Ifitbethat,—
li'^go. If it be that, or any that was hers.

It speaks against her with the other proofs.
Oth. O. that the slave had forty thousand lives 1

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge.
Now do I see 'tis true.—Look liere. lago

;

Ail my fond love thus do I blow to heaven:
'Tis gone.

—

Arise, black vengeance, from the hollow hell!

Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne.
To tyrannous hate ! swell, bosom, with thy fraught,
For 'tis of aspics' tongues !

hxi^o. Pray, be content.
Oth. O, blood. lago. blood !

lago. Patience, I say ; your mind, perhaps, may
change.

Oth, Never, lago. Like to the Pontick sea,

AVhose icy current and compulsive course
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on
To the Propontick, .ind the Hellespont,
Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace,
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble love.

Till that a capable and wide revijnge
Swallow them up.—Now, by yond' marble heaven.
In the due reverence of a sacred vow, [A';tee/s.

1 here engage my words.
Jago. Do not rise yet.

—

[f,^ftee/s,

W'itness, you ever-burning lights above,
You elements that clip us round about.
Witness, that here lago doth give up
The execution of his wit, hands, heart.
To wrong'd Othello's service ! Let him command,
And to (»bey shall be in me remorse,
What bloocfy work soever. [ They rise.

Oth. I greet tliylove.
Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounieous,
And will upon the instant put thee to 't

;

Within the^e three days let me iicar thcc s:iy

That Cassio's not alive.

.-/r/

/aca. My friend is dead ; 'tis done at your request

;

But let lier live.

0//t. Damn her. lev.d minx ! Cdanuihcrl
Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw.
To furnish me with some swift means of death
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.

Ii'j;o. I am your own for ever. [i-xcuiii.

SCENE lV.—r/!cS>!mc.
EiUcy Desdemona, Emilia, and Clown.

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant Cassio
he>?

Clo. I dare not say he lies any where.
Dcs. Why, man ?

Clo. He is a soldier ; and for one to say a soldier
lies, is stabbinif.
Dcs, Go to: where lodeeshe?
Clo. To tcU you where ne lodges, is to tell you where

Hie.
Des. Can anything- be made of this !

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me to
devise a lodging, and say he lies here, or he lies there,
were to lie in mine own throat.
Dcs Can you enquire him out, and be edified by

report'?

Clo. I will catechize the world for him ; that is, make
questions, and by them answer.
Dcs. Seek him, bid him come hither : tell him I

have moved my lord in his behalf, and liope all will be
well.

Clo. To do this is within the compass of man's wit

;

and therefore I will attempt the doing.
| E.\U.

Dcs^ "Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia?
limil. I know not, madam.
Dcs. Believe me, I had rather lost my purse

Full of cruzadoes: and, but my noble Moor
Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness
.\s jealous creatures are, it were enough
To put him to ill thinking.
Emil. Is he not jealous ?

Dcs. AVho, he! I think the sun where he was born.
Drew all such humours from him.
Emil. Look, ivhere he comes.
Dcs. I will not leave him now, till Cassio

Bo call'd to him.

—

Enter Othello
How is 't with you, my lord ?

Oth. "Well, my good lady.—[-''-"rff'] O, hardness to
Mow do you, Desdemona! [dissemble !

—

Des. Well, my food lord.

Oth. Give me your hand. This hand is moist, my
lady.

Des. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow.
Oth. This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart :—

Hot, hot, and inoist : this hand of yours requires
.\ sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer,
Much castigation, exercise devout;
For here's a young and sweating devil here.
That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand,
.\ frank one.

Dcs. You may, indeed, say so ;

For 'tnas that hand that gave away my heart.
Oth. A liberal hand: the hearts of old gave hands ;

But our new heraldry is—hands, not hearts.

Des. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your i>ro-

0th. What promise, chuck ! jniisc.

/Vr. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you.
Oth. I have a salt and sorry rheum otfends me

;

Lend me thy handkerchief.
Des. Here, my lord.

Oth. That which I gave you.
Dcs.

'

I have it not about me.
Oth. Not!
Des. No, indeed, my lord.

Oth. That is a fault.

That handkerchief
Did an Egyptian to my mother give ;

She was a charmer, and could ahnost read
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she

kept it,

'Twoukl make her .-xmiable. and subdue my father

lintirely to her love ; but if she lost it,

( >r made a gift of it, uiy father's eye
Should hoKl her loathed, and his spirits should hunt
.\.fter new fancies : she, dying, gave it mc;
.\nd bid me. when my fate would have mc wivi

To give it her. I ilid so : and t.ake heed on 't

Make it a darling like your precious eye ;

\

1
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To lose or give 't aw.iv. w^fe 5iicli perdition,

As noiliinij else coulil match,
Ay. Is 't possible?
O.'/i 'Tis true : there's magic in the web of it

:

A sibyl, tliat had nuinber'd in the world
The sun to course two hundred comp.asses,
In lier prophetic fury sew'd tlic woric

;

The worms were haUow'd that did breed the silk
;

And it was dy d in mummy, which the skilful

tonserv d of maidens' hearts.

D(s. Indeed! is "t true!
Oi/t. Most veritable : therefore look to 't well.

Dfs. Then would to heaven that I had never seen it

!

Ot/i. Hal wherefore?
/>cr. Why do you speak so starting:ly and rash ?

0//t. Is t lost y is t gone ? speak, is it out o' the way ?

D^s. Heaven bless us !

0//1. .Say you?
/'«. It is not lost ; but what an if it were ?

O/Ji. How!
/)«. I say, it is not lost.

OtA, Fetch 't. let me see 't.

Des. Why, so I can, sir ; but I will not now.
This is a trick, to put nie from my suit

:

Pray you, let Cassio be receiv'd a^ain.
<V/(. Fetch me the handkerchief : my mind miscjives.

Vfs. Come, come ;

You'll never meet a more sufficient man.
IWi. The handkerchief!
Z>fs I pray, talk me of Cassio.
0//1. The handkerchief:
Drs. A man that, all his time,

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love

;

Shard dangers with you;

—

0//I. The handkerchief!
Dfs, In sooth, you are to blame.
O/Jt. Away. [Exit.
Mtnil. Is not this man jealous?
Des. I ne'er saw this before.

Sure, there's some wonder in this handkerchief:
I am most unhappy in the loss of it.

Iiintl. 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man

:

They are all but stomachs, and we .all but food;
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full.

They belch us.—Look you,—Cassio, and my husband.
Enter lago and Cassio.

LtSO. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do 't

:

Anf-i, lo, the happiness ! go and importune lier.

Des. How now, good Cassio 1 what's the news with
you?

Cas. Sladam. my former suit : I do beseech you.
That by your virtuous means I may again
Ex'ist, and be a member of his love.
Whom I, with all the office of my heart.
Entirely honour : I would not be delay'd.
If my offence be of such mortal kind.
That nor my service past, nor present sorrows,
Nor purpos'd merit in futurity,

Can ransom me into his love again.
But to know so must be my benefit

;

So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content.
And shut myself up in some other course,
To fortune's alms.

Des. Alls, thrice-gentle Cassio!
My advocation is not now in time ;

(ity lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him,
Were he in favour, as in humour alter'd.
So help me every spirit sanctilied.

As I have spoken ior you all m>^ best.
And stood within the lilank of his displeasure.
For my free speech I Vou must awhile be patient

:

What 1 can do, ] will ; and more I will.

Th.an for myself I dare : let that suffice you.
I^Ho. Is my lord angry !

F.mil. He went hence but now;
And. certainly, in strange unquietness.
lago. Can he be angry? I iLive seen the cannon.

When it hath blown his ranks into the air,
And. like the devil, from his very arm
PulTd h'sown brother ;—and can he be angry?
Sometliing of moment, then: 1 will go meet r.im :

There's matter in 't, indeed, if he be angry.
Des. I pr'ythec, <1» ^u.—{lLxU lago.J Something,

sure, of state.
Either from Veni<_e, or some unhatch'd practice
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him.
Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and, in such cases,
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things.
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'I^hough great ones are Iheir object. 'Tis even so

;

For let our finger ache, and it indues
1 Hir other healthful members ev'n to that sense
Of pain : nay, we must think men are not gods.
Nor of them look for such observances
.A.S fit the bridal.—Beshrew me much, Emilia,
I was (unhandsome warrior as I am)
.-Vrraigning his unkindness with my soul

:

But now 1 find, I had suborn'd the witness,
.\nd he 's indicted falsely.

Bmil. Pray heaven, it be state matters, as you think,
.\nd no conception, nor no jealous toy,
Concerning you.
Des. Alas the day! I never gave him cause.
Htnit. But jealous souls will not be answer'd so ;

They are not ever jealous for the cause.
But jealous for they are jealous : 'tis a monster.
Begot upon itself, born on itself.

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's
Einil. Lady, amen. [mind 1

Des. I will go seek him.—Cassio, walk hereabout

:

If I do find him fit, I'll move your suit,

.\nd seek to effect it to my uttermost.
Cas. I humbly thank your ladyship.

Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia.
E7iter Bianca.

Bi'an. Save you, friend Cassio.
Cas. Wliat make you from home?

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca?
I' faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house.
Bzan. And I \vas going to your lodging, Cassio,

What, keep .a week away? seven days and nights?
Eight score ei;.^ht hours? and lovers" .absent hours,
More tedious than the dial eight score times?
weary reckoning I

Cas. Pardon me, Bianca,
1 have this while with leaden thoughts been press'd ;

But I shall, in ,a more continuate time.
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca.

[Giving ker Desdemona's handkoxkief.
Take me this work out.
Bian. O Cassio, whence came this t

This is some token from a newer friend :

To the felt absence, now, I feel a cause :

Is 't come to this? Well, well.
Cas. Co to. woman

!

Throw your vile guesses in the devil's tectli.

From whence you have them. "\'ou are jealous now.
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance ;

No, in good troth, Bianca.
Bian. Why, whose is it?

Cas. I know not, sweet : I found it in my chamber,
r hke the work well : ere it be demanded,
' As like enough it will) I'd have it copied :

Take it, and do 't ; .and leave me for this time.
Bian. Leave you I wherefore?
Cas. I do attend here on the general

;

And think it no addition, nomny wish,
lo have him see me woman 'ti.

Bian. Why, I pray you?
Cas. Not that I love you not.
Bian. But th.at you do not love rae.

1 pray you, bring me on the way a little ;

And say if I shall see you soon at night.
Cas. 'Tis but .a little w.ay th.at I can bring you

;

For I attend here ; but I'll see you soon.
Bian, 'Tis very good ; I must be circumstanc'd.

[Exeunt.

ACT IV.

SCENE I.—Cyprus. Before the Castle.

Enter Othello and lago.

Ia;;o. 'Will you think So?
0th. Think so, lago I

lago. Wliat,
To kiss in private?

Ollt. An unaulhoriz'd kiss.
lago. Or to be naked with her frienil in bed

An hour Or more, not meaning any harm ?

Otii. N.aked in bed, lago, and not mean harm I

It is hypocrisy against the devil

:

They iliat mean virtuously, and yet do SO,
The devil their virtue tempts, .and they tempt heaven,

Bn'o. If ility do nothing, 'tis n veni.d slip:
But if I gave my wile a h.mdkerchief.

—
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,

for?ot
(it:-r

Olh. "VVh.it Ihcii ?

/irs'i). Why.tlien, 'tis hers, i«5' lord ; anij. being hers,
She may, I tJiiiiJc, bestow "t on any man.
Olh. Slie is proteclress of lier lionour too :

May she Ljive that ?

Jatro. Her honour is an essence that's not seen ;They iiave it very oft, that have it not

:

But. for tlie Iiandlcerchief,

—

0th. By heaven. I would most gladly ha'
Thou said'st.—O, it comes o'er my memory,
As doth the raven o'er tlie infecte'd house,
Bodmg- to all,—Jie had my handkercliief.

las-o. Ay, what of that?
^'''-

,,.. That's not so g-Qod, now.
Ja£o. ^Vhat. if I had said I liad seen 'him do you

wrong?
Or heard him say,—as knaves be such abroad,
who, haviniT. by thc-ir own importunate suit,
<Jr voluntary dotagre of some mistress,
Cqnvinced or supplied them, cannot choose
liut they mu^t blab,—

^'''-
,, , ,

Hath he said any thing?
/•'.'.'O. He hath, my lord ; but be you well assur'd,

I\ o more than he'll un&wear.

V"''- ,^ . ,
What hath he said ?

•i;'-?'''',.^^""'
''^3' he did,—I know not what he did.

0th. What y what ?

/rtjfo. Lie—
0(h. -iVith her?
^J^S"-. . . ,

With her, on her; what you will
Oth. Lie with her I lie on her !—We say, lie on herwhen they belie her. Lie with her ! that's fulsome,

—Handkerchief,— confessions, — handkerchief!— To
confess, and be hanged for his labour :—first, to be
hanged, and then to confess :— 1 tremble at it. Nature
would not invest herself in such shadowing passion.
Without some instruction. It is not words that shake
me thus :— Pish !—Noses, ears, and lips.—Is it possible

:

—Coniess I—Handkerchief!—0 devil 1—
, „. , Iivj//j in a trance.
Iago. vv ork on.

My medicine, work I Thus credulous fools are caught
And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus.
All gmUless, meet reproach.—What, ho ! my lord 1My lord. I say!—{£«fe;r Cassio.] Othello !—How
Las, What's the matter ! [now, Cassio 'i

lago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy :

This is his second fit ; he had one yesterday.
Cas. Rub him about the temples.

_{''*',"

,

,
No. forbear;

1 lie lethargy must have his quiet course :

If not, he foams .at mouth ; and, by and by,
lircaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs :
I Jo you withdraw yourself a little wliile.
He will recover strai.ght : when he is gone,
I would on great occasion speak with.you.

—

, . . .^ , ,
{Exit Cassio,

JIowis It, gener.al? have you not hurt your head?
0!h. Dost thou mock me 'i

^/''-'-r^i' , ,

,

^
"i"'^'^

5'on ! no, by heaven.
Would you would bear your fortune like a man

!

0,th. A horned m.an's a monster, and a beast!
Jago. There's m.auy a beast, then, in a populous city.And many a civil monster.
Oth. Did he confess it?
lago. Good s|r, be a man

;
I hink every bearded fellow, that's but yok'd.
May draw with yon : there's millions now alive.
That nightly lie in those unproper beds,
\\ Inch they dare swear peculiar : your case is betterU tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch-mock,
To lip a wanton in a secure couch,
And to suppose her ch.aste ! No. let me know ;And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be.

Oth. O. thou art wise ; 'tis certain.
, ^ago. Stand you awhile apart

;

Confine yourself but in a patient list.
Wljilstyou were here, o'erwhelmed with your grief,
(A passion most unsuiting such a man,)
Cassio came hither: I shifted him away.
And Laid good 'scusc upon your ecstasy

;
li.^uie him anon return, and here speak with me ;

1 lie which he promib'<l. Do but encave yourself.And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns,
i hat dwell in every region of his face

;

I-q|r ; will mane him teH the tale anew,
W.iere, how, how oft, how long .ago, and when
Jle hath, and is again to cope your wife

:

I say, but mark Ins gesture. Marry, patience
;Or 1 sh.all say you are all in all in spleen.

And nothing of a man.

.'^'.l'- ,
Dost thou hear, lago?

I will bo found most cunning in my patience

:

But (dost thou hear?) most bloody.
Iai;o. .... That's not amiss

;

But yet keep time m all. Will you wiUidraw'
. ^ .

[Othello retires.
.\n\v will I question Cassio of Bianca,
.\ liousewife, that, by selling her desires,
Vm\s herself bread and clothes : it is a creature
1 h,it dotes on Cassio.—as 'tis the strumpet's plague
1 o beguile many, and be beguil'd by one :—
He. when he hears of her. cannot refrain
From the excess of laughter :—here he comes •—
As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ;

.Vnd his unbookish jealousy must construe
Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light bcl'aviour
'Jiiite in the wrong.

—

Kc-eatcr Cassio.
Hoiv do you now, lieutenant!

Cas. The worser. that you gi\'e me llie addition,
^Vhose want even kills me.
lago. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure on 't.

\SpcakiHg- lower.] Now, if this suit lay in Bianca's
iiow quickly should you speed 1 fpbwer,

^''^-
,. ,

Alas, poor caitiff 1

Oth. [Aside.] Look, liow he laughs aheady I

Ia,:^o. I never knew woman love nian so.
Cas. Alas, poor rogue ! I think, i' faith, she loves

me.

lago. Do you hear, Cassio ?

0!h.[Asicie.] Now he importunes him
To tell It o'er :—go to ; well said, well said.
lago. She gives it out that'you shall marry her

:

Do you intend it ?
Cas. Ha, ha, ha !

Oth. [Aside.] Do you triumph, Roman! do jou
triumph ?

Cas. I marryher!—what? a customer I Iprythee,
:ar some charity to my wit ; do not think it so un-

wholesome. Ha, ha, ha

!

Oth. [Aside.'] So, so, so, so :—they laugh that win.
Aro-o. T'aith, the cry goes, that you ahail in^rry her.
Cas. Pr ythee, say true.
la.iiO. I am a very villain else.
Oth. [Aside.] Have you scored me? Well.
Cos. This is the monkey's own giving out: she is

persuaded I will marry her. out of her own love and
(lattery, not out of my promise.
Oth. [Aside. \ lago beckons me: now he begins

the story.
Cas. She was here even now ; she haunts me in

every place. I was, the other day, talking ou the
sea-bank with certain 'Venetians, and thither conies
this bauble ; and, by this hand, she falls me thus
about my neck.

—

Oth. [Aside.] Crying, "O de.or Cassio 1" as it were:
Ins gesture imports it.

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; so
hales, and pulls me;—ha, ha, ha 1

Oth. [^Aside.] Now he tells, how she plucked him
n my chamber. O, I see that nose of yours, but not
lie ilog I shall throw it to.

< 'as. Well, I must leave her company.
/ai.'o. Before me ! look, wliere she comes.

Enter Bianc;i.
Cas. 'Tis such another fitchew 1 marry, a perfumed

one.

—

What do you mean by this h.uinting pf me?
Bian. Let the devil and his dam'haunt you ! WIi,it

did you mean by that same handkerchief. 5'ou gave
me even now? I was a fine fool to take it. 1 must
t.ake out the work 1—A likely piece of work, that you
should find it in your chamber, and not know wlio left
It there ! This is some minx's token, .and I must t.ike
out the work 1 There, give it your hobby-horse : where-
soever ynu had it. I'll take out no work on 't.

Cas. How now, my sweet Bianca I how now, how
now!
Oth. [Asidi

kerchief!
By heaven, that should be my hand-

i>Z(i«. An you'll come to supper to-night, you
ay ; .an you will not, come when you are ne.« pre-

pared for. \I\it
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/.7;'3. After her, .iftcr licr.

( \is. Haitli. I must : she 11 rail in the street else.

Jiif^o. AViU you sup tlicre?

Ccis. "J-aith, I intend so.

Jii!;o. Well, I may chance to sec you ; for I would
very fain speak with you.

c':.r. Pr'ythee, come ; will you !

Ia.:o- Go to ; say no more. [Exit Cassio.
Oih. [AdvattciKg. \ How shall I murder him, lago ?

Ia!:o. Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice ?

0th. O, lago

!

/«?». And did you see the handkerchief?
oih. Was that mme ?

1j^. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he prizes
the foolish woman your wife 1 she gave it him, and he
liath i^iven it his whore.

O.'h. I would have him nine years a killing.—A fine

woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet woman !

laiio. Nay. you must forget that.
0th. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned to-

nip;ht ; for she shall not live. No, my heart is turned
to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts my hand.—O, the
world hath not a sweeter creature : she might lie by
an emperor's side, and command him tasks.

Ja^o. Nay. that's not your way.
Oth. Hang her! 1 do but say what she is :—so de-

licate with her needle! An admirable musician ! O,
she will sing the savageness out of .1 bear ! Of so high
and plenteous wit and invention

!

y«i'o. She's the worse lor all this.

Olh. O, a thousand thousand tunes. And then, of
so gentle a condition

!

Ja^o. Ay, too gentle.
U'h. Nay. that's certain:—but yel the pity ofit, lago

O, lago ! the pityo i it, lago !

/rt^v. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give he
l>atent to offend ; for, if it touch not you, it comes near
nobody.

Olh. I will chop her into messes :—cuckold me 1

/.lA'j. O. 'tis foul in her.
Ol/t. With mine officer!
Jago. That's fouler.

Oth. Get me some poison. lago ; this night :—

I

not expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty un.
provide my mind again :—this night, lago.

/a^o. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her
be<l, even the bed she hath contaminated.

0(lt. Good, good: the justice of it pleases: very
fjood.

' Jiti.'o. And for Cassio, let me be his undertaker :

you shall hear more by midnight.
Oth. Excellent good.—[^ trtimpct luard.\ What

trumpet is that same?
Ingo. Something from Venice, sure. 'Tis Lodovico,

Come from the duke : aiul see, your wife is with him.
Kilter Lodovico. DeS'Ieuiona. (i«rf Attendants.
Led. 'Save you, worthy general

!

Olh.
,

With all my heart, sir.

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice ^cet you.

( Civinf; h-itn a packet.
Olh. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures.

{Opens the packet, andreads.
Des. And what's the news, good cousin Lodovico!
/n.'.'O. I am ver>- glad to f.ec you, signior

;

Welcome to Cyprus.
/.od I thank you. IIow does lieutenant Cassio!
liigo. I-ives, sir.

Pes. Cousin, there's fallen between him and my lord
An unkind breach : but you shall make all well.

Oth,. Ate you sure of lh.it ?

/>«. My lord? [wili"—
Otit. \Readiu'^. |

" Thir failyou not to do, as yon
l.od. He did not call ; he s busy in the paper.

Is there division 'twi.xt my lord and Cassio?
lies. A most unhappy one : I would do much

To atone them, for the love 1 bear to Casbio.
Oth. Fire and brimstone '.

Des. My ford?
Oth. Are you wise.';

Des. What, is he angry?
Lod. May be, the letter mot'd him ;

For, as I think, they do command him home,
Depming Cassio in hi5 government.

/><-r. 1 rust mc. I am glad uti \.

Oth. Indeed I

Des. My lord'/
Oth. I am slaJ lo see vou mad.

'

/ij IIow, sweet Olhcllo'/

Oth. Devil! [Siriiiii^ ho:
Des. I h.ave not deserved this.
Lod Mylord, this would not be believ'd inVcnicC)

Though I should swear I saw it : 'tis very much

:

Make iier amends j she weeps.
Olh: O devil, devil I

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears,
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile.

—

Out of ray sight

!

Des. 1 will not stay to offend you.

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady :

—

I do beseech your lordship, call her back.
Olh. Mistress I

Des. My lord ?

Olh. \Vhat would you with her, sir ?

Lod. Who, I, my lord ?

Olh. Ay ; you did wish that I would make her turn

:

Sir. she can turn, aufl turn, and yet go on.
And turn agam ; and she can weep," sir. weep ;

And she's obedient, as you say,—obedient,—
Very obedient.—Proceed you in your tears.

—

Concerning this, sir.—O well-painted passion !

—

I am commanded homc.^Get you away
;

111 senil for you anon.—Sir, I obey the mandate.
And will return to Venice.—Hence, avaunt

!

[£xii Desdemoiia.
Cassio shall h.ive my place. And, sir, to-night,

I do entreat that we may sup together

:

Vou are welcome, sir, to Cyprus.—Goats and inonkcvs !

IL'.ril.

/,od. Is this the noble Moor whom our full senate
Call all-in-all sufficient 'I is this the noble nature
Whom passion could not sli.^kc 'i whose solid virtue
I'lie shot of accident, nor dart of chance.
Could neither graze nor pierce ir

/izjj-c. He is much chang'd.
Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain !

Jago. He's that he is: I may not breathe my ccn
sure.

What he might be.—if, wh.at he might, he is not,—
I would to heaven he were

!

Lod. AVhat. strike his wife !

/it;jo. 'Faith, that was not so weil ; yet would I knew
That stroke would prove the worst,
Lod. Is it his use?

Or did the letters work upon his blood,
And new-create tills fault 'i

/ago. Alas, alas 1

It is not honestj' in me to speak
What 1 have seen and known. You shall observe him

;

.A.nd his own courses will denote lum so.

Tiiat I may save my speech : do but go after.
And mark how he continues.
Lod. I am sorry that I am deceived in him.

[Examt,
SCENE 11.—^ Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello afid Emilia.

Olh. You have seen nothing, then ?

EmiL Nor ever hcartl. nor ever did suspect.
Oth. Yes, you have seen Cassio and her i.igelher.

Etnil. But then I saw no harm ; ami then I ln.'.ira

Each syllable that breath made up between theiu.
Olh. What, did they never whisper? 1

Etnii. Never, my Igru.
Olh. Norsendyouout o'thc way?
EmiL Never.
Oth. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor
Emit. Never, my lord. Iimthing?
Oth. That's strange.
E.mit. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest.

Lay down my soul at stake : if you think oilier.

Kt-move your thought : it doth abuse your bosoiu.
U .iny wretch have put this in your head.
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse !

I'or. if she be not honest, ciiastc, and true.
There's no in.in happy ; the purest of their wives
Is foul as slander.
Oth. Bid her come hither :—go.

—

[Exit Emilia,
She siiys enough ;—yet she's .a simple b.awd
'I'hat cannot say as much. This is .1 subtle whore,
A closet-lock-and-key of villainous secrets:
And yet she'll kneel and fir.iy : I luive seen her du't.

Re-enter I-:niili.i -,vilJt Desilcmona.
Des. My lord, what is your will f

Oth. I'r.iy, chuck, come liillicr.
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S>es. Wlial is your pleasure?
O'/i. Let Die sec your eyes

Look in my face.

Di's. '\Vhat liorrible fancy *s tliis?

0//1. I
/"o Emil

J
Some of your function, mistress;

Leave procreants alone, and shut tlie door;
Coui^h, or cry hem. if any body come :

Your mystery, your mystery ;—nay, despatch.
(A'.V!^ Emilia

Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech ini

I understand a fury in your words, "
[port

;

But not the words.
O//1. Why, what art thou !

Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true
And loyal wife.

Ot/i. Come, swear it, damn thyself

;

Lest, beinf; like one of heaven, the devils themselves
Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double-
Swear thou art honest. (danin'd;
Des. Heaven doth truly know it.

Ot/i. Heaven truly knows that thou art false as hell,

/5«. To whom, my lord? with whom? how am 1 false!
O^/t. O Desdemona !—away !—away ! away t

Dcs. Alas, the heavy day I—Why do you weep!
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord?
K, haply, you my father do suspect
An instrument of this your calling back.
Lay not your blame on me : if you have lost him,
Why, I have lost him too.

Otii. Had it pleas'd heaven
To try me with affliction ; had he raind
All kinds of sores, and shames, on my bare head

;

Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips ;

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ;

I should have found in some part of my soul
A drop of patience: but, alas, to make me
A fi.ved fi,^ure, for the time of scorn
To point Ills slow unmovintj finger at I

—

Yet could I bear that too ; 'well', very well

:

Hut there, where I have garner'd up my heart,
W'here cither I must live, or bear no life.

—

The fountain from the which my current runs.
Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence 1

Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads
To knot and gender in !—Turn thy complexion there,
Patience, thou young and rose-lipp'd cherubin,

—

Ay, there, look grim as hell I

r>cs. I hope, my noble lord esteeirts me honest.
Olli. O, ay : as summer (lies are in the shambles,

That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed.
Who art so lovely fair, and smell'st so sweet.
That the sense aches at thee, would thou hadst ne'er

been born !

Dcs. Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed?
0th. Was this fair paper, this most goodly book,

Made to write whore upon ? \Vhat coinmittcd I

Committed 1—O thou public commoner 1

1 should make very forges of my checks,
That would to cinders burn up "modesty,
Did I but speak thy deeds.—What committed !

Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks;
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets.
Is hushd within the hollow mine of earth,
And will not hear it—AVliat committed 1—
Impudent strumjiet

!

Des. By heaven, you do mc wrong.
Olh. Are not you a strumpet?
Dcs. No, as I am a Christian

:

If to preserve this vessel for my lord,

I'"rom any other foul unlawful touch,
Ue not to be a strumpet, I am none.

Olli. What, not a whore ?

Dcs. No, as I shall be saved.
0th. Is it possible?
Des, O, heaven forgive us !

Olh. I cry you mercy, then ;

I took you for that cunning whore of^Venice.
That married with Othello. \Rt-enUr Emilia. | You,

mistress.
Th.at have the otfice opposite to Saint Peter,
And keep the gate of hell

!

You, you, ay. you I

We have done our course ; there's money for your
pains.

I pray you, turn the key, and keep our counsel.
\ExU

Umil Alas, what does this gentleman conceive?

—

How do you, madam? how do you, iny good lady?

Dcs. 'F.iith, half asleep.
Emil. Good madam, what's the matter with my
Des. With whom? jlord?
Emit. W'hy, with my lord, madai'n.
Des. AVho is thy lord ?

Enitl. He that is yours, sweet lady.
Dcs. I have none : do not talk to mc. Emilia;

I cannot weep ; nor answer have I none.
Bu.1; what should go by water. IVythee, to-night
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets,—remember ;—
And call thy husband hither.
Eniii. Here is a change iiuleeil 1

\l-:xit.

Des. Tis meet T should be us'd so, very meet.
How have I been behavd, that he might stick
The small'st opinion on my least misuse 2

Re-oUer Emilia, with lago.

Icis;c. What is your pleasure, madam? How is it

with you ?

Dcs. I cannot tell. Those that do leach iyouiig
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks : babes.
He might have chid ine so ; for, in good faith,

1 am > child to chidiuij.

Ia\;o What's the matter, lady?
tijjiil. Alas, lago, my lord hath so bcwiiord her.

Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her.
As true hearts cannot 1)e.ar.

Des. Am I that name, lago?
/itf i>. What name, fair lady ?

Des. Such as. she says, my lord did say I was.
Emil. Ho call d her whore ; .a beggar, m his dtir.k.

Could not have laid such terms upon his callat.

Ja^o. Why did he so?
Des. I do not know ; I am sure I am none such.
laiio. Do not weep, do not weep. Alas the day !

Emil. Has she forsook so many noble matches.
Her father, and her country, and her friends,

To be call'd whore ! would it not make one weep?
Dls. It is my wretched fortune,
/.r^'o. Beshrew him for it.

How coincs this trick upon him?
Des. Nay. heaven doth know.
Emit. I will be hang'd. if some eternal villain.

Some busy and insinuating rogue.
Some cogging, cozening sTa\e. to get some office.

Have not devisd this slander ; I'll lie hang'd else.

/iii'O. Hie. there is no such man ; it is impossible.
Des. If any such there be, heaven partlnn him I

Emit. A halter pardon him I and hell gnaw his

bones

!

Why should he call her v.hore? who keeps her com-
pany ?

What i;lace? what time? what form ? what likelihood!

The Moor's abuseti by some most villainous knave.
Sonic base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow :

—

heaven, that such companions thou 'dst nulbld,
And put ill every honest hand a whip.
To lash the r.ascals naked through the world,
Eien from the east to the west I

la:.;o. Speak within door.
Jimit. O. fie upon them ! some such squire he was.

That turn'd your wit the seamy side without.

And made you to suspect me with the Moor.
Iiti^o. You are a fool

;
go to.

Des.
'

O good lago.

What sh.all I do to win my lord again?
Gooil friend, go to him : for, by this light of heaven,
1 know not how 1 lost him Here 1 kneel:—
If cor my will did trespass 'gainst his love.

Hither in discourse of thought, or actual deed ;

Ot that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense.

Delighted them in any other form ;

Or tiiat I do not yet. and ever did.
.\nd ever will.—though he do shake mc off

To beggarly <livorceinent,—love him dearly.

Comfort fc.r-.wear me ! Unkindness may do inuchi
And his unkindness may defeat my life.

But never t.imt my love. 1 cannot say whore,—
It il.jcs .ibhur inc. now 1 speak the word

;

I o do the act that might the .addition earn.
Not the worlds mass of vanity could make ine.

lai;i\ I pray you b(i content ; 'tis but his humour;
riie business of the st.ate does him offence,
And he does chide with you.

/V,f. If 'twere no other,—
l,JK'o. "lis but so, I warrant. | Trumpets he.xrd.

Hark, how these inslrumcnts summon to supper \



Scene 3.

The messengers of Venice stay tlie meat.
Gn in, and weep not ; all thin£[S shall be well.

[i"->c«;;/ Ijesdemona and Emilia
Enter Koderiijo.

ilow now, Roderigo I

Rod. 1 do not find that thou deal 'st justly with mc.
lasc. What in the contrary?
Rnd. livery day thou dalf'st me with some device,

Ia;;o ; and rather, as it seems to me now, keep st from
me all conveniency, than supplies! me with the least

advantage of hope. I will, indeed, no longer endure
it ; nor am 1 yet persuaded, to put up in peace what
already I have foolislily suffered.

Ingo. Will you hear me, Roderigo?
Rod. 'J- aitli, I have heard too much ;

1*01 your word
and performances are no kin together.
lago. You charge me most unjustly.

Rod. With nought but truth I have wasted myself
out of my means. The jewels you have had from nic,

to deliver to Desdemona, would half have corrupted .1

lotarist : you have told me she has received them, and
returned me expectations and comforts of sudden re-

spect and acquaintance : but I find none.
Jago. Well ; go to ; very well.

Rod. Very well ! go to I I cannot go to, man ; nor
tis not very well : by this hand. I say, it is ver}*

icurvy ; and begin to find myself fobbed in it.

Jago. \'ery well.

Rod. I tell you. 'tis not very well. I will make
myself known to Desdemona: if she will return mc
tny jewels, I will give over my suit, and repent my un-
lawful solicitation ; if not, assure yourself, I will seek
satisfaction of you.
lago. You have said now.
Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing, but what I protest

intendment of doing.
lago. ^Vhy, now! see there's mettle in thee ; and

even, from this instant, do build on thee a better
opinion than ever before. Give me thy hand, Rode-
rigo ; thou hast taken against me a most just excep-
tion ; but yet, I protest, I have dealt most directly in

Ihy affair.

Rod. it hath not appeared.
liigo. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and

vour suspicion is nc't without wit and judgment. But.
"koderigo, if thou hast that in thee indeed, which 1

have greater reason to believe now than ever,—

I

mean, purpose, courage, and valour,—this night show
it ; if thou the next night following enjoy not Desde-
mona, take me from this world with treachery, and
devise engines for my life.

Rod. Well, what is it} is it within reason, and
compass ?

lago. Sir, there is e.spccial commission come from
Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello's place.
Rod. Is that true! why. then Othello and Desde-

mona return again to Venice.
lago. C), no, he goes inti, Mauritania, and takes

away with hun the Kiir Desdemona. unless his abode
be lingered here by some accident : wherein none can
be so determinate. ;vs the removing of Cassio
Rod. liovv do you mean, removing of him?
lago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello's

place,—knocking out his brains.
Rod. And that you would have me do?
lago. Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit, and a

right. He sups to-night with a harlotry, and thither
vill 1 go to him : he knows not yet of his honourable
fortune. If you will watch his going thence, (whicli I

will fashion to fall out between twelve and one,) you
may take him at your ple.isure: I will be near to
second your attempt, and he shall fall between us.
Come, stand not amazed at it. but go along with me ;

I will show you such a necessity in his death, that you
shall think yourself bound to put it on him. It is now
high supper-time. and the night grows to waste ; about
Rod. 1 will hear further rc.tvjn for this. (it.

Jago. And you shall be satisfied. \p.xeunt.

SCENE 111

—

.luotiur Room in t>u Castle.
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Mill you w.ilk, sir?—

Lod I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no
further.

Oth O, pardon me ; 'r^vjll do me good to

Ol!t.

O,—Desdemona,

—

Dcs. . My lord?
Oth. Get you to bed on the instant : I will be re-

turned forthwith : dismiss your attendant there : look
it b(; done.
Ves. 1 will, my lord.

[i;"i-c!<«/ Othello, Lodovico, rtH<^ Attendants.
E}nil. Ilow goes it now ? he looks gentler than ha
Dcs. He says he will return incontinent

:

[did.
He hath commanded me to go to bed,
.Vnd bade me to dismiss you.
limil. Dismiss me I

Dcs. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia,
Gi\e me my nightly wearing, and adieu :

We must not now displease him.
Until. I would you had never seen him !

Dcs. So would not I ; my love doth so approve him,
That even his stubbornness, his checks, his frowns,

—

Pr'ythee. unpin me.—have grace and favour in them
Einil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the

bed. (mindsl

—

Ves. Alls one.—Good father I how foolish are our
If I do die before thee, pr'ythee, shroud me
In one of those same sheets.

Jzjnil. Come, come, you talk.

Des. My mother had a maid call'd Barbara :

She was in love ; and he she lov'd prov'd mad.
And did forsake her : she had ;i song of " willow ;''

An old thing 'twas, but it expressed her fortune,
.\iid she died singing it : that soni;, to-night.
Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do.
But to go hang my heatl all at one side.
And sing it like poor Barbara.—Pr'ythee, despatch.
Etnil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ':

Des. No, unpin mc hcrc.-<
This L.odovico is a proper man.

'. A very handsome man.
He speaks well.
'. I know a lady in Venice would have walked

barefoot to Palestine for a touch of his nether lip.

Des. {Singing.]
The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree.
Sing all a green ivtllo^o ;

Her hand on her bosom, her head on her Unee,
Sing, willoiu, loiliow, lui/lc-o:

Tite fresh streams ran Oy her, aitd mi/rntnr'd
.^'ing7viUo7v, ivitloio. Toilloiu : [her ntoajts ;

Her salt tears /ell /rom her, and soften'd tht
stones ;—

Lay by these :—
Sing'i'illoiv, -luiUoiu, luillcnv:

Pr'ytl'-'^e, hie thee ; he'll come anon :—
Sing all a green -,oillo7u must be mygarland.

Let nobody blame hzm : his scorn I approve,

—

Nay, that s not next —Hark I who is it that knocks 2

Jimil. It is the wind.
Des [Singing

\

1 call'd tny love/aire love : but whatsaid he then t
Singwilloiu, ivillo-jv, willow:

///court moc women, you'll couch 7oi!h moemen.
So. get thee gone : good night. Mine eyes do ilch ;

Dotli that bode weeping'f
1-intl. 'Tis neither here nor there.
Des. I have heard it said so.—O, these men, tlitse

men !

—

Dost thou in conscience think,—tell me Emilia,

—

That there be women do abuse their husbands
In such gross kind ?

1-mil. There be some such, no question.
Des. Wniildst thou do such a deed for all the world f
Jimil. Why, would not you?
."''' No, by this heavenly light I
J:mil. Nor I neither by this heavenly light

;

I might do t as well i' the dark.
Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world f
Jimil. The world is .i huge thing : tis a great price

l-or A small vice,
'''•f- In troth, I think thou wouldst not.
l-.mil. In troth, 1 think I should ; and undo't when I

h.iil done. Marry, 1 would not do such a thing for a
joint-ring, nor a measure of Kiwn. nor for gowns, petti-
coats, nor caps, nor any petty exhibition ; but, lor the
whole world,—why, who would not make her husband
a cuckold, to m.akc him a monarch? I should venture
purg.itf'ry fort.

J od. M.vlain, good night; I humbly thank your] />r. Dcshrew mc, if I would do such a wrong for
P(i. \ P'Jf hfliour lo mojt wclcunic. (ladyship.

[
tlie whole world.
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Emil. \VIiy, tlic wtoncr is biit.a wrongr i' the world ;

and, haviii;^ the woWd for yourlabour, 'tis a ivrong iri

your own workl, and you might quickly nuikc it

ri?ht.
"Des. I do not think there is any such woman.
ISi':!l. Yes, a dozen ; and as many

To tlie vantage, as would store the world they play'd

But I do think it is their husbands' faults, [tor.

If wives do fall. Say, that they slack their duties

And pour our treasures into foreign laps

;

Or else break out in peevish jealousies.

Throwing restraint upon us ; or, say, tliey strike us.

Or scant our former having in despite ;

Why, we have galls ; and, though we have some grace,

Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know.
Their wives have sense like them : they see. and sincll.

And have their palates, both for sweet and sour.

As husbands have. What is it that they do.

When they change us for others? Is it sport ?

I think it is ; and doth affection breed it ?

I think it doth. Is 't frailty that thus errs ?

It is so too ;—and have not we affections.

Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have?
Then, let them use us well : else, let them know.
The ills we do, their ills instruct us so.

Dcs. Good night, good night: heaven me such
usage r;end.

Not to take bad from bad, but by bad mend

!

[Exeifiit.

ACT V.

SCENE I.—Cyprus. A Sired.

Untcr lago and Roderigo.

lago. Here, stand behind this bulk; straight will

he come

:

Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it homo

:

IJuick, quick : fear nothing ; I'll be at Iliy elbow
It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that,

And li.i most firm thy resolution.

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in 't.

lago. Here, at thy hand : be bold, and take thy
stand. \_Retiycs to a lictlc distance.

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed

;

And yet he has given me satisfying reasons :

—

'Tis but a man gone :—forth, my sword ; he dies.

Ja^o. I have'rubb'd this young quat ahnost to the
sense.

And he grows angry. Nay, whether he kill Cassio,

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other.

Every way makes my game : live Roderigo,
He calls me to a restitution large

Of gold and jewels that I bobb'd from him.
As gifts to Desdemona;
It must not be : if Cassio do remain.
He hath a dailj' beauty in his life.

That makes me ugly ; and. besides, the Moor
May unfold me to him ; there stand I in much peril

:

No, lie must die ;—be't so ; 1 hear him coming.

Elder Cassio.

Rod. I know his gait, 'tis he.—Villain, thou diest

!

\Rushuig forth, and inakin^ apass at Q:xi'i\o.

Crti. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed,
But tliat my coat is better than thou know'st

:

1 will make proof of thine.

,
\DrawSyand ivou7idsV.o6.Qri^Q.

Rod. O, 1 am slain

!

I
lago ntshe:; forth, cuts Cassio behind in the

ies. and exU.
Cas. I am maini'd for ever.—Help, ho! murder!

murder

!

{Falls.

Enter Ol\\e\\.c>, at a distance.

0th. The voice of Cassio :—lago keeps his word.
Rod. O, villain that I am !

Oth. It is e'en so.

Cns. O, help, ho ! light ! a surgeon !

Oth. "Tis he :—O brave Iago« honest and just.

That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong I

Thou teachest me.—Minion, your dear lies dead.
And your unblest fate hies : strumpet, I come !

1-orth of my heart those cl'.arms, thine eyes, are
blotted

;

thy bed, Uist-stain'd, shall with lust's bloodbe spotted
\.E.-iU.

Enter Lorenzo and Gratiano, at a distance.

Cas. What, ho ! no watch ? no passage t nnirdcr 1

murder !

Gra. 'Tis some mischance; the voice is very direful.

Cas. O, help

!

Lod. Hark

!

Rod. O wretched villain

!

Lod. Two or three groans :—it is a heavy night

:

These may be counterfeits ; let 's think 't unsafe

To come in to the cry, without more help.

Rod. Nobody come! then shall I bleed to death.
Lod. Hark!
Gra. Here's one comes in his shirt, with light and

weapons.
Re-enter lago. wilh a light,

lago. Who 's there ? whose noise is tl^is, that cries

on murder ?

Lod. We do not know.
lago. Did not you hear a cry?

Cas. Here, here! for heaven's sake, help me.
lago. What 's the matter.

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it.

Lod. The same indeed ; a very valiant fellow.

Li^o. What are you here, that cry so grievously?

Cas. lago? O, I am spoil'd, undone by villains!

Give me some help.

lago. O me, lieutenant! what villains have done
this?

Cas. I think that one ofthem is hereabout.

And cannot make away.
Jago. O treacherous villains !—

[ToL.od.a^id Gra,] What are you there? come in,

and give some help.

Rod. O, lielp me here.
Cas. That 's one of them.
Li^^o O murderous slave I O villain I

[Stalls Roderigo.

Rod. O damn'd lago ! O inhuman dog ! O ! O ! O !

/ago. Kill men i' the dark!—Where be these

bloody thieves 1—
How silent is this town !—Ho ! murder ! murder !

What may you be? are you of good, or ev'il?

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us.

Jago. Siguier Lodovico?
Lod. He, sir.

/ago. I cry you mercy. Here's Cassio hurt by vi!--

Gra. Cassio I
llains.

/ago. How is it, brother?
Cas. My leg is cut in two.
/airo. Marrj-. heaven forbid 1

Light, gentlemen ; I'll bind it with my shirt.

Enter Bianca.
Rian. What is the matter, ho ? who is "t that cried ?

lafo. Who is 't tl'.at cried !

liian. O my dear Cassio 1 my sweet Cassio I

O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio

!

lago. O notable strumpet !—Cassio, may yoa sus-

pect
Who they should be, that have thus mangled you t
Cas. No.
Gra. I am sorry to find you thus : I have been to

seek 3'ou.

Ligo. Lend me a garter :—so.—O, for a chair.

To bear him easily hence! ,

Kian. Alas, he faints !— Cassio I Cassio I Cassio !

lago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash

To be a party in this injury.

—

Patience a while, good Cassio.—Come, come ;

Lend me a light.—Know we this face, or no ?

Alas, my friend, and my dear coimtryman,
, ; ,

Roderigo ? no :—yes, sure ; O heaven I Roderigo.,

<;>-«.' What, of Venice?
lago. Even he, sir : did you know him !

Gra. Know him ! ay.

lago. Signpr Gratiano ? I cry you gentle pardon ;

These "olobdy accidents must excuse my manners.
That so neglected you.
Gra. ' I am glad to see you.
lago. How do you, Cassio?—O, a chair, a chair I

Gra. Roderigo!
lago. He, he, 'tis he.—O, that's well said ;—the

chair :

—

\A chair bronghtin.
Some good men bear him carefully from hence ;

I'll fetch the general's surgeon.—{ To Bianca.] For you,
mistress.

Save you your labour.—He that lies slain here, Cassio,

Was my de.ir friend : what malice was between you ?

Cas, None in the world ; nor do I know the man.
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/(Jiv. (roBiancn.l What, look yon paleS—O, bear
him out o" the air.

—

[Cas?io ami Roderigo arc liorue off.

Stay you. gwod gentlemen.—Look you pale, niis-

tress ?—
Do you perceive the i;-a^tnes5 of her eye?

—

N'ay. if you stare. Ave shall hear more anon.
Behold her well ; I i-ray you, look upon her:
Do you see, ijentlenicn 't nay, (guiltiness "will speak,
Though tongues were out of use.

Hntcr Emilia.
Emit. Alas, what's the matter ? what's the matter,

husband ?

lazo. Casslo hath here been set on in the dark
liy Roderi.^o. and fellows that are scap'd

:

lie's almost slain, and Koderigo dead.
limil. Alas, good gentleman 1 alas, good Cassio

!

higo. This is the fruit of whoring.—Pr'ythee
Hmilia,

Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-nit,'ht.

What, do you shake at that ?

Mian. He supp'd at my house; but I therefore
shake not.

/ago. O. did he so ? I charge vou. .go with me.
Emit. Fie, fie upon thee, struihpet

!

Bian. I am no strumpet ; but of life as honest,
As you that tiius abuse me.
Emit. As I ? foil 1 fie upon thee I

lago. Kind gentlemen, let's go see poor Cassio
dress'd.

—

Come, mistress, you must tell 's another tale.
Jimilia, run you to the citadel,
A;iil tell my lord and lady what hath happ'd.
Will you go on, I \>r^yt-\Aside. | This is the night
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite.

\Exeunt.

SCENE \\.—A J^cdchamber ii\t}:e Castk.

Desdemona :'« iaf iM.Vty*. A lisht iuritiiiff. Enter
Othello.

0th. It is the cause, it is tlic cause, my soul,

—

I-et me not name it to you, you chaste star?: !

—

It is the cause.—Yet III not shed her blood ;

Nor star that whiter skin of hers than snow.
And smooth as monumental alabaster.
"Vet she nmst die, else she'll betray more men.
Put out the light, and then—put out the li.glit

!

1 f I quench thee, thou flaming minister,
I can again thy fonncr light restore.
Should I repent me :—but once put out thy light.
Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature,
1 know not where is th;it Promethean heat,
Tu.at ran thy light relume. \\'hen I have pluck'd
I cannot give it vlt.il growdi again, {thy rose,
I

I

needs must -wither :—'I'll smell it on the tree.—
\Kissiiig her.

f ) balmy breath, that dost almost persuade
Justice to break her .sword !—One more one more :

—

Be thus when tliou art dead, and I will kill thee.
And love thee after :—one more, and this the last

:

So sweet was ne'er so fatal I must weej).
But they are cruel tears : tliis sorrow 's heavenly

:

li: strikes, where it doth love.—She wakes.—
/)<•!. Who s there ? Othello!
O'h. Ay. Dcsdemona.
Des. \l\\\ you come to bod. my lord ?
Oth. Have you pray'd to-night, Desdcmona^
^^- Ay, my lortl.
Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime,

Unrcconcil'd as yet to lieaven and gT.ace,
Solicit for it straight.
Des. Alas, my lord I what m.iy you moan by that •>.

Olh. 'Well, do it, antl lie brief; 1 will walk by:
1 would not kill tliy unprepared spirit

;

r r ,. . ,jui,| not ijjii ji,y so„|

Ay, I do.
Then, heaven

No.—heaven forfeiid
Xicr. falk you of killing f
Oth.
DfS. ' ,

I lave mercy On me I

Oth. Amen, with .all my heart 1

Jiff. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me.
Oth. Hum!
/>tr. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then,U hen ) our eyes roll so I why I should fear I know

not.
Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet. I feel I fear.
O/h. Think on thy sins.
^'" Tlity arc lovej I bear to you

Oth. Ay. and for that thou diest.

JJes. That death 's unnatural, tli.at kills for loving.—
Alas ! wily gnaw you so your neliier Up'^

Some bloody passion shakes jour very frame

:

These are portents ; but yet, I hope, I hope.
They do not point On me.

O/h. Peace, and be still 1

/'f-i-. I will so. What 's the niatter '?

Oth. That handkerchief, which I so lov'd, and gave
Thou gav'st to Cassio. [thee,

/)c:s.' No, by my life and soul J

Send for the man, and ask iiim.

Oth. Sweet soul, take heed.
Take heed of perjury ; thou'rt on thy death-bed.

Di's. Ay, but not yet to die.

Oth. ' 'Ves, presently:
Tlierefore comess thee freely of thy sin;
For to deny each article with o.ith.

Cannot remove, nor choke, tile strong conception
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die.

Vt'S, Then, Lord have mercy on me I

O.'h. I say, anicii.

Dt-s. And have you mercy too !— I never did
Offend you in my life : never lov'd Cassio,
But with such general warranty of heaven
As I might love ; I never gave him token.

Oth. By heaven, I saw iuy hoitdkerchief in 's haud.
perjur'd woman! thou dost stone iny heart.

And mak'st me call, what I intend to do,
A nmrder, which I thought a sacrifice ;

1 saw the handkerchief.
Des. He found it, then ;

I never gave it him :—send for lum hither

,

Let him confess a truth.
Oth. He hath confess'd.
Des. V.'hat, my lord S

Oth. That he hath—us'd thee.
Des. Mow! unlawfully!
Oth. Ay.
Des. Ho will not say so.

Oth. No. his mouth is stopped :

Honest lago hath ta'en order for t.

Des. O. my fear interprets !—what is he dead !

Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge
Had stomach for them all.

Des. Alas, he is betray'd. and I undone !

Ot/i. Out. strumpet ! weep St thou for him to my
face!

Des. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me uoC I

Oth. Down, strumpet

!

Des. Kill me to-morrow; let me live to-night I

Oth. Nay, if you St Mvc,

—

Des. Cut half an hour !

OtJt. Being done,
There is no pause.
Des. But while I .say one prayer!
('//(. It is too late. [Sinorhers her.
Emit. [Wilhiit] My lord, my lord I what, hoi my

lord, my lord i

Olh. What noi.se is this!—Not dead! not yet tiuite
that am cruel, am yet merciful

;

[dead?
. would not have thee linger in thy pain:
So. so. ,

Emil. [IVithiii.] What, ho 1 my lord, my lordl
Oth. Who'sther«e
Entii.[iyithi>t.] O. good my lord, J n-oukl speak

a word -w^ith you I

Oth. \e-i :—'tis Emilia :—by and by.—She's dead.- ,

'Tis like siic comes to speak of Cassio's death

;

i

The noise w.is high.^Ha 1 no more moving!
Still as the grave.— Shall she come in 1 'Were 't good'
I think she stirs .again:—no.—What's best to do':
If she come in, she'll sure spc:ik to my wife:
My wife ! my wife ! what wife I— I h.avc no wife.
O, insupportable I O heavy hour I

Methinks it sliould be now a huge eclipse
Of sun and moon, and that tile iiU'righted globo
Should yawn at alteration.
Emit. [ lyithiit.) I do beseech you

That I m.iy spoak with you. O gootl my lord 1

O/h. / had forgot thee : I >. come in, Emilia:
Soft.—by and by :—let me the curt.ains draw.
Where :irt thouV | Unlocks the doan

'Wh.at's the matter with thee nowT
Eu/er Emilia.

Emit. O, my good lord, yonder 's foul murder dunel
Oth. What, now!
Emit. Uut now, my lord.
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0th. It is the very error of the moon :

She comes more near the earth than she was wont,

And makes men mail.

limil. Cassio. my lord, has kill'd a young Venetian,

Call'd Roderigo.
()//:. Koderigo kill'd I

And Cassio kill'd!

Jiiiiil. No, Cassio is not kill'd.

Olh. Not Cassio kill'd I then murder's out of tune,

And sweet revenge grows harbh.

ncs. O, falsely, falsely murder'd !

l-mit. Alas, what cry is that

?

Oth. That ! what?
hiJiil. t)ut. and alas ! that was my lady's voice

:

Help I Help, oh I help I—O lady, speak again !

Sweet Desdemona ! O sweet mistress, speak

!

Dcs. A guiltless death I die.

Iimil. O, who hath done
This deed ?

Des. Nobody ; I myself. Farewell

:

Commend me to my kind lord : O farewell 1 [Dies.

Oth. Why, how should she be murtler'd?
Emit. Alas, who knows?
Oth. You heard her say herself, it was not I.

Fmil. She said so : I nmst needs report the truth.

Oth. She s, like a liar, gone to burning hell

:

'Twas 1 that kill'd her.
J- mil. O. the more angel she.

And you the blacker devil!

Oth. .She turii'd to folly, and she was a wliore.

Umit. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil.

Otit. She was false as water.
Jimil. Thou art rash as fire, to say

That she was false: O. she was heavenly true 1

Oth. Cassio did top her ; ask thy husband else.

O. I were daum'd beneatli all depth in hell,

13ut that I did proceed upon just grounds
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all.

Bmil. My husband I

Oth. Thy husband.
Emit. That she was false to wedlock?
Oth. Ay, with Cassio. Nay. had she been true.

If heaven would make me such another vorld
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,

I'd not have sold her for it.

Emit. My husband 1

Oth. Ay. 'twas he that told me first

:

An honest man he is, anci hates the slime

Tliat sticks on filthy deeds.
Emit. My husband I

Oth. What needs this iteration, woman? I say, thy
luisband.

Ernil. O mistress, villainy hath made mocks with

My husband say that she was false ! (love !

Oth. He. wom.an

;

I say. thy husband: dost understand the word?
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago.

Emit. If he say so. may his pernicious soul

Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart

:

She was too fond of her most filthy bargain.
Oth. Ha:
Emit. Do thy worst:

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven.

Than thou wast worthy her.

Oth. Peace ! you were best.

Emil. Thou hast not half the power lo do me harm,

As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O dolt

!

As ignorant as dirt I thou hast done a deed,

—

I cai-e not for thy sword; I'll make thee known,
Though I lost twenty lives —Help ! help, ho ! help I

The Moor has kill'd my mistress 1 Murder ! murder

!

Enter Montano, Gratiano, .^nd lago.

J\T!>n. What is the matter? How now, gener.all

limit, t), are you come, lago? yo\i have doite well,

That men nuist lay their murders on your neck.
Gra. What is the matter t

Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a man

:

He says thou toldst him that his wife was false

:

1 know thou didst not. thou'rt not such a villain

:

Speak, for my heart is full.

/.I .i). I told hiui what 1 thought; and told no more
Thau what he found himself was apt and true.

Emil. But did you ever tell him she was false?

Jas^o. I did.

Emil. 'i'ou told a lie; an odious, damned lie;

Upon U!V soul. .1 lie ; a wicked lie :—
She false with Cassio !—Did you say with Cassio? |

lago. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, charm your
tongue.

I
speak;

Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound to
My mistress here lies nmrder'd in her bed,

—

Ail. O he.-xvens forfend !

Jiinil. And your reports have set the murder on.
Oth. Nay, stare not. masters : it is true, indeed.
Gra. 'Tis a strange truth.

Men. O monstrous act

!

Emil. Villainy, villainy, villainy I

I think upon 't,—I think.— I smell 't ; O villany !

i thought so then ;—III kill myself for grief :—
villamy, villainy

!

Iix^o. \Vhat, are you mad? I charge you, get you
home.

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak

:

"I'is proper I obey him. but not now.

—

Perchance. lago. I will ne'er go hojue.
Oth. O 1 O ; O I

' \E<tlliu<: o>i the bet.
Emil. Nay. lay thee down and roar

;

For thou hast kill'd the sweetest innocent,
riiat e'er did lift up eye.
Oth. O, she was foul !—

(^;'j-/'«i'-.

1 scarce did know you. imcle : there lies your niece.
U'hosc breath, indeed, these hands have newly

stopp'd :

I know, this act shows terrible and grim.
Gru. Poor Desdemona 1 I am glad thy father's

dead.
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief
.Sliore his old thread in twain : did lie live now,
Tliis sight would make liim do a despjerate turn.
Yea, curse his better angel from his side,

.Viid fall to reprobation.
Oth. 'Tis pitiful ; but yet lago knows

That she with Cassio hath the act of shame
A thousand times committed ; Cassio confess'd it

:

And she did gratify his amorous works
With that recognizance and pledge of love
\Vhich I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand :

It was a handkerchief, an antique token
My father g.ave my mother.
Emil. O heaven ! O heavenly powers I

Ift^o. Come, hold your pe.ice.
Etnil. *Twill out. 'twill out :— 1 hold my peace, sirl

I'll be in speaking liberal as the air

:

;no ;

Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all,

All. all, cry shame against me, yet I'll speak.
hti:o. Be wise, and get you home.
Emil. 1 wUl not.

[lago offers to stab his luife,

Gra. Fie I

V'our sword upon a woman I

Emil. O thou dull Moorl that handkerchief thou
speak 'st of.

I found by fortune, and did give my husband ;

l-'or often, with a solemn earnestness.
More than, indeed, belonged to such a trifle,

He begg'd of me to steal it.

Ligi. Villainous whore •

Exiil. She give it Cassio ! no, alas I I found it.

And I did give t my husband.
/.li'c. Filth, thou liest

!

Eintl. By heaven, I do not, I do not. gentkuien.
O murderous coxcomb 1 what should such a fool

Do with so good a wife ?

[lago stabs Emilia ; runs oitf.

Oth. Are there no stones in hcaven-
Biit what serve for the thunder!—Precious villain I

Gra. The woman falls : sure, he has kill'd his wife.

Emil. Ay. ay : O. lay me by my mistress' side.

Gra. He's gone, but his wife's kill'd.

Mem. 'Tis a notorious villain. T.'ike you this

weapon.
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor

:

Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass.
But kill him rather. I'll after that same villain.

For 'tis a damned slave.

[Exeunt Montano an(f Gratiano.
Oth. I am not valiant neither.

But every puny whipster gets my sword :

But why shoulii liouour oiitiive honesty ?

Let it go all.

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady ?

Hark, canst thou hear me! I will iilay the swan,
.\nd die in music ;

— " Il'illo7u, luilloiu. ivillo'to."—
Moor, she was chaste ; she lov'd thee, cruel Moor

;
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So come my soul to blis^, as I speak true ;

So speaking as 1 think, I die.— I die. \Di€s.
Oth. I have another wea(_i.in in litis chamber i

It is a sword of Spain, the ice-bruok*s temper:—
U. here it is.—Uncle, I must come forth. [dear :

Gra. [int/iiii.] If thou attempt it, it will cost Ihee
Thou liast no weapon, and perforce must suffer.

Ofyt. Look ill upon me. then, and speak with me,
Or, naked as I am. I will assault thee.

Re-€nter Gratiano.
Gra. What is the matter f

Oth. Behold, I have a weapon

;

A better never did itself sustain
I'pon a soldier's thiijh : I have seen the day,
'Inat, with this little arm and this jjood sword,
1 have made my way throuijh more impediments
Than twenty times your stop :—but, O vain boast I

—

\\'ho can control his fate? 'tis not so now.
lie not afraid, thoug^h you do see me weapon'd

;

Here is my journey's end. here is my butt,

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail.

Do you go back dismay'd'/ 'tis a lost fear;
.Man but a rush against Othello's breast.
And he retires. Where should Othello go ?

Now, how dost thou look now ? O ill-starr'd wench !

Pale as thy smock I when we shall meet at compt,
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven.
And fiends will sn.itch at it. Cold, co'.d, my girl

!

liven like thy chastity.—0, curseil slave !

—

Whip me. ye devils.

From the possession of this heavenly sight I

Blow me about in winds ! roast me m sulpJiur I

Wash nie in steep-down gulfs ofliciuid fire !

—

O Desdemona ! Desdemona ! dead ! O ! O ! O !

Enter Lodovico, Montano, Cassio carried in a chair,
ajid Officers, luith lago, prisoner.

I.od. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man?
Oth. That's he that was Othello ;—here I am.
Lod. Where is that viper?—bring the villain forth.
Oth. I look down towards his feet,—but that's a

fable.—
If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee.

[Wounds lago.
/.od. Wrench his sword from him.
/fi'o. I bleed, sir ; but not kiU'd.
Orh. I am not soiry neither : Id have thee live

;

For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die.
/.od. O thou Othello ! that wert once so good,

Fall'n in the practice of a damned slave.
What shall be said lo thee ?

(V,'i. Why. any thing:
An honourable murderer, if you will

;

For nought <iid I in hate, but all in honour.
/.od. '1 his wretch hath part confess'd his villany

:

Did you and he consent in Cassio's death ?

tlth. Ay.
Ciis. Dear general, I never gave you cause.
Oth. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon.

AV'ill you, 1 pray, <Iemand that demi-dcvil,
Why he hatii thus ensnar'<t my soul and body?

/ti£-o. Demand me nothing ; what you know, you
know

:

From this time forth I never will speak word.
Aod. What, not to pray t

Gra. Tonnents will ope yourlips.
();•/;. ^Vcll, thou dost best.

/.od. Sir, you shall understand what hath befall'n.
Which, as I think, you know not. Here is a letter,

I'ound in tlic pocKct of the »JtUA Koderigo

;

And here another: the one of them imports
The de.itli of Cassio to be undertook
By Kodcrigo.

Oth. O villain 1

Ciis. Most heathenish, and most gross

!

Lod. Now, here's another discontented paper.
Found in his pocket too : and this, it seems,
Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain ;

But that, belike, lago in the interim
Came in and satisfied him.

Oth. O, the pernicious caitiff I

How came you. Cassio, by that handkerchief.
That was my wife's ?

Cas. I found it in my chamber

:

And he himself confess'd, but even now.
That there he dropp'd it, for a special purpose,
M'hich wrought to his desire.

Oth. O fool ! fool ! fool I

Cas. There is, besides, in Roderigo's letter.

How he upbraids lago, that he made him
Brave ine upon the watch ; whereon it came
Tliat I was cast : and even but now he spake.
After long seeming dead,—lago hurt him,
lago set him on.

/.od. You must forsake this room, and go with us:
"V'our power and your command is taken otf.

And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave.
If there be any cunning cruelty
That can torment him much, and hold him long.
It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest.

Till that the nature of your fault be known
To the Venetian state.—Come, bring him away.

Oth. Soft you ; a word or two, before you go.

I have done the state some service, and tliey know
it;—

No more of that.— I pray you, in your letters.

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate.

Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate,
Nor set down aught in malice : then, must you speak
Of one that lov'd, not wisely, but too well

;

Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought,
Perplex'd in the extreme ; of one, whose hand.
Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away.
Richer than all his tribe; of one, whose subdu'd eyes,

Albeit unused to the melting mood.
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees
Their medicinal .gum. Set you down this ;

And say, besides,—that in Aleppo once,
\\'here a mali^ant and a turban'd Turk
Beat a Venetian, and traduc'd the state,

I took by the throat the circumcised dog.
And smote him—thus. [Stads /lintself.

I.od. O bloody period !

Gra. All th.it's spoke is marr'd.
Oth. I kiss'd thee, ere I kill'd thee:—no way but

this,

Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. [Dies.

Cas. This did I fear, but thought he had nr>

For he was great of heart. [weapon

;

/.od. \ To lago.] O Spartan dog.
More fell than anguish, hunger, or the seci I

Look on the tragic loading of this bed ;

This is thy work : the object poisons sight

;

Let it be hid.—Gratiano, keep the house.
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor,
For they succeed on you,—To you, lord governor.
Remains the censure of this hellish villain

;

The time, the place, the torture.— O, enforce it I

Myself will straight abroad ; ami to the state

This heavy act with heavy licart relate, [£'.v«r>»S

U



Titus Andronicus.

UK.MvlATIS PERSOX.E.

Saturninus, Scit to iJic late Emperor cf Rome, and
afterwards declared EtJiperor. [Lavinia.

BassianuK, Brother to Saturninus ; in love Tvzth
Jitus Andronicus, a Roman Patrician Ge7ierat

against the Goths.
Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People ; and

Brother to Titus.

MarSus, ^utius!' j-^""^'" Titus Andronicus.

Youn^ Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius.
Publius, Son to Marcus, the Tribune.
Sempronius, ")

Caius, |-Kinsmen cyTitus.
Valentine, J

.^miUus, a noble Rotfian.
Alarbus, 'i

Demetrius, >Sons to Tamora.
Chiron. J
Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora.
A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, ot:d C

Romans.
Goths a>id Romans.
Tamora, Queen of the Goths.
Lavinia, DauglUer to Titus Andronicus.
.-; Nurse, and a black Child.
Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldier^,

Attendants.

SCENE.—Rome, and the Country near it.

ACT I.

SCENE I.—Rome. Before the Capitol,

The tomb ofthe Andronici appearing ; the Tribunes
and Senators aloft. Enter, beloiu, Saturninus
and his followers, on one side, and Bassianus
and his followers, oti the other ; "with dnt7n
and colours.

Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my rijht.
Defend the justice of my cause with arms

;

And. countrymen, my lovins^ followers.
Plead my successive title with your swords :

I am his first-born son, that was the last
That wore the imperial diadem of Rome ;

Then let my father's honours live in me.
Nor wrong mine a"e with this indignity.
Bas. Romans, friends, followers, favourers of mv

If ever Bassianus, Cesar's son, [right.
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,
Keep, then, this passage to the Capitol

;

And suffer not dishonour to approach
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate,
To justice, continence, and nobility:
But let desert in pure election shine

;

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice.
Jinter Marcus Andronicus, aloft, loith the cro-t
Mar. Princes, that strive by factions and by friends

Ambitiously for rule and empery,
Know that the people of Rome, for whom we stand
A special party, have, by common voice.
In election for the Roman empery.
Chosen Andronicus, surnamed Pius
For many good and great deserts to Rome

:

A nobler man, a braver warrior.
Lives not this day within the city walls :

He by the senate is accited home,
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths

;

That, with his sons, a terror to our foes.
Hath yok'd a nation, train'd up in arms.
Ten years are spent since first he undertook
This cause of Rome, and chastised with arms
Our enemies' pride : five times he hath return'd
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons
In cofiins from the field

;

And now at last, laden with honour's spoils,
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome,
Renowned Titus, nourishing in arms.
Let us entreat,—l)y honour of his name,
"Whom worthily you would have now succeed.
And in the Capitol and senate's right.
Whom you pretend to honour and adore.
That you withdraw you, and abate your strenRtfl r
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should.
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. -

Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to ci&u myf Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own,
thoughts

;

1 Why suffer'st thou thy sons, unburicd yet

Bas. Marcus Adronicus, so I do afty
In thy uprightness and integrity,

And so I love and honour thee and thine,

Thy noble brother Titus and his sons,
And her to whom my thoughts are humbled all.

Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament.
That I will here dismiss my loving friends

;

And to my fortunes, and the people's favour.
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh'd.

[/•xeunt thefollowers ii/ Bassianus.
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my

right,

I thank you all, and here dismiss you all

;

And to the love and favour of my country
Commit myself, my person, and the cause.

{Exeunt thefollowers £/" .Saturninus

Rome, be as just and gracious unto me.
As I am confident and kind to thee.
Open the gates, and let me in.

Bas. Tribunes, and me, a poor competitor,
[Flourish. Sat. and Bas. ^o up into t/ie Capitol.

SCENE U.— The Same.

Enter a Captain and others.

Cap. Rom.ms, make way : the good Andronic""!,

Patron of virtue, Rome's liest champion.
Successful in the battles that he fights.

With honour and with fortune is return'd

From where he circumscribed with his sword.
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome.

Drums and trumpets sounded. Enter Martius ami
Mutius; after them, t^vo men bearing a cofiin

co^'ered -with black ; then Lucius and Ouintus.

.^fter them, Titus Andronicus ; andtlien Tamora.
with Alarbus, Chiron, Demetrius, Aaron, and
other Goths, prisoners; Soldiers and people fol-

io-wing: The bearers set do7un the coffin, and
Titus speaks.

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds

!

Lo, as the bark, that hath discharg'd her fraught.

Returns with precious lading to the bay.

From whence at first she weigh'd her anchorage,

Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs.

To re-salute his country with his tears.

Tears of tnie joy for his return to R-o ne.

Thou great defender of this Capitol,

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend '. »

Romans, of five and twenty valiant sons.

Half of the number th.it king Priam had.
Behold the poor remains, alive and dead !

These that survive let Rome reward w ith love

;

These that I bring unto their latest home,
With buri.al amongst their ancestors :

Here Goths have given ine leave to sheathemy swoivl
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Tam Or„.„i ^U'"s.a,:?AAlarbus. f,,^'^
{,''•'"

'"I^
"''^ of the peopled hearts!.??'•" cruel. irreUgious pietv ' !_ •'-w. Proud Saturnii,™ i.,;„J:_. J ,"."

Sf/« n^„r'"' ^^'Jhia half so bkrbarou.?

A.^^s|o^S^^-- -ttenu^t^f-'^""'.jo tremble under Titus' threatening look
•ri,„

•"•"«'". siana resolv d : but hooe wiHnI

witVot=^'^f^ls^T;d4r-""^^^^^^^^^^^

MavfavouTT^^"'*" '^^^ .n M^lnt.
(wYenro,h..^'''°?- ^^^ queen of Goth,,
Vo^g^^^^^J^^^^amorawasouoen.,

Make thi> his latest farewell ,0 their souls

\n peace and honour rest von i...r„ ~

Here lurks no treason, here no envy swius

^o^'iur^;;-^.j?^£Jr"o.o„n

Z'^fn''"''
'"'"'^"": ^"' >°" here, ray «>„s -

M^nokteni^Y.^tfe^^^
}-o. at this tomb iny iributary 1"."™

Wliose fr^,,,,^.s^K" „^x
y "^'"'""^

The cordial of Z^l^^:^^^Cr"''

Of noble minds. IS honourable meed

&, ;f To S'-'.^/'i?"'^'^
on^Andronicusy

lie people will accept whom he admits

Th^^-^l|;^-,^--{^trmake,

Thlff"" '"'"?,'-* '" ">is commonweaif
cio n h,>l?"

"'
'

'••''" l^y
"'i" advice

Mar Midi v/,ir ,. ,„ i "? ^'^ '' *^"'' emperor I"

Patricians';.\d^^l^.^eirnt-rfe°f-"^-".

A^dsfv "?!'?"' ^^'''^ Sreat emperor.And say.- Loiij; live our Emperor S.ilurnine !"

'1 Hi. lor an onset. Titus, to advann-
? ''vinA'"win 'J''

'•t"<»"able C^i,J,y^^i-ivmia will I make my empress

An:r^^t?:^^™^j~f-"f.ny..cart.
Tell me. An,lroni',!^H??i,'"^ "?""*'-; =

ni. It doth, mv w.'.r V I r
?."'"",°" P^"'"^ «'"=««

I h'.Id me h>,'hly Lnr,[l!-''i f"
= "'' '""'is match

An,l.,ere,,,/-si^.?,;i-:i'',y-,5r;ace:

-; le worM-:;"''r
•'f-"-,-;""ninw"e:-,.

Mv -vord, my ch t'""''lf
° ' =9"«"atc

resents we" worVh^ L^

a"''.>".y pnsoncrs;
"-" *o"'iy Kumo s imperial lord

:
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Kuccive tliciii, tlieii, the tribute that I owe,

Mine liniicuir's ensitfns humbled at tliy feet.

Suf. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my hfc 1

How proud 1 am of thee and of thy gifts,

Roi.ie shall record ; and, when I do forget

The least of these unspeakable deserts,

Komans, forget your fealty to me.
7'iC.

I
To Tamora.] Now, madam, are you prisoner
to an emperor

;

To him, that, for your honour and your state,

Will use you nobly, and your followers.

Sa£. A goodly lady, trust me ; of the hue
That I would choose, were I to choose anew.

—

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance :

Though chance of war hath wrought this change of
clieer,

Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome :

Princely shall be thy usage every way.
Rest on my word, and let not discontent
T>aunt all your hopes : madam, he comforts you.
Can make you greater than the queen of Goths.

—

Lavinia, you are not displeas'd with this ?

Laz'. Not I, my lord ; sith true nobility
Warrants these words in princely courtesy.

Sczt. Thanks, sweet Lavinia.—Romans, let us go ;

Uansomless here we set our prisoners free

:

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum.
{h'loia'ish. Saturninus courts Tamora

in dumb shoio.
Btis. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is mine,

[SetzOi^^ Lavinia.
T:i. How, sir 1 Are you in earnest, then, my lord V

/jrt.v. Ay, noble Titus; and resolv'd withal,

To do myself this reason and this right.

-lAi;-. Sitii?n cJtiqne is our Roman justice:
This prince in jus ice seizeth but his own.

J^HC. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live.

Til. Traitors, avaunt! Where is tile emperor's
Treason, my lord, Lavinia is surpris'd 1 [guard '/

Sat. Surpris'd 1 By whom ?

Bas. By him that justly may
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away.

{E.xtuiit Marcus and Bassianus, with
Lavinia.

Milt. Brothers, help to convey her hence away,
ftnd with my sword I'll keep this door safe.

[Exeunt Lucius, Quintus, and Martins.
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll soon bring her back.
Milt. My lord, you pass not here.
Tit. What, villain boy I

Barr'st me my way m Rome ? [Stabbing Mutius.
Hut. Help, Lucius, help !

[Dies.

Re-enter Lucius.
Luc. My lord, you are imjust : and, more than so.

In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son.

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine ;

My sons would never so dishonour me

:

Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor.
Luc. Dead, if you will ; but not to be his wife.

That is another's lawful promis'd love. [Exit.

Sitt. No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not,

Nor her. nor tliee. nor any of thy stock :

I'll trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once

;

Thee never, nor thy trait'rous haughty sons,

Confederates all thus to dishonour me.
"Was none in Rome to make a stale.

But .Saturnine? Full well, Andronicus.
Agreed these deeds with that proud brag of thine.

That saidst, I bcgg'dthe empire at thy hands.
Jit. O monstrous; what reproachful words arc

these 1

Sat But go thy ways: go, give that changing
piece

To him that flourish'd for her with his sword

:

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy:
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons.
To ruHle in the commonwealth of Rome.

Til. These words are razors to my wounded heart.

Sal. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of
Goths.

Th.'tt, like the stately Phoebe 'mongst her nymphs.
Dost ovcrshine the gallant'st damtis of Rome,
irtli'.u be plcas'd with this my .sudden choice,
Pilicild. 1 choose thee, Tamora, for uiy bride,
.\iul *\ill create the empress of Rome.
^i| leak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice V

And here I swear by all the Roman god.

Acii^

Sith priest and holy water are so near.
And tapers burn so bright, and every thing
In readiness for Hymeneus stand,
I will not re-salute tlie streets of Rome,
Or climb my ^>alace, till from forth this place
1 lead espous d my bride along with me.

Tarn. And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome I
If Saturnine advance the tiueen of Goths, Ls'^'^^fi

She will a handmaid be to his desires,

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth.
Sat. .\scend, fair queen, Pantheon.—Lords, accom-

pany
Your noble emperor and his lovely bride.
Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine,
^Vhose wisdom hath her fortune conquered :

There shall we consummate our spousal rights.

[ Exeunt Saturninus and his follo^tucrs ; Tamorai
and Jier sons : Aaron rt;/f3f Goths.

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride :

—

Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,
Dishonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs!

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius. Quintus, a>td Martius.
.Mar. O Titus, see, O see what thou hast done

!

In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son.
Tit. No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of mine,

—

Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed
That hath dishonour'd all our family

;

Unworthy brother, and utiworthy sons !

Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes

;

Give Mutius burial with our brethren.
Tit. Traitors, away ! he rests not in this tomb:

This monument five hundred years hath stood,
Which 1 have smnptuously re-edified :

Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors.

Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls:
Bury him where you can, he comes not here.
.Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you :

My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him;
He must be buried with his brethren.

Oitin.. Mart. And shall, or him we will accompany.
~rit. And shall ! 'What villain was it spoke that

word ?

Quui. He that would vouch it in any place but
here.

Tit. What, would you bury liim in my despite?
Mar. No, noble Titus ; but entreat of thee

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him.
Tit. Marcus, even thou Jiast struck upon my cre.st.

And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast
wounded

:

My foes I do repute you every one

;

So, trouble me no more, but get you gone.
Mart. He is not with himself-, let us wididraw.
Oiiin. Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried.

( Marcus and the sons ij/^Titus /titeel.

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature
plead.

Qiiin. Father, and in that name doth nature
speak.

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed.
jUar. Renowned Titus, more than half my soul

;

Tue. Dear father, soul and substance of us all I

.]iar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter

His noble nephew here in virtue's nest.

That died in honour and Lavinia's cause.
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous :

The Greeks upon advice did bury Ajax,
That slew himself; and wise Laertes' son
Ditl graciously plead for his funerals

:

Let n<.it young Mutius, then, that was thy joy.
Be barr'd his entrance here.

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise

!

The disniall'st daj' is this that e'er I saw.
To be dishonour'd by my sons in Rome :

Well, bury him, and bury me the next.

[ Mutius is J>ut into the toinh,

Luc. There lies thy bones, sweet Mutius, with thy
friends.

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb I

All. [R'neetin/,'.] No man shed tears fo noble
Mutius;

He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause.
Mar. My lord,—to. step out of these dreary

dumps,

—

How comes it that the subtle queen of (ioths
Is of a sudden thusadvanc'd in Rome?

///. I know not, Marcus ; but I know it is.

Whether by device or no, the heavens can t^U.
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^,1/ ^T c V„„j «""-»» u ui mat IS mine.

•TfsTJu?'Ste.'V{fat'?A;rd°£"^^^^^
Rome and the righfeous heav^nc 1

"""! '1""=-

^ ; wLT m^H'"''-,
?^"'"" """a' i<^ past.

e It . J, 1 itus, and granicrcy too. IJixewii.

ACT II.
SCEXE I,-Ronie. B-./c-c the Fahcc.

Enter Aaron.

q-,l"„'i\^?'^'^''™''^"' Tamora Olympus- ton.Safe out of Fortunes shot ; and -liK aloftSecure of thunder s crack or hfrhtninJ (lash

t wl"en tll^'^otf
^"^ ""^y;^ th?eatniS^''reac-h.

And. havniij g' t the ocean with his bean sG.iIlops the zodiac in his jjlisterinff coac

to Tamoi^°'''
'"" '"i?''<^^'-l><=erii,^ hills

;

7-,r„ X7J'" "''"""O"' revenge' I

"''« prisoner held fettprV ;,r,„ • '
'f

Aw.y^.i;h s.aWsh';;e;^[;™,^:S^^;:j-,,,„„,,,,,

t' "v.
'"'"'"• ;*"'' ''""'= "' pearl andS

t mv suit Tnoi-'V,""""'
"P^^'^s nis griefs

:

1° ''-^l' "P9" ""s new-made empress
I-oscnot"o^,obc^f^,•/^^"''™''^• "" '''"'^

•n/"'^";,',^''"' '° '™"">n with'this ciuecn
Nor with ;onr looi-c .m- I'u-"

"'" «'-'PPose. ' "^ goddess, this Semir.in^is. th sni'nmb
M^'^/'sa VMy^o;Tben^.fh"''" '"^^^- Ind sJe''^^;''

"!^' ^"" ^''^™' '«>">e-s Sa
1 ;ino

aImIIt';
''''''"' >'°" <""• ">gr.,tiiude

Yid I ,t J;;;'^';'p'"'"=^'<'.'"=
• "«'•""« Mn.

nf^i»?;M.^^-|;!;;l,-aio„e\

T !^;?^=, 'f''^''
'^"'"" ••'"'1 'ite Vfan.ilv

"y nwadviv;. nil,;,,??' ^°''- '-a""w.

highness. ^ '° '"•'"•«"• an^ to his

I ' '"lennirour sit^^rV im....... .
""K"f

A«..j,a,ult.^|k,:ol; trouble us noniorc! t) , "ir^.^^VY?''''' "' "'V '"•''"""r here
.

I-'". J or that 1 am i)rc|.ard and full iciolvVI,

1-Kler Dcinelrius aitd Cliiron. iramjir-
/>««. Chiron. ,h>. years want wit. thy ^i't ,,,,„„

And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd •And „.iy. for .lught thou kno>.st. affected be
An" o i'^r,;?'''"::".''"'"

>'>" over-weenm a»'^'

ii'u"r:;Sl^S«i'i;^^-';j;:;^-"-e'V,rtuna,e:

ind'ilminv'!
'" '^."'••"^'

V'y
'"islress- grace

;

./...Uubs. clubs! these lovers will not k«,, the

f pp^»ffl';i^--l:^--ids.
'v!>""!jnow better how to handle if

" ''"^^"'•

l.MlWv u i''
u'"!""^' ''•• '''"' the little'skill I |,a,.e

/A '«. Ay. boy. grow ye so brave ? | /»,j, rf,,,„.

"" "-•>^''>e .empcror-s paK.ce d.'l^;;,u7rr
"• '°"''

'

oulfl nLT ""= S?r."""<' of .'ll tln^ grudge:
1 w ould not for a million of gol. I

-^

.\ l?wo?,M Z"" "'?,"" '" ''"^^"' ' "'OS' concerns-

lor sh.inic, put up.
"uiiic.

NiV rapier in his b„.o?:ra,l;i'!I',|,!;r'=
""""''

lown his throai,

II
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l-oul-spokun coward, tliat thunder'st with thy tongue,

A:ul with thy weapon nothing dar'st perform.

.-/<w. Away, I say !

Now. by the sot's that -warlike Goths adore.

This pretty brabble will undo us all.

Why, lords,—and think you not how dangerous
It is to jut upon a prince's right ?

"What, is Lavinia, tlien, become so loose,

Or Dassianus so degenerate,
That for her love such quarrels may be broach'd.
Without controlment, justice, or revenge ?

Young lords, beware ! an should the empress know
This discord's ground, the music would not please.

Chi. I care not, I, knew she and all the world :

I love Lavinia more than all the world.
Z>€i/i. youngling, learn thou to make some meaner

choice :

Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope.
u-iar. Why. are ye madi or know ye not, in Rome

How furious and impatient they be.
And cannot brook competitors in love*?

1 tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths
liy tliis device.

C/K. Aaron, a thousand deaths
Would I propose, to achieve her whom I love.

.lar. To achieve her !—How ?

Dt:>ii. Why mak'st thou it so st<-angc?
Slie is a woman, therefore may be -woo'd

;

She is a woman, therefore may be won ;

She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov'd.

What, man 1 more water glideth by the mill

T]i;m wots the miller of; and easy it is

< )f a cut Inaf to steal a shive, we know

:

Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother.

Better than he have worn Vulcan's badge.
^lirr. Ay, and as good as Satuminus may.
JJem. Then, why should he despair, that knows to

court it

Vfith words, fair looks, and liberality?

Wliat, hast thou not full often struck a doc.
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose ?

yhii-. Why, tlien, it seems, some certain snatch
or so

Would serve your turns.

CM. Ay, so the turn were serv'd

J.^em. Aaron, thou hast hit it.

^1,71-. Would you had hit it too

;

Then should not we be tir'd with this ado.
Why, hark ye. hark ve. and are you such fools.

To square for this? 'Would it offend you, then.

That both should speed?
C/ii. F.aith, not me.
Dein. Nor me, so I were one.
Aar. For shame, be friends, and join for that 3du

jar:
'Tis policy and stratagem must do
That you affect ; ancfso must you resolve.

That what you cannot as you would achieie.

You must perforce .iccomplish as you may.
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus' love.

A speedier course than lingering languishmcut
Must we pursue, and 1 have found the palli.

Aly lords, a solemn hunting is in hand :

There will the lovelv Roman ladies troop

:

The forest walks are wide and spacious ;

And m.iny tmfrequented plots there are.

Fitted by kind for rape and villainy :

Single you thither, then, tliis dainty doe,
And strike her home by force, if not by words

:

This way, or not at .'ill, stand you in hope.
Come. come, our empress, with her sacred wit

To villainy and vengeance consecrate.
Will we acquaint with all that we intend :

And she shall file our engines with advice.
That will not suffer you to square yourselves.

But to your wishes' lieight advance you both.
The emperor's court is like the house of fame.
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, and ears:
Tile woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull

:

There spe.ik, and strike, brave boys, and take your
turns ;

There serve your lust, shadow'd from heaven's eye.
And revel in Lavinia s treasury.

Chi. Thy couneel, lad. smells of no eowarditi,.

Dcm. Sit/as xul tteAts. till I find the stream
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these lits.

rey Sty^a, /er mtztics i-thor. 'J.\cunt.

SCENE II.— .-J y-or<;.f.;««»-Rume.

Horns and cry 0/ hounds heard. Enter Titus A(t
dronicus, luith hunters. &-c. ; Marcus, Luciti^
QuintuE, atid Martins.

Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and grey.
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green;
Uncouple here, and let ns make a bay.
And wake the emperor and his lovely bride.
And rouse the prince, ar.d ring a hunter s peal.
That all the court may echo with the noise.
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours.
To attend the emperor's person carefully :

I have been troubled in mj^ sleep this night.
But dawning day new comfort hath inspir'd.

i.f cry 0/hounds f.nd horns hca^-'i

Enter Saturninus, T.amora. Bassianus, Lavinia, !->'£

metrius, Chiron, and Attendants.
Many good morrows to your majesty :

Madam, to you as many and as good :

I promised your grace a hunter's peal.
Sal. And you have rung it lustily, my lords

;

Somewhat too early for new-raarried ladies.

Kas. Lavinia, how say you?
/..!f. I say, no;

[ ha'.e been broad awake two hours and nioue.

Sat. Come on, then ; Iiorse and chariots let us have.
And to our sport.—[ To Tamor.i ] Madam, now .shall

Our Roman hunting. jyc see
Mar. I have dogs iny lord,

IVill rouse the proudest panther in the chase,
\nd clini'^ the highest promontory top.

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the game
Makes w.ay, and run like swallows o'er tne plain.

Dem. [Aside."] Chiron, we hunt not, wc, with horsa
nor hound

;

I 5ut hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground.

SCENE \\\.—A lonely Part cf the i-'nr'it.

Enter Aaron, 7uith " tag 0/ ^'old.

A.rr. He '•at had wit would think that I Iia't .lone.

To bury so much gold under a tree.

.\nd never after to inherit it.

Let him that thinks of me so abjectly.
Know that this gold must coin a stratagem,
Which, cunningly effected, will befjet
.\ very excellent piece of villainy

:

And sc ' -se, sweet gold, for their unrest.

That have leir alms o. . of the empress' chest.

f Hides the s^c^.
Ente- I'a.'.-.or.i

Tani. My lovely Aaron, whereioro look'st thou sad.

When every laing doth make a gleeful boast?
The birds chant melody on every bush .

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun ;

The green leaves quiver with the 0:1 ini^ wind,

.\nd make a checker'd shadow on th-- ground:
Under their ••eet shade, Aari^a, let us sit.

.•\.nd, whilst the babbling echt. ;.ock.-. the hounds
Replying shrilly to the well-tun :. ;iorns.

As if a double hunt were Heard at once.
Let us sit down and mark tncir elping noise

,

And, after conflict, such as w.x. suppos'd
The wandering prince and x^ido once erxioy'vl.

When --ith a happy storm they were surprise!.

And curtain'd with a conns -keeping r.avc.

We may. each wreathed in the other's aruis.

Our pastimes don possess a golden slumber;
Whiles hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious bircii

Be unto us, as is a nurse's song
Of lullaby to bring her babe asleep.
Aar. Sladam, though Venus govern your desires.

Saturn is dominator over mine :

What signifies my deadly-staiuling eye.
My silence and my cloudy melanclioly,-

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls
Even as an adder when she doth unrol
To do some fatal execution?
No, madam, these are no venereal signs :

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my han^i.

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.
Hark, Tainora.rhe empress of mv'soul.
\\ liich iievtT hopes more he.iveii'than rests m »(,'.»,

This i> the d.iv (fdtiom for Bassianus :

His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day;
Thy sons m.ike pillage of her chastity.

And wash their liatidsin Bassianus' blood



Si-aie

Scc-st thou this letter ? take it up. 1 pray IhciAna sive the Icinif this fatal-plotted scrull.
iN ow question me no more, we are espicU
Ih'.'^S-'^!'^'^^?-

parcel of our hopeful booty,'
Which dreads not yet their lives' destruction

Tarn. Ah. my sweet Moor, sweeter to me than hfe 1Aar. No more, .great empress,-Bassianus comBe cross with hun ; and I'll go fetch thy sonsTo back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er they be. f /•

J^nler Bassianus and Lavinia.
h^s. Who have we here ? Rome's royal empresUnfumish d of her well-beseemine troop ?

<>r is It Dian. habited like her.
\\ ho hatli abandoned her holy grovesTo see the general hunting- in this forest

'

H-, t i","),^''"''^
controller bf ourprivate steps IHad I the power that some say Dian had,

1 liy temples should be planted presently

qV^.iH !"•''• ^ """' Acta.-ons
; and the houndsShould drive upon thy new-transformed limbs

Ij nuiannerly mtruder as thou art

!

'Ti;'',L,!i"v,'^'"' ^"L" P"'''-"'"^e- «enlle empress.

AnH VJ, K^^' ^T. ^"Xf
'"^ -°°'"-V S'ft » horning:

A1 ° If doubted that your Moor and youAre singled forth to try experiments
;

•Ti?nf,?f h
^°"; ''"5''^"d from his ho«nds to-day 1

'5 pity they should take him for a stag.AiW. Beueve vnt^. <iiii^.>.. .,«.,- . ..i?V
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,
r -.. — -.1 ^—u i<i,^c null lor a stag.

Kmh^nTti'^''^ T' 1"«en your swarth CimmerianUoth make your honour of his body's hue
Nx'tted. detested, and abominable.
\Wiy are you sequester'd from all your train.
J iisinounted from your snow-white goodly steedAnd wander'd hither to an obscure plot
Accompanied but with a barbarous Aloor.
It loul desire had not conducted you?
l.av. And. being intercepted in your sport,

l.rcat reason that my noble lord be rated

Aid let her joy her raven-colour'd love :
i Ills valley fits the purpose passing well.

,'^i' i f^'"?'
'"y .brotlier. shall have note of thi'

Hnod^tinJ' .^'i
'^'^'^ ^ '1' !!^''^ '"^''^ him noted longl.ood king, to be so mightily abus d I

**

J'lm. Why have I patience to endure all this'
-ew/fr Demetrius a«a; Chiron.

mMher?*'
''^^''

^'^'^'''^'S"- ^"'' our gracious

Why doth your highness look so pale and wan'
Tif .'!r. t^'^ "•°' r^son, think you. t<. look pale1

1
ese two have tic'd me hither to this place :A barren detested vale, you see. it is

I lie trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean.ercome with moss and baleful misleioe :Here never shiiies the sun ; here nothing breeds
L niess the nightly owl, or fatal raven •

And. when they .show'd me this abhorred pit.
1 hey told me. here, at dead lime of the nightA thousitnd liends. a thousand hissing snakes.Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins,W ould make such fearful and confusid criesAs any mortal boiiv, hearing it.

Should straight fall'm id. or else die siiddcnlvNo sooner had they told this hgllish tale,

TinL'\?'^i!'"i'"-''f
'"''!•"-'

l'""^
"°"'d •^i"'! me hereUnto the body of a <li-,mal yew.

And leave me to this miserable death •

And then they calle<l me 1. ^ adulteress
Lascivious Goth. ,nn<l all the nittcrest tcrlns
I hat ever ear did hear to such effect •

And, had you not by wondrous fortune come.This vengeance on me had they executed
Keyenge it, as you love your mntlicrs life'Or be ye not henceforth calld my children.new. This IS a witness that I ain thy son.

an. Ami this for me. struck hiii^^t^^^Zi
J.av. Ay. come. Semirainis, nay. barbarous TaTor no name fits thy nature but thy own. mor.i

"my boys"" '^ P""i»"': you shall know
Voiir mother's hand shall right your mother's wron-i\'"- Stay, madam, here is n.ore betong, to her •

Hrst. thrash the com. then aft=r bum tlw straw'This miniou stood unon her ch-istity
Upon her nuptial vow. her loyalty.
And with that r>aintcd hope braven your miehtinessAn.l shall she carry this unto her grave?

"*"""«"

Chi An if she do, I wouLi I were a eumiriiDrag hencr her husband to some secret ho e

y <n« But when ye have the honey ye desireLet not this wasp outlive, us both to stin^

sure!'"'"
^'°"' '"^''^"'- '^<^ -ivifl'make that

Come, mistress, now perforce we will eniovThat nice preserved honesty of vr,i,rs
'^^

l^v. O fainora I thou bear'st a woman's hri- _Tarn. I will not hear her speak ; aw^y with heT^

^''n. l.istcn. fair madam : let it be vour ?lorv

I^m^^fe^^-^Ji^^-^^--^-"" ,

|J^^':^^hV^^^r5l^:;!^L^-ll-,^^^^^^
V et every mother breeds not s&ns alike I

' r/S w^l^" "?'!" ^?"''^^' ^^' show a woman pity

vifu'
' '

t^'™^-,
*e raven doth not hatch a lark •

:i et have I heard,-0, could I find it now :--
'

J he hon moved with pity, did endureto have his princely paws par'd aU au-ay :Some say that ravens foster forlorn childrenHie whilst their own birds famish in Ihei? 1 ests •

N^o vi° "'^; "':?"?'> tl>y hard heart say no
'

-Nothing so kind, but something pitiful
^<J>«. I know not what it means : away with herl/-«f. O, let me teach thee! for my father's sakeThat gave^theelife. when well he niight havellain

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears.

Fven'f^r h^ 1*''°" '", ^"?°''- ""'""^ offended me,Lven lor his sake am I pitiless.

To'^nvl !'• ^°JM '"J"'''
''"•"' '^3" i" vain,

I o save your brother from the sacrificebut fierce Andromcus would not relent •

herefore, away with her, and use her as you will •

/ ,-T°n'-^°
her, the better lov'd of ine ^

'

J.a^. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle cniecnAnd with thine own hands kill nip in t L pface

!

^or t.s not life that I have begg'd so longPoor I wa5 slain when Bassianuf died '^

'"'me go
^^*^''"' "'°"' '"^"- '"'"l ^^°'"^". I^'t

T^oS^^p-'^.^-n^-thin,more.

n i.'.f'fir'i ."'r ' ,""'.' ^y ''"eet sons of their fee-"• I"-'' them satLsfy their lust on thee
"'^'r><.e.

/
;'"

T^'^'^y '
^"'^ "'ou hast stay'd .is here too lon-r

•

creatS^r' "° -°'"-'h-1? Ak'^be^Siy

cSon'Fall"'""'^' '° °"'' ^'"''''^ "^"«-'

'

"'"
tThusCami"

''"'' ^"^ "-'"-Bring thou
'^'"'

m'it''?'? "'If' ^^™" 1^''' "^ hide him.[Demetrius tyo7., ih, My «y Hassai in, i„/a

, /-K'^S^fa""--"'^-'''"-'"'^''-".

/'""sJ;;er"''
"'^'°"'= "'• "•-" 5"^" '"^'k--' her

Tm^Vfhl"^
heart kiiow merry cheer indeed,

\i„J^ 1, ? .^"dronici be made away.•NIow will I hence to seek my lovely MoorAnd let my spleenful sons tfiis truff dcrtower.

SCENE lV.~Thc.<>ame.
^^''"''

J.iilcr Aaron, -wUk fjuint.is and Mattius

tr.hdit wm'? ^"' ""^ '°"^5' 'ho I'etter foot Iieforc(.light will I bring you to the l...itIisome pir
i here 1 espied the panther fast .isleep ^ '

i'lari ll ?*'" '^ "V' ''"" whate'er it todes

sW """''•
' '"""'''''• y°"; wer't not for

Well could I leave our sport to sleci. awhile

0«",.. What, art tl,«ur.llen?te^Si«'i;^
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Whoie iiioiitli 15 c./ver'cl with nule-.crrowiiig briers.

Upon wlioic leaves are drops of new-shed blood,

As fresh as inornini^'s dew distill'd on fiowcrs?

A very fatal place it seems to nie.

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall ?

Mart. O brother, with the disniall'st object hurt.

That ever eye with sight made heart lament.
Aar. [Aside] Mow will 1 fetch the king to find

them here.
That he thereby may give a likely guess,
How these were they that made away his brother.

[Exit.
Mart. AVIiy dost not comfort me, and help me out

From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole ?

Qiii}i. I am surprised with an uncouth fear ;

A chilling sweat o'er-runs my trembling joints ;

My heart suspects more than mine eye can see.
Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart,

Aaron and thou look down into this den,
Antl see a fearful sight of blood and death.

Quijt. Aaron is gone ; and my compassionate heart
AVill not permit mine eyes once to behold
Tlie thing whereat it trembles by surmise :

O. tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now
\Vas i a child, to fear I know not what.
Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embrewed here,

All on a heap, like to a slau^hterVl lamb,
in this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit,

Qiiin. If it bedark. how dost thouknow 'tisheS
Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear

A precious ring, tliat lightens all the hole,
Which, like a taper in some monument.
Doth sliine upon the dead man's earthy clieeks.
And shows the ragged entrails of the pit

:

So pale did shine the moon on Pyramus,
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood.

brother, help me with thy fainting' hand,

—

If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,

—

Out of this fell devouring receptacle,
As hateful .tsCocytus' misty mouth.

Qiiiu. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee
out;

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good,
1 may be pluck'd mto the swallowing womb
Of this deep pit, poor Bassianus' grave.
1 have no strength to pluck thee to tlie brink.
Mart. Nor I no strength to climb withor.t thy help.
Qiiin. Thy hand once more ; I will not loose again,

Till thou art here aloft, or 1 below :

Thou canst not come to me : I come to thee.
[Falls in.

Re-enter Aaron luith Saturninus.
Sat. Along with me : I "11 see what hole is here,

And Avhat he is that now is leap'il into it.

S.ay, who art thou, that lately didst descend
Into this gaping hollow of the earth?
Mart. Tlie unhappy son of old Andronicus

;

Brought hither in a most imlucky hour.
To fiiid thy brother Bassiimus dead.

.SVr/. My brother dead ! I know thou dost but jest

:

He and his lady both are at the lodge.
Upon the north side of this pleasant chase ;

'Tis not an hour since I left him there.

Mart. We know not where you left him all .alive

;

But, out alas 1 here have we found him dead.

Tarn. Where is my lord, the king?
Sat. Here. Tamora ; though griev'd with killing

Tam. Where is thy brother Bassianus? [grief.

.Sii^. Now to the bottom dost thou search my
Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. [wound

latn. Then, all too late I bring this fatal writ.

[GiviHi;- a Utter.

The complot of this timeless tragedy

;

And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold

In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny.
Sat. [Rcads.\ "And if tue miss to meet him hand-

somely.
Sweet huntsman. Bassianus 'tis tve mean.
Do thou so much as di^ the^ave/or hint

:

Thou kno-v'st our meaning: Look/or thy reward
Aniotif; the tuttles at the elder.tree,

IVhuit ovcrsliades the mouth ofthat same fit,

VV'here tve decreed to bury Bassianus.
Do this, andpurchase us thy tasting/n'ends."
O Taraora I was ever )\card the lik« ?

This is the pit, and this the ekicr-tr'ee

:

Look, sir J, if you can find the huntsman out.
That should have murder'd Bassianus here.
Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold.

[Showing it.

Sat. [To Titus.] Two of thy whelps, fell curs ol
bloody kind.

Have here bereft my brother of his life.

Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison:
There let them bide, imtil we have devis'd
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them.
Tam. What, arethey in this pit? O wondrous thing!

How easily murder is discovered I

Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed.
That this fell fault of my accursed sons,

—

.\ccursed. if the fault be prov'd in them,

—

Sat. If it be prov'd ! you see it is apparent.—
Who found this letter? Tamora, was it you?
Jam. Andronicus himself did take it up.
Tit. I did, my lord : j-et let me be their bail;

For, by my father's reverend tomb. I vow.
They shall be ready at your highness' will.

To answer their suspicion with their lives.

Sat. Thou shalt not bail them : see thou follow me
Some bring the murder'd body, some the murderers *

Let them not speak a word ; the guilt is plain

;

For, by my soul, were there worse end than death,
That end upon them should be e.vecuted.

Tani. Andronicus, I will entreat the king

:

Fear not thy sons : they shall do well enough.
Tit. Come, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk with

them. [ Exeun t severalty.

SCENE W.—Another Part of the Forest.

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, luilh Lavinia, ravished;
her hands ciit off, and her tongue cut out.

Dent. So. now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak,
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravish 'd thee.

Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning so,

An if thy stumps will let thee play the scribe.

Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she can
scrowl.

Clii. Go home, call for sweet water, w ash thy hands,
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor luinds to

wash ;

.\nd so let's leave her to her silent walks.
Chi. An 'twere my case, I should go hang myself.

Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the
cord.

I
Exeunt Demetrius and Chiron.

Enter Marcus,/)-iJ)« hunting.
Mar. Who's this? my niece, that flies away so

fast ?

Cousin, a word : where is your husband ?

If I do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake mo?
If I tlo wake, some planet strike me down.
That I may slumber in eternal sleep !

Speak, gentle niece ; what stern ungentle hands
Have lopp'd and hew'd and made thy body bare
Of her two branches, those sweet ornaments.
Whose circling shadows kings h.'ive sought to sleep ilH

And might not gain so great a happiness,
.\s half thy. love 1 AS'hy dost not speak to met
Alas, a crimson river of warm blood.
Like to a bubbling fountain stirr'd with wind,
Doth rise and fall between thy rosid lips.

Coming and going with thy honey breath.
But, sure, some Tereus hath deflower'd thee,
.Ind. lest thou shouldst detect him, cut thy tongi;?.

Ah. now thou tuni'st away thy face for shame !

.\nd. notwithstanding all this loss of blood.

.\s from a conduit with three issuing spouts.

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Tit.m's face
Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud.

Shall I sne.ak for thee? shall I say 'lis so?
O. that I knew thy heart ; and knew the beast.

That I might rail at him, to ease my mind 1

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp'd,
Dntli burn the heart to cinders where it is.

1-air Philomela, she but lost her tongue,
.\nd in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind :

But, lovely niece, that moan is cut from thee ;

A craftier Tereus, cousin, hast thou met,
.\nd he h.ath cut those pretty fingers oil.

That could have better sew'd than Philomel.

O, had the monster seen those lily hands
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute,



Scene 5.

Uo not draw back for >l5 'If''''
"'^ '^"'^'•'^ ^Ves?

O. could our ^„fi^-rf^;--;r;=.>tl.ee^^^^^^

TITUS ANDRONICUS,

ACT III.

n- , c,

SCE\E I.-Rome. A Street.

And for these bitter .,„li,-'l^^^ watchVl

;

nnjn.the^3^e'd'l!^^n'S';„tfche"ekr"='^^

All bootless unto ,h^..," ' ^ ^' P''""" ^ ""«•

Whr^C^^l^h^^t^/ci^roraV" "'^ '«•"'«

'

Yet in s-.me sort .'^".-ire h.„""'rK'">'
"'''•«'•

A stone is silent, and offende no?.
"'°"= "-Tl "'••>"

And rnbunes ,vi,h their ton;^.;:is"d^;„, „,en tofe
^^,:::!'^^-:2^^;^^;;;;M«.pveanon dJ^^/
1-or which attempt tL-iud.e^h^" '""" ''"''' ^'•^"'

:

^vh>'•fo*o ^ifj*;,",!-;;^ d''?;>!'"<=
•^^f-'^-^-^" «i.ce.

But me and ,^',-„^^' ^";' J''"""^ •"ror.ls no nrey
Fro,n these

,rev"o"nVe'rro''i;e^'?,^nTsVi'd°;:L''''=^But »"°com^., with,,,,, brother'N^^fcuThere.
^r.^y. Titus nl-e,,,';'^,'"-

""' '-ovinia.

Or, if not .so?th?'^J,'i .-^^
>:r^?^' „?« '« -«I- J

1 brm;: co.«umrng sorrow tlm,:';;^;

r/A W I ,t consume me? let ms sec it, then
7^ \v.'"\'i'^'* "^y 'daughter. ' "
J"'.

^V hy. Marcus, so sSe is.
/.KC-. .^h me, this object kills me

!

^^^.^S^l|ar^tS^l'SJi^^!ii^/o°'^ upon her.

Mv'^erief l^s ^-J^f
°' '° \"«'''-b»rnin?\roy ?

A.^d^^o'it."^et-;!;:s.''^t^^fn^--t;.S"'-^^ ^

fis win ?
""'^ .«"' h<^IP to cu° , e o her

»^?ori^^'^^--Ki;,
That blabb-5lhem \!?th

'

fch^^^^^
°- '"'' ,"»"Sht,.

sViet ;.^w!h^ "'T'''''
melodious bird, it sm ^

iTr n! "?t<=s, enchanting every ear

i=ass§i^^^Lb.w.e.
H=S^5l^*^-'^-^so^-^n.,
iiut^that'wlZh

""'" ^^"^P'"*^ at my woes •

t ,1 . , f
^'""' "'y P'=""-e in this pli-ht

N'o?^o'n^'e":°t '?^lf;'e°,Z1,fe^^ '"^ '?-= =

1-ook MarcMs nl?"'''''?"
''^ ^"^ ''eatl by this

'pon a |a,hfr!'d'=ht^'^^;'° t f.'^^hY.ey.de,.

i^''. If thev did kiN .1, 1
^"'^."' '"uocent.

llow theVaresai,^' ,1.;,

?„'''•'',"''' """" <:''"-'^--

(s?^a^^;;^rd;lv,^^lf^'"-vsy''"'"^''^
Plot so„,e devicTof ffmhc '

;^ ^^^r
°" "^'">'"'^.

Mar. I auence. dear niece. Good Ti.us'.'dry .l.in,

/ "' 'Ah^ my lJa\"inia'^'lt^r":''
'"

."'''V"'"'
«"„.

H
.
n. pkM.. with his true tears all be

"" "

L.tn do no service on lict sorrowful checks.
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O, what .a sympathy of woe is this.

As far from help as Limbo is fr»m bliss

!

Enter Aaron.
Atir. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor

Sends thee this word,—that, if thou love thy sons,

I.el .Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus,

Or any one of 3'ou, chop off your hand.
And send it to the king : he for the same.
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive ;

And that shall be the ransom for their fault.

Tit. O gracious emperor ! O gentle Aaron I

Did ever raven sing so like a lark,

That gives sweet tidings of the sun's uprise?
With all my heart, T'll'send the emperor
My hand ;

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off?

Luc. Stay, father ! for that noble iiand of thine,

That hath thrown down so many enemies,
Shall not be sent : my hand will serve the turn :

My youth can better spare my blood than you ;

And therefore mine shall save my brothers' lives.

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended
Rome.

And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-axe,

Writing destruction on the enemy's castle?

C), none of both but are of high desert

:

My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve
To ransom ray two nephews from their death ;

Then have I kept it to a worthy end.
Anr. Nay, come, agree whose hand shall go along,

For fear they die before their pardon come.
Mtir. My hand shall go.
Luc. By heaven, it shall not go.

Tit. Sirs, strive no more : such wither'd herbs as
these

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.
Luc. Sweet father, "if I shall be thought thy son.

Let me redeem my brothers both from death.
.'ifar. And, for our father's sake, and mother's cara,

Now let me show a brother's love to thee.

Tit. Agree between you ; I will spare my hand.
Imc. 'Then 111 go fetch an axe
Mar. But I will use the axe.

[Exeunt Lucius tznei Marcus.
Tit. Come hither, Aaron ; I'll deceive them both:

Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.
^lar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honest,

And never, whilst I live, deceive m.en so :

\.,4side] But I'll deceive you in another sort.

And that you'll say, ere half an hour pass,
[Cuts <;ifTitus' /taiid.

Ke-eitler Lucius and Marcus.
Tit. Now stay your strife : what shall be, is dc-

spatch'd.

c;ood Aaron, give his majesty my hand

:

Tell him it was a hand that warded him
From thousand dangers : bid him bury it

;

More hath it merited, that let it have.

As for my sons, say I account of them
As jewels purchas'd at an easy price

;

And yet dear too, because J bought mine own.

Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand.

Look by and by to have thy sons with thee.

[Aside] Their heads, 1 mean. O. how this viUany

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it

!

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace,

Aaron wU have his soul black like his face. [i'.v;'/.

Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven,

And bow this feeble ruin to the earth

:

If any power pities wretched tears.

To that I call!—[7"ff Lav.] What, wilt thou kneel with

rae? [prayers;

Do, then, dear heart; for heaven shall hear our

Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim.

And stain the sun with fog, ,as sometime clouds

Wtiru they do hug him in their melting bosoms.
Mar. O brother, speak with possibilities.

And do not break into these deep extremes.

Tit. Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom?
Then, be my passions bottomless with them.

Mar. But yet let reason govern thy lament.

Til. If there were reason forthese miseries,

TheH into limits could I bind my woes:
VCUvn heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o erflow ';

If the winds r.age, doth not the sea wax mad,
Threat'ning the welkin with his big-swoln face

.\nd writ thou have .1 reason for this coil?

1 am the sea; hark, how her sighs d» blow!

Aa
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth :

Then must my sea be moved with her sighs;
Then must my earth with her continual teats

Become a deluge, overflow'd and drowii'd :

For why my bowels cannot hide her woes,
But like a drunkard must t vomit them.
Then give me leave ; for losers will have leave
To ea'ie their stomachs with their hxiwx tongues.

Enter a Messenger, with two heads and a hand.

.Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid
I"or that good hand thou sent'st the emperor.
Here are'the heads of thy two noble sons ;

.Vnd here's thy hand, in scorn to thee sent back ;

1 hy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock'd :

That woe is me to think upon thy woes.
.More than remembrance of my father's death.

[E.\it.

Mar. Now let hot yEtna cool in Sicily,

.A.iid be my heart an ever burning hell

!

These miseries are more than may be borne.
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal

;

But sorrow flouted at his double death.
Luc. Ah. that this sight should make so deep .1

And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! [wound.
That ever death should let life bear his name.
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe !

[ Lavinia kisses hint.

Mar. Alas, poor heart I that kiss is comfortless

iVs frozen water to a starved snake.
Tit. Vfhstn will this fearful .slumber have an end ?

Afar. Now. farewell, flattery : die, Andronicus :

Thou dost not slumber: see, thy two sons' heads,

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here ;

Thy other banish'd son, with this dear sight

Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I,

Even like a stony image, cold and numb.
Ah, now no more will I control thy griefs

:

Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight

Tlie closing up of our most wretched e\'es

:

Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still?

Tit. Ha. ha. ha 1

Mar. Why dost thou laugh ? it fits not with this hour.

Tit. Why. I have not another tear to shed

:

Besides, this sorrow is an enemy,
.\nd would usurp upon my watery eyes,

And make them blind -ivith tributary tears :

Then, which way shall I find Revenge's c;ive!

For these two heads do seem to speak to me,
And threat me ; I shall never come to bliss.

Till all these mischiefs be rcturn'd again,

F.veii in their throats that have committed them.
t7ome, let ine see what task I have to do.

Vou heavy people, circle me about.
That 1 may turn me to each one of you.
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs.
riie vow is made. Come, brother, take a head ;

.\nd in this hand the other will I bear.
Lavinia. thou shalt be eraploy'd in these things:
Bearthoumyhand.sweetwench. between thy Icctli.

.As for thee. boy. go get thee from my sight

;

Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay

:

Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there :

And, if you Icve me. as I think you do.

Let's kiss and part, for we have much to do.

[Exeunt Titus, Marcus, irwrfLavinuL
Luc. Farewell, Andronicus. my noble father.

The wofuU'st man that ever liv'd in Rome

:

I'.irewell. proud Rome : till Lucius come again.

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life*

:

Farewell. Lavinia. my noble sister

;

1 ),would thou wert as thou 'tofore hast been I

But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives.

But in oblivion and hateful griefs.

1 f Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs

;

.\nd make proud Saturnine and his empress
Beg at the gates, lik* Tarquin and his queen.
Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power.
To be revengd on Rome and Saturnine. [E.\<unl.

SCENE M.—A Roomiu THus' House. A liitufiiet

set out. .

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and youn^ Lucius, a
boy.

Tit. So, so ; now sit : and look you cat no nior« ;

Than will preserve just so niuoh strength in us

I
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]
hy niece and I, poor ""T;"^"'*''"'" ''"ot

:

TITUS ANDRONICUS.
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- •-. urns
, ,hun.„ it Uo„„"'

'"^ •""••
I „

""""«•? -V'-^- '«« " ""« -"'^

^ "jUsr'"^P "^ -oe. that thus dost ta„c in
?°?-" ^ Xl^r'S '>.t ' "'y aunt Lavi™^

J^hen thy poor heart bpaf= •
, V?"" ""'^'e Marcus seo h

''"°''' ""' *»-hy f
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"
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Without tl'.e help of any hand at all.
|

Ciirs'd be that heait, that forc'd us to this sliift

Write thou, good niece ; and here display at last, !

What God will have discovered for revenge : I

Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain,

That we may know the traitors, and the truth ! I

[S/te fitit-s the sUi^ iJi her mouth, andguides it
I

tvith her stttnifs, itfid lorites. I

Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what she hath writ?
itiipritttt—Chiron— De77i':tritis.

Mar. What, what I—the lustful sons of Taniora
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed?

Tit. Ma^ii do'fHinatorfoii,
Ttnn Untus andis scelcra ? tanz lentits Tides ?

Mar O. calm thee, gentle lord, although I know
Tliere is enough written upon this earth,
To stir a nuitiny in the miklest thought's.
And arm the minds of infants to excTainis.
My lord, knee! down with me ; Lavinia. kneel;
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope

;

And swear with me, as, with the woful feere.
And father, of that chaste dishonour'd dame.
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece' rape.
That we will prosecute, by good advice,
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths,
And see their blood, or die with this reproach.

lit. 'Tis sure enough, an you knew how

;

Kut if you hunt these bear-whelps, then beware :

The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once,
She's with the lion deeply still in league.
And lulls him whilst she pLiyeth on her back.
And when he sleeps will she do what she list.

You're a young huntsman, Marcus : let it alone ;

And. come, I will go get a leaf of brass.
And with a gad of steel will write these words.
And lay it by : the angry northern wind
Will blow these sands, like Sibyl's leaves abroad.
And where 's your lesson, then?—Boy. what say you ''

Boy. I say. my lord, that if I were a man.
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe
Kor these bad bondmen to the yoke cif Rome.
Mar. Ay, that's my boy 1 thy father hath full oft

For his ungrateful country done the like,

JJoy. And. uncle, so will I. an if I live.

Tit. Come, go with me into mine .armoury ;

Lucius. I'll fit"thee ; and withal, my boy
Shair carry from me to the empress' sons
Presents, that I intend to send them both :

Come, come : thou *lt do thy message, wilt thou not?
£oy. Ay with my dagger in tlteir bosoms, grand-

Tit. No, boy, not so; I'll teach thee another
course.

Lavinia, come. Marcus, look to my house :

Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court

:

Ay, niatry, will we, sir; and we'll be waited on.
\HxenntT\t\.\^, Lavinia, and'Boy.

Mar. O I'.eavens, can you hear a good man groan,
And not relent, or not compassion him ?

Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy
That hath more scars of sorrow m his heart.
Than foemen's marks upon his batterd shield

;

But yet so just, that he will not revenge.
iievenge, ye heavens, for old Andronicas ! \Exit.

SCENE H.—Rome. A Room in Ihc Palace.

Enter,from one side, Aaron, Demetrius, and Chiron ;

/ro}H the other younii Lucius, and an Attendant,
-^'ith a bundle 0/ iveapons and verses "ivrit upO}i
them.

Chi. Demetrius, here's the son of Lucius

;

He hath some message to deliver us.

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad granil-
father.

Boy. My lords, with all the humbleness I may,
I greet your honours from Andronicus.
\ A side.] And pray the Rom.an gods, confound you

both !

DeTn. Graniercy. lovely Lucius : what 's the news?
Boy. \Aside.\ That you are both decipher d. that's

the news.
For villains mark'd with rape. [To them.] May it

please you.
My grandsire. well advis'd. hath sent by me
The gootlliest weapons of his armoury.
To gratify yovir honourable youth.
The hope of Rome ; for so he bade mc say;

And so I do. and with his gifts present
e^'cur lordships, that whenever you have need.
You may be armed and appointed well

:

And so I leave youboth.—[-^/.ri'^<f. J like l)loody villains:

[Exeunt Boy aitd Attendants
Dent. What's here? A scroll; ami written round

about ?

Let 's see :

—

[Reads.] " Integer iiiia, sceUrisqiie pitrits,

Non e^et Maurijacttlts, jnr arm."
Chi. O, 'tis a verse in Horace ; 1 know it well

:

I read it in the grammar long ago.
'ar. Ay, just ; a verse in Horace ; right, you

have it.

[.-Iside.] Now, what a thing it is to lie .an ass I

Here 's no sound jest I the old man hath found their
guilt

:

And sends them weapons wrappd about with lines.

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick.
But were our witty empress well a-foot.

She would applaud Andronicus' conceit

:

But let her rest in her unrest a while. [star

[ J'o them. ] And now, young lords, was 't not a haj.py
Led us to Rome, strangers, and more than so,

Captives, to be advanced to this height?
It ditl me good, before the palace gate
To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing.
Dem. But me more good, to see so great a lord

Basely insinuate, and send us gifts.

.-tar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius?
Did you not use his daughter very friendly ?

Dem. I would we had a thousand Roman d.ames
At such a bay, by turn to serve our htst.

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love.

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say amen.
Chi. And that would she for twenty thousand more,
Dem. Come, let us go ; and pray to all the god^

For our beloved mother in her pains,
Aar. [Aside. | Pray to tlie devils ; the gods ha^ e

given us over. I Trittnpets sound.
Dem. Why do the emperor's trumpets llourisli

thus?
Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son.
Dem. Soft ! who comes here ?

Enter a. Nur^e, 'vith a biack-a-nioor Child in her
arms.

Nur. Good morrow, lords : O, tell me, did you see
Aaron the Moor?
Aar. Well, more or less, or ne'er a whit at all.

Here Aaron is ; and what with .\aron now?
Kur. O gentle A.aron, we are .all undone I

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore !

Aar. Why, what a catervv.iuling dost thou keep 1

What dost thou wrap am! fumble in thine arms';
Nur. O, that which 1 would hide from heavens eye.

Our empress' shame, and stately Rome's disgrace 1

She is deliver'd, lords,—she is cleliver'd.

Aar. To whom?
Nur. I mean, she's brought to bed.
Aar. Well. God

Give her good rest I 'What hath he sent her ?

Nur. A devil.

Aar. Why, then she's the devil's dam; a joyful

issue.
Nur. A joyless, dismal, blnck, .and sorrowful issue :

Here is the babe, .as loathsome as a toad
Amongst the fairest breeders of our clime :

The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal.

And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's point.

Aar. 'Zounds, ye whore I is black so base a hue ?

Sweet blowse. you are a beauteous blossom, sure.

Dem. Villain, what hast thou done?
Aar. That which thou canst not undo.
Chi. Thou hast undone our mother.
Aar. Vill.iin. 1 have done thy mother.
Dem. .\ud therein, hellish dog, thou hast imdone.

Woe to her chance, and danm'il her loathed choice '.

Accurs'd the oiTspring of so foul a fiend !

Chi. It shall not live.

Aar. It sh.all not die.

Nur. A.nron. it must ; the motlier wills it so.

Aar. What, must it. pur.se? then let no man but I

Do execution on my flesh and bloot.1.

Dem. Ill broach the tadpole on my rapierspoint

:

Nurse, give it me ; my sword .shall soon despatch it.

Aar. Sooner this sword sh;Ul plough thy bowels up.

f Takes the Childfrom the .\ urse. and draws.
Stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother!
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Kow. by the burning tapers of ilie sky,
That shone so brightly when this boy was got,
He dies upon my scimitar s sharp point,

Th«t toucnes this my first-born son and heir I

I tell you, younglinE^s, not Enccladus,
With all his threatenincr band of Typhon's brood.
Nor ^rcat Alcides, nor the q:od of war.
Shall seize this prey out of his father s liands.

What, what, ye sano;uine, shallow-hearted boys I

Ye white-Hmd walls! ye alehouse painted signs!
Coal-black is better than another hue,
1 n that it scorns to bear another hue

;

For all the water in the ocean
Can never turn the swan s black legfs to white,
Although she lave them hourly in tne flood.
Tell the empress from me, i am of age
To keep mine own, excuse it how she can.

Datft. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus ?

ylar. My mistress is my mistress; this myself,
The vigour, and the picture of my youth :

This, before all the world, do I prefer
;

This, maugre all the world, will I keep safe,
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome.
/>/«. By this our mother is for ever sham'd.
C/ti. Home will despise her for this foul escape.
A'ttr. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death.
C/tt. I blush to think upon this ignomy.
yJar. Why there's the privilege your beauty bears :

Fie, treacherous hue that will betray with blushing
The close enacts and counsels of the heart I

Here's a young lad framd of another leer :

Look, how the black slave smiles upon the father.
As who should say, ** Old lad. I am thine own."
He is your brother, lords; sensibly fed
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ;

And, from that womb, where you iinprisou'd were,
He is enfranchised and come to light

:

Nay, he is your brother by the surer side.
Although my seal be stamped in his face.
Awr. Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress ?

Dtfft. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done.
And we will all subscribe to thy advice:
ijave thou the child, so we may all be safe.
Aar. Then sit we down, and let us all consult,

My son and 1 will have the wind of you :

Keep there : now talk at pleasure of your safety.

DefH. How many women saw this child of his ?

u4ar. Why, so, brave lords: when we join in league,
1 am a lamb; but if you bravelhe Moor,
The chaffed boar, the mountain lioness.
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms.
liut say, again, how many saw the child?

Nitr. Cornelia the midwife, and myseif

;

And no one else, but the detiver'd empress.
Aitr. The empress, the midwife, ami yourself:

Two may keep counsel, when the third's away :

ijo to the empress, tell her this I ba:d.

[Siabbhtf^ her.
Weke. weke !—so cries a pig prepar'd to the spit.

Dim. What mean'st thou. Aaron? Wherefore didst
Aar. O lord. sir. 'tis a deed of policy : (thou this?

Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours.
A tong-tongu'<n>abbling gossip? no. lords, no:
And now be it known to you my full intent.

Not far. one Muliteus lives, my countryman :

His wife but yesternight was brought to bed ;

I Ii£ chiUi is like to her. fair as you are :

Go uack with him, and give the mother gold,
Ana tell them both the circumstiiocc of all

;

And how by this their child shall be advanc'd.
And be received for the emperor's heir.

And substituted m the place of mine.
To calm this tempest whirling in the court

;

And let the emperor dandle him ftirhis own.
Hark ye, lords ; ye see, 1 have given her physic,

iPoiitft'fi^ to tk€ Nurse.
And you must needs bestow her funeral

;

The fields arc wtv^x, and you arc gallant grooms :

This done, see that you take no longer days,
JJut send the midw i(e presently to me.
I he midwife and the nurse well made away,
Then, let the ladies'tatlle what they please.

Chi. Aaron, I see. thou wilt not trust the air
With secrets.
Dem. 1-or tliis care of Tamora,

Herself and hers .ire highly bound to thee.
\Excunt\ytm. awrfChi. bearing 0jff'the 'i^wx'i.Q.

Aay. Now to the Goths, as swift as sw.nllow flies

riiorc to (lisposc this treasure m mine arms.
And secretly to ijreet the empress friends.

Come on. you Ihick-Hpp'd slave, I'll bear you hence ;

l-'or. it is you that puts us to our shifts :

I'll make you feed on berries and on roots.

And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat.
And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up
To be a warrior, and command a camp.

{Exit with the Child.

SCENE III.—Rome. A pttblic Place.

P-ntcr Titus, bearing arro-ivs, 7vith Utters on tJie ends
ofthem ; luith kiin Marcus, young Lucius, axd
other Gentlemen, ivith boivs.

Tit. Come, Marcus ; come kinsmen ; this is the
Sir boy. now let me see your archery ; [way.
I -ook ye draw home enough, and 'tis there straij^ht.

lerras Astraa reliqint

:

Be you remember'd, Marcus, she's gone, she's fled.

Sirs, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall
Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets •

Happily you may catch her in the sea ;

Vet there's as little justice as at land :

No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it

;

Tis you must dig with mattock and with spade.
And pierce the inmost centre of the earth ;

Then, when you come to Pluto's region,
I pray you, deliver him this petition ;

Tell him, it is for justice and for aid.
And that it comes from old Andronicus,
Sliaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome.
Ah. Rome \ Well, well; I made thee miserable.
What time I threw the people's suffrages
On him that thus doth tyrannize o'er me.
Go, get you gone; and pray be careful all.

And leave you not a man of war unsearch'd :

This wicked emperor may have shipp'd her hence:
And. kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice.
Mar. U Publius, is not this a heavy case.

To see thy noble uncle thus distract ?

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns,
I5y day and nitjht to attend him carefully,
y\nd i'i^d. his humour kindly as we may.
Till tune beget some careful remedy.
Mar. Kinsinen, his sorrows are past remedy.

Join with the Goths ; and with revengeful war
lake wreak on Rome for this ingratitude,
.\nd vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.

Tit. Publius, liow now! how now, my masters?
Have you met with her? (What,
Pub. No, my good lord ; but Pluto sends you word.

If you will have Revenge from hell, you shall

:

Marry, for Justice, she is so employ 'd.

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else,
So that iierforcc you must needs stay a time.

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed mc with delays,
I H dive into the burning lake below.
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.
Marcus, we arc but shrubs, no cedars we.
\"o big-bond men, fram'd of the Cyclops' size;
but metal, Marcus, steel to the very back.
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can
And. silh there's no justice in earth nor hell, (bear:
We will solicit heaven, and move te gods,
To send down Justice for to wreak our wrongs.
Come, to this gear.—You are a good ,archcr. Marcus.

\He^ives them the arroavs.
Ad yovem, that's for you : here, ad ApoUinon :

—

Ad Afartem, th.at's for myself

:

Here, boy, to Pallas : here, to Mercury

;

To Saturn, Caius. not to Saturnine ;

\iiu were as good to shoot against the wind.
To it, boy. Marcus, loose when I bid.
Of my word, I have written to effect

;

1 here's not a god left unsolicited.
Mar. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the court-.

We will afflict the emperor m his pride.
///. Now. m.islcrs. draw. [They shoot.] O, well

said, Lucius I

' iof.d boy. in Virgo's lap ; jjive it Pall.is.

A/ar. My lord. 1 aim a mile beyond the moon ,

Your letter is with Jupiter l>v this.

///. Ma! Publius. Publius. what hast thou done?
See. sec. thou hast shot on 'jue of I .uirus horns.
J/ar. This was the sport, my lord: when Publius

shot,
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The bull, beinc;' cfali'd, g^ave Aries such a knock
That down ftllljoth tlic ram's horns in the court.
And who should find them but the empress' viiiain :

She laugh'd. and told the Moor, he should not choose
But give them to his master for a present.

Tit. Why, there it ^oes : God give his lordship joj^

!

Enter a Clown, luith a basket and two pigeons.
News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is come.
Sirrah, what tiding^s? have you any letters?
Shall! have justice? what says Jupiter?

Clo. Ho, the gibbet-maker? he says, that he hath
taken them down again, for the man must not be
hanged till the next week.

Tit. But what says Jupiter. I ask thee?
Clo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter; I never drank

with him in all my life.

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier?
Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir ; nothing else.
Tit. Why, didst tliou not come froni heaven?
Clo. From heaven ! alas, sir, I never came there :

God forbid. I should be so bold to press to heaven
in my young days. Why, I am going with my
pigeons to the tribunal plebs. to lake up a matter
of brawl betwixt my uncle and one of the eniperial's

Mar. Why. sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve for
your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons to the
emperor from you.

Tit. Tell me, can you deUver an oration to the
emperor with a grace?

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace in all

my life.

Tit. Sirrah, come hither : make no more ado.
But give your pigeons to the emperor

:

By me thou shall have justice at his hands.
Hold, hold; meanwhile, here's money for thy
Give me pen and ink. [charges.
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication?

Clo. Ay, sir.

Tit. Then here is asupplication for you. And when
you come to liim, at the first approach, you must
kneel ; then kiss his foot ; then deliver up your
pigeons ; and tiien look for your reward. I'll be at
hiind, sir ; see you do it bravely.

Clo. I warrant you, sir, let me alone.
Tit. Sirrah, hast thou a knife? Come, let me see

Here. Marcus, fold it in the oration ; fit.

For thou hast made it like a humble suppliant;
And when thou hast given it to the emperor,
Knock at my door arid tell me what he says.

Clo. God be with you, sir ; I will.

Tit. Come, Marcus, Jet us go. Publius, follow me.
{Exexint.

SCENE IV.—Rome. Before the Palace.

Hitter Saturninus, Taraora. Demetrius, Chiron, Lords,
and others : Saturninus ivith Hie arroius in his
hand that Titus shot.

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these I Was
ever seen

An emperor of Rome thus overborne,
Troubled, contronted thus ; and, for the extent
Of egal justice, us'd in such contempt?
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods,
(However these disturbers of our peace
Buz in the people's ears.) there nought hath pass'd.

But even with law, against the wilful sons
Of old Andronicus. And what an if

His sorrows have so overwhelmed his wits ;

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks,
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness?
And now he writes to heaven for his redress :

See, here 's to Jove, and this to Mercury;
This to Apollo ; this to the god of war

;

:3weet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome I

What *s this but libelling against the senate.
And blazoning our injustice everywhere?
A goodly humour, is it not, my lords?
A« who would say. in Rome no justice were.
But if I live, his feigned ecstasies
Shall be no shelter to these outrages

;

But he and his shall know, that justice lives
In Saturninus' health ; whom, ifshe sleep,
J Ic'U so awake, as she in fury shall
Cut off the proud'st conspirator that lives.

Tani. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine,
I-ord of my life, commander of my thoughts.
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' "a^e,
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The eftocts of sorrow for his valiant sons.
Whose loss hatU pierc'd him deep. and<scarr'il liis

And rather comfort his distressed piii>ht, [heart

;

Than prosecute the meanest, or the best,
For these QoxKtQ\\\o\.%.~~\Aside.\ Why, thus it shall

become
High-witted Tamora to gloze with all

:

But, Titus. I have touched thee to the quick.
Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise.
Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port.

Enter Clown.
How now, good fellow ! wouldst thou speak with us?

Clo. Yes, forsooth, an your mistership be em-
perial.

Tani. Empress I am. but yonder sits the emperor.
Clo. 'Tis he. God, and saint Stephen, give you

good den

:

I liave brought you a letter, and a couple of pigeons
here. [Saturninus reads the letter.

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him presently
Clo. How much money must I have?
Tatn. Come, sirrah, you must h^ hang'd.
Clo. HauCT'd! By'r lady, then 1 have brought up a

neck to a fair end. \^Exit^ ^nardexi.
Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs 1

Shall I endure this monstrous villany?
I know from whence this same device proceeds;
May this be borne?—as if his traitorous sons.
That died by law for murder of our brother.
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully,

—

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair;
Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege :

For this proud mock. I'll be thy slaughter-man ;

Sly frantic wretch, that holp'st to make me great,
In hope thyself sliould govern Rome and nie.

Enter i^milius.
What news with thee, j^milius?
^Eniil. Arm.ann, my lord;—Rome never had mor»"

cause I

The Goths have gather'd head ; and with a power
Of high-resolvM men, bent to the spoil,

They hither march amain, under conduct
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus ;

Who threats, in course of this revenge, to do
As much as ever Coriolanus did.
Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths P

These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with storms:
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach :

'Tis he the common people love so much

;

Myself hath often heard them say,
(When I have walked like a private man,)
That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully.
And they have wish'd that Lucius were their em-

peror.
Ta77i. Why should you fear ? is not your city strong'^
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius,

And win revolt from me to succour him.
7rt?«. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy

name.
Is the sun dimm'd, that ^ats do fly in it?

The eagle suffers little birds to sing.
And is not careful what they mean thereby.
Knowing that with the shadow of his wing
He can at pleasure stint their melody

:

Even so mayst thou the giddy men of Rome.
Then cheer thy spirit : for know, thou emperor,
I will enchant the old Andronicus
With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous,
Than baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheei) i
Whenas the one is wounded with the bait.

The other rotted with delicious feed.
Sat. But he will not entreat his son for us.

Tarn. If Tamora entreat him, then he will;
For 1 can smooth and fill his aged ear
With golden promises; that, were hisheart
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf,

Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue.

[ To ALm\\. 1 Go thou before, be our ambassador;
Say that the emperor requests a parley
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.
Even at his father's house, the old Andronicus.
Sat. /Emilius. do this inessage honourably:

And if he stand on hostage for his safety.

Bid him demand what pledge will please him best.

Aiviil. Your bidding shall I do effectually.
j/iJWi'/HnnUus,

Tarn. Now will I to that old Audronicns,
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And temper liiii; with all the art I have,

To pluck proiul I^ucUis from the warlike Goths.

Aiulnow. sweet emperor, be blithe again,

And burv all thy tear in my devices.

SJt. Then go successfully, and plead to him.
\Hxeunt.

ACT V.

SCENE \.—Plains jiear Rome.

Flourish. Enter Lucius, and an army 0/ Goths,
•with drums and colours.

Luc. Approved warriors, and ray faithful friends,

I have received letters from great Rome,
^^hich sigrnify what hate they bear their emperor,
.Vnd how desirous of our sight they are.

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness,

1 mperious, and impatient of your wrongs ;

And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath.

Let him make treble satisfaction.

1 Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great An-
dronicus, [fort

;

Whose name was once our terror, now our com-
W hose high exploits and honourable deeds.
In^ratefulRome requites with foul contempt,
lie bold in us : we'll follow where thou lead'st,

1 -ike stinging bees in hottest summer's day.
Led by their master to the flower'd fields.

And be aveng'd on cursed Tamora.
Goths. And, as he saith, so say we all with him.
I.iic. I humbly thank him, and I thank you cill.

But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth?
JEntera Goth, Icadijig A^ion, -with Ms Child

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I stay'd,
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery

;

And as I earnestly did fix mine eye
Vpon the wasted building, suddenly
1 heard a child cry underneath a wall.

I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard
The crying babe controll'd with this discourse

:

" Peace, tawny slave, halfme and half thy dam 1

Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art.

Mad nature lent thee but thy mother's look,

\'iUain, thou mightst have been an emperor :

IJut where the buU and cow are both milk-white.
They never do beget a coal-black calf.

IVace, villain, peace !"—even thus he rates the babe,

—

*' Tor I must bear thee to a trusty Goth ;

Who, when he knows thou art the empress' babe.
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake."
With this, my weapon drawn, I rush'd upon him,
Surpris'd him sudaenly ; and brought him hither.

To use as you think needful of the man.
Luc. C) worthy Goth, thus is the incarnate devil

That robb'd Anjronicus of his good hand

;

'riiis is the pearl that pleas'd your empress' eye ;

And here's the base fruit of his burning lust.

Say, wall-cy'd slave, whether wouldst tliou convey
This growing image of thy fiend-like face?
Wliy dost not speak! What? deaf? not a word?
A halter, soldiers ! hang him on this tree.

And by his side his fruit of bastardy.
ylar. Touch not the boy ; he is of royjd blood.
Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good.

I'ir-t hang the child, th.it he may see it sprawl

;

A sight to vex the father's soul withal.
Get lue a ladder.

[A ladder hroiight, which Aaron is
made to ascend.

Aar. Lucius, save the cliild,

Anxl bear it from me to the empress.
If thou do this, ni show thee wondrous things.
That highly may advantage thee to hear:
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,
I'll ^peak no more but—vengeance rot you all

!

Luc. Say on : and if it please me which thou spcak'st.
Thy child sluill live, and ! will see it nourish'd.
Aar. An if it please thee I why, assure thee, Lucius,

'Twillvex thy soul to hear what I shall speak ;

For I must talk of uiurdcrs. rapes, and massacres,
Acts of black night, abominable deeds,
C'tmplots of mischief, treason, villanics

Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform'd

:

And this shall all be buried by my death.
Unless thou swc.ir to me, my child shall live.

Luc. "fell on thy mind : I say, thy child shall live.

Aar. Swear that he shall, and then I will begin.
Luc. Whom should I swear by? thou heliov'st no god :

That granted, how canst thou believe an oath '>.

.lar. What if I do not? as, indeed, I do not

:

Yet, for 1 know thou art religious,

.\nd hast a thing within thee, called conscience;
AVith twenty popish tricks and ceremonies,
\Vhich I have seen thee careful to observe,
'1 herefore I urge thy oath : for that 1 know
.\n idiot holds his bauble for a god,
.\nd keeps the oath which by that god he swears.
To that I'll urge him: therefore thou Shalt vow
By that same god, what god soe'er it be.
That thou ador'st and hast in reverence.
To save my boy, to nourish and bring him up ;

Or else I will discover nought to thee.
Luc. Even by my god, I swear to thee, I will.

Aar. First, know tnou, I begot him on the empress.
Luc. O most, insatiate, luxurious woman !

Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity
To that which thou shall hear of me anon.
'Twas her two sons that murder'd Bassianus ;

They cut thy sister's tongue, and ravish'd her.

And cut her hands, and trimm'd her as thou saw'st.

Lnc. O detestable villain I call'st thou that trimming?
Aar. AVHiy, she was wash'd, and cut, and triinm'd ;

and 'twas
Trim sport for them that had the doing of it.

Luc. O barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself I

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them :

That codding spirit had they from their mother.
As sure a card as ever won the set

;

That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me,
As true a dog as ever fought at head.
Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth.
I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole.
Where the dead corse of Bassianus lay:
I wrote the letter that thy father found.
And hid the gold within the letter mention'd.
Confederate "with the queen and her two sons:
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue,
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it ?

I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand ;

.\nd, when I had it, drew myself apart.
And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter

:

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall,

When, for his hand, he had his two sons' heads

;

Beheld his tears, and taugh'd so heartily.

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his

:

.Vad when I told the empress of this sport,

.She swoonded almost at my pleasing tale.

And for my tidings gave me twenty kisses.

I CofJi. What,"canst thou say all this, and never
blush ?

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is.

Ljic. Art thou not sorry for these lieinous deeds?
Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more.

Hveii now I curse the day, {and yet, 1 think,

l'"ew come within the compass of my curse,)

Wherein I did not some notorious ill

:

As kill a man, or else devise his death ;

Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it

;

-Vccuse some innocent, and forswear myself

;

Set deadly enmity between two friends

;

Make poor men's cattle break their necks

;

Set fire on barns and haystacks in the night.

And bid tlie owners quench them with their tears.

Oft have I digg'<l up dead men from their graves,
And set them uijright at their dear friends doors.
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot

;

And on their skins, as on the b.irk of trees.

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters,
" Let not your sorrow die, though 1 am dciid."
Tut, 1 have done a thousand dreadful things.
As willingly as one would kill a fly ;

.\n(l nothing grieves me heartily indeed.
But that I cannot do ten thousand more.
Luc. Bring <lown the devil; for he must not die

So sweet a death .is h.inging presently.
Aar. If there be devils, would I were a devil.

To live and burn in everlasting (ire.

So I might have your cfjiiipany in hell,

lint to tonnent you with my bitter tonj.Tio I

/. ur. Sirs, stop his niotith, and let him speak no more.
Jintcr a Goth.

J ( :oth. My lord, there is a messenger from Rome,
Desires to be admitted to your presence.
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I.iic. Let liim come near.
Enter .Emilius.

Welcome, /liniilius : what's the news from Rome 1

.litnil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths,

The Roman emperor greets you all by me

;

And. for lie understands you are in arms.

He craves a parley at your father's house.
Willing you to demand your hostages.
And they shall be immediately deliver'd.

1 Goth. What says our general ?

Luc. ^milius, let the emperor give his pledges
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus,
And we will come. March away. YE.xcuiit.

SCENE IL—Rome. Befo7-e Titus's HoKse.

Enter Tamora, Demetrius, and Chiron, disguised.

Tarn. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment,

I will encounter with Andronicus,
And say I am Revenge, sent from below
To join with him and right his heinous wrongs.
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps,
To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge ;

Tell him Revenge is come to join with him.
And work confusion on his enemies. [ They knock.

Titus appears, above.

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation ?

Is it your trick to make me ope the door.
That so my sad decrees may fly away.
And all my study be to no effect?
You are deceiv'd : for what I mean to do,
See here, in bloody lines I have set down ;

And what is written shall be executed.
Tain. Titus, I am come to talk with thee.

Tit. No, not a word : how can I grace my talk,

Wanting a hand to give it action ?

Thou hast the odds of me ; therefore no more.
Tarn. If thou didst know me, thou wouldst talk

with me.
Tit. I ant not mad ; I know thee well enough :

Witness this wretched stump, witness these crimson
lines ;

Witness these trenches made by grief and care

;

AVitness the tiring day, and heavy night

:

Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well

For our proud empress, mighty Tamora

:

Is not thy coming fot my other hand ?

Tayn. Know, thou sad man, I am not Tamora

:

She is thy enemy, and I thy friend

:

I am Revenge ; sent from the infernal kingdom,
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind.
By working wreakfiil vengeance en thy foes.

Come down, and welcome me to this world's light

;

Confer witli me of murder and of death :

There's not a hollow cave or lurking-place.

No vast obscurity or misty vale.

Where bloody murder or detested rape
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out ;

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name.

—

Revenge.—which makes the foul offender quake.
Tit. Art thou Revenge! and art thou .sent to me.

To be a torment to mine enemies!
Tarn. I am; therefore come down, and welcome

me.
Tit. Do me some service ere I come to thee.

Lo, by thy side where Rape .ind Murder stand ;

Now give some 'surance tliat thou art Revenge,

—

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ;

And then 111 come and be thy waggoner.
And whirl along with thee about the globe.

I'rovide thee two proper palfreys, black as jet.

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away.
And find out murderers in their guilty caves

:

And when thy car is loaden with their heads,
1 will dismount, and by the waggon wheel.

Trot, like a servile footman, all day long.

Even from Hyperion's rising in the east,

Until his very downfall in the sea:
And day by day I'll do this heavy task.

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there.

Tarn. These are my ministers, .and come with mc.
Tit. Are they thy ministers! what arc they call'd!

Tain. Rapine and Murder ; therefore called so.

Cause they take venge.ince of such kind of men.
/'//. (iood lord, how like the empress' sous they

arc 1

And you. the empress ! but we worldly men
Have miserablo, ui.id, mistaking eyes.

TITUS ANDRONICUS. Acts-

sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee ;

Aiul. if one ami's embracement will content tliee,

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. \lixit ab&ve.
Tarn. This closing with him fits his lunacy:

\Vhate'er I forge to feed his brain-sick fits,

Uo you uphold and maintain in your speeches,
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ;

And, being credulous in this mad thought,
I'll make Him send for Lucius, his son f
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure.

I'll find some cunning practice out of hand.
To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths,
Or, at the-leeist, make them his enemies.
See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme.

Enter Titus, below.

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee.

Welcome, dread Fury, to my woful house

:

Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too

:

How like the empress and her sons you are t

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor

:

Could not all hell atTord you such a devil?

For well I wot the empress never wags.
But in her company there is a Moor

;

And, would you represent our queen aright.

It were convenient you had such a devil

:

But welcome, as you are. What shall we do ?

Tarn. What wouldst thou have us do. Andronicus!
Dem. Show me a murderer. I'll deal with him.

Chi. Show me a villain that hath done a rape.

And I am sent to be reveng'd on him.

Tarn. Show me a thousand that have done thee

wrong.
And I will be* revenged on them all.

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of

Rome

;

And when thou find'st a man that's like thyself.

Good Murder, stab him; he's a murderer.
Go thou with him : and when it is thy hap
To find another that is like to tliee.

Good Rapine, st.ab him; he is a ravisher.

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court

There is a queen, attended by .1 Moor

;

Well mayst thou know her by thy own proportion.

For up and down she doth resemble thee :

I pray thee, do on them some violent death ;

They have been violent to me and mine.

Tain. Well hast thou lesson'd us : this shall we do.

But would it please thee, good Andronicus,

To send for Lucius, thy thrice-valiant son,

AVho leads towards Rome a band of w.irlike Goths,

And bid him come and banquet at thy house ;

When he is here, even at thy solemn feast,

I will bring in the empress and her sons.

The emperor himself, and all thy foes;

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel.

And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart.

What says Andronicus to this device!

TH. Marcus, my brother 1 'tis sad Titus calls.

Enter Marcus.

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius;

Thou Shalt inquire him out among the Goths :

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him
Some of the chiefest princes ol the Goths ;

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are

:

Toll him the emperor, and the empress too,

Fe.ist at my house, and he shall feast with them.

This do thou for my love ; and so let Inm,

As he regards his aged father's life.
. , ,. .,

Mar. 'This will I do, and soon return again. [b.\i/.

Tain. Now will I hence about thy business.

And take my ministers along with nie.
.

Tit. Nay. nay. let Rape and Murder stay with me ;

Or else I'll call my brother back af;ain.

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius.

Tam. 'Aside to them.] What say you, boys? will

you abide with him.
Whiles I go tell iny lord the emperor.
How I h.i've govern d our determin'd jest?

'Vicld to his humour, smooth and speak him fair.

And tarry with him till I turn again.

Tit. \,Aside.\ I know Ihcm all, though they suppose

nio mad

;

And will o'er-reach them in their own devices,

A iJair of cursed hellhounds, and their dam.
Dem. (^jirfi Co Tam.] Mailaiu, depart at plctsurc;

leave us here.
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Tiiin. rarewell, AiKlrouicus ; Rc^-eiige now .,'oci

To lay a complot to betray thy foes.

I
Izxit Tamo

Ttt. I know thou dost ; and, sweet Revenge, fare-

well.

i'hi. Tell us, old man, how shall we be employ'd!
Tit. Tut, I have work cnou£;h for you to do.

Fublius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine I

Enter Publius and others.

Pub. What is your will ?

Tit. Know you these two ?

Pnb. The empress* sons,

I take them. Chiron and Demetrius.
Tit. Fie, Publius, fie I thou art too nuich dcceiv'd

;

The one is Murder, Rape is the other's name;
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius:
Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them ;

Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour.
And now I find it ; therefore bind them sure ;

And stop their mouths, if they begin to crj-.

\lixit Titus. Publius, &-c., seize Chiron
and Demetrius

Chi. Villains, forbear 1 we are the empress' sons.
Pub. And therefore do we what we are com-

manded.
Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word.
Is he sure bound t look that you bind them fast.

Re-enter Titus Andronicus, ^vith Lavinia ; shebearin^
a bason, and he a knife.

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia ; look, thy foes are
bound.

Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to me

;

But let them hear what fearful words I utter.
villains, Chiron and Demetrius I [mud j

Here stands the spring whom j'ou have stain'd with
This goodly summer with your winter niix'tl.

You kill'd her husband ; and, for that vile fault,
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death.
My h.ind cut off, and made a merry jest

;

Roth her sweet hands, her tongue, and that more dear
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity.
Inhuman traitors, you constrain'd and forc'd.
What would you say. if I should let you speak ?

Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace.
Hark, wretches ! how I mean to martyr you.
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats.
Whilst that Lavinia tween her stumps doth hold
The basou that receives your guilty blood.
You know your mother means to feast with me.
And calls herself Revenge, and tliinks mc mad :

Hark, villains ! I will grind your bones to dust.
And with your blood and it I'll make a paste

,

And of the paste .-i coffin I will re,ir.

And make two pasties of your shameful heads ;And bid that strumpet, your unh.allow'd dam.
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase.
This is the fe.ast that I have bid her to.

And this the banquet she shall surfeit on :

Tor worse than Philomel you us'd my d.iuglitcr,
And worse than Prognc 1 will be revengd :

And now prepare your throats. I.*ivinia, come,
(He cuts thtir throats.

Receive the blood : and when that they arc dead.
Let lue go grind their bones to powder snuUl,
And with this hateful litjuor temper it;

And in that paste let their vile heads be bak'd.
Come, come, be every one officious
To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove
More stern and bloody than the Centaurs' feast.
So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook.
And sec them ready 'gainst their mother comes.

[hxeiint, bearini; the dead bodies.

SCENE HI.—The Same. A pavilion.

Hitler Lucius, Marcus and Coths, tuilh Aaron,
prtioner.

Inc. Uncle Marcus, since it is my father's mind.
That 1 repair to Rome. I .ini content. (will

J Coth. And ours, with thine, befall what fortune
I-nc. Good nncle, take yon in this barbarous Moor,

This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil

;

Let him receive nooiustcnance, fetter him.
Till he be brought unto the empress' face,
I'nr testimony of her foul (irocecdings :

All 1 sec the ambush of our friends be strong
;

1 fwar llic emperor means no yood 10 us.
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A.rr. .Some devil \vliisper curses in mine ear.
.\nd prompt me, that my tongue m.ay utter forth
The venomous malice of my swelling lieart

!

Luc. Away, inhuman clog 1 unhallow'd slave I

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in.

\Excunt Goths with Aaron. Flourish
luard.

The trumpets show the emperor is at hand.
Enter Saturninus and Taiuora, -with ./Emilius, Tri-

bunes. Senators, aitd others.
Sat. Wliat, hath the firmament more suns than

Luc. 'What boots it thee, to call thyself a sun?
Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the

These quarrels must oe quietly debated, (parlc;
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end,
1-or peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome

:

Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your
Sat. Marcus, we will. [places.

\_Hautboys sound. The company sit
down at table.

Enter Titus, dressed liA:e a eooi.'Lavima, I'eiled.youn^
Lucius, and others. Titus places the dishes on
the tabic.

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord ; welcome, dread
queen

;

Welcome, ye warlike Goths; ivelcome, Lucius;
And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor,
'Twill fill your stomachs ; please you eat of it.

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus?
Tit. Because I would be sure to have all well,

To entertain your highness, and your empress.
7'ajii. We are beholden to you. good Andronicus.
Tit. And if your highness knew my heart, you

My lord the emperor, resolve me this : [were.
Was it well done of rash Virginius,
To slay his daughter with his own right hand.
Because she was enforced, stain'd, and deflower'd?
Sat. It was, Andronicus.
Tit. Your reason, mighty lord I [shame.
Sat. Because the girl should not survive her

.\iul by her presence still renew his sorrows.
Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual

;

.V ijattern, precedent, and lively warrant.
I-'or me most wretched, to perform the like :

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee

;

. , . , , ,
[Kills r..avinia.

And, with thy shame, thy father's sorrow die

!

.Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural and nnkiiid?
Ttt. Kill'd her, for -whom my tears have m.iilc me

I am as woful as Virginius was, IbluuL
And have a thousaii'd times more cause than he
To do this outrage ; and it is now done.
Sat. What, was she ravish'd? tell who did the

fleed. (nessfccd?
Tit. Will't please you cat? will'l please your high-
Tarn. M'hy hast thou slain thine only daughter

thus?
Tit. Not I ; 'twas Chiron and Demetrius :

They ravish'd her. and cut away her tongue :

And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong.
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us presently.
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pie:

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed.
Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred.
'Tis true, 'tis true ; \vitness my knife's sharp [joint,

,. . r,. , . . , . . \Kills Tamora.
Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed 1

fA-///r litus.
Luc. Can the son s eye behold his father bleed ?

There's meed for meetl, death for a deadly deed 1

[AV//J Saturniniis. A great tumult Tlu people
in (on/usion disperse. Marcus. Lucius, and
thctrpartiians. ascend the steps ofT\\wi house.

Mar. You sad-fac'd men. people and sonsof Rome,
By uproar sever'd, like a flight of fowl
Sc.attcr'd by winds and high tempestuous gusts,
O, let me teach you how to knit again
This scatter'd corn into one mutual sheaf.
These broken limbs again into one body

;

Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself.
And she. whom inigliiy kingdoms court sy to,
I.ike a forlorn anil ilcperate cast-away.
Do shameful execution on herself.
Hut if my frosty signs and chaps of age.
Grave witne.sscs of true e.xpcricntc, X X
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Cannot induce you to attend my words,

I
To Lucius.

I
Speal<, Rome's dear friend : as erst our

ancestor,
Wlien with his solemn tonffue he did discourse

To love-sick Dido's sad attending ear.

The storv of that baleful burning ni;;ht

When subtle Greeks surpris'd km? I'riam's Troy,
Tell us what Sinon hath bewitch'cTour ears.

Or wlio hath brous;ht the fatal engine in,

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound.
My heart is not compact of flint, nor steel;

Nor can 1 utter ail our bitter grief,

But floods of tears will drown my oratory.

And break my very utterance, even i' the time
When it should move you to attend me most.
Lending your kind commiseration.
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale ;

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak.
. Liic. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you.
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother ;

And they it was that ravished our sister ;

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ;

Our father's tears despis'd, and basely cozen'd

Of that true hand that fought Rome's quarrel out,

And sent her enemies unto the grave.
Lasllv, myself unkindly banished.
The gates shut on me, and turned weeping out.

To beg relief among Rome's enemies

;

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears.

And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend

:

And 1 am the turn'd-forth, be it known to you,
That have preserv'd her welfare in my blood ;

And from her bosom took the enemy's point.

Sheathing the steel in my adventurous body.
Alas, you know I am no vaunter, I

;

^Iy scars can witness, dumb although they are,

That my report is just and full of truth.

But. soft ! methinks I do digiess too much.
Citing my worthless praise ! O, pardon me ;

Vox when no friends are by, men praise themselves.
Mar. Now is my turn to speak. Behold this child,—

[Po!>i/v!£' to the child in the amis 0/ an
Attendant.

Of this was Tamora delivered

;

The issue of an irreligious Moor,
Chief architect and plotter of these woes

:

The villain is alive in Titus' house,
Damn'd as he is, to witness this is true.

Now judge what cause had Titus to revenge
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience,

<3r more than any living man could bear. [mans S

Now you have heard the trutli, what say you Ro-
Have we done aught amiss 7 Show us wherein.
And, from the place where you behold us now,
The poor remainder of Andronici
Will, hand in hand, all headlong ca-jt us down.
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains.

And make a mutual closure of our house.
Kpc.ik, Romans, speak ; and if you say wc shall,

Lo, hand in hand. Lucius and I will fall.

A^.:nil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome,
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand,
Lucius, our emperor ; for well I know
The common voice do cry, it shall be so.

JComans. Lucius, all hail ! Rome's royal emperor !

Mar. [Ta Attendants.] Go, go into old Titus'

sorrowful house.

A nd hither hale that misbelieving Moor,
To be adjudg'd some direful slaughtering death.
As punishment for his most wicked life.

{Exit Attendants
Lucius, Marcus, <&"«., descend.

Romans. Lucius, all hail! Rome's gracious go
vcrnor

!

Liic. Thanks, gentle Romans : may 1 govern so.

To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away lier woe !

But, gentle people, give me aim a while.
For nature puts me to a heavy task

:

Stand all aloof;—but, uncle, draw you near.
To shed obsequious tears upon this tnmk.
O, take this warra kiss on thy pale cold lip.s,

\K'i.7ses Titus.
These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-staiii'd face.
The last true duties of thy noble son !

Mar. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for 'kiss.

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips :

O, were the sum of these that I should pay
Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them. (us
Lnc. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and leant of

To melt in showers : thy grandsire lov'd thee well

:

Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee.
Sung thee asleep, his lovin.g breast thy pillow ;

Many a matter hath he told to thee.
Meet and agreeing with thine infancy

;

In that respect, then, like ,1 loving child.
Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring.
Because kind nature doth require it so

;

Friends should associate friends in grief and woe •

Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave

;

Do him that kindness, and take leave of liim.

Boy. O grandsire. grandsire ! even with all my heart
Would I were dead, so you did live again I

Lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping;
My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth.

Re-cttter Attendants, u*ith Aaron.

I Rotn. You sad Andronici. have done with woes!
Give sentence on this execrable wretch.
That hath been breeder of these dire events.
Luc. Set him breast-deep in earth, and fantishhim ,

There let him stand, .and rave, and cry for food;
If any one relieves or pities him.
For the otfence he dies. This is our doom

:

Some stay to see him fasten'd in the earth.
Aar. O, why should wrath be mute, and fury dumb!

1 am no baby, I, that with base prayers
I should repent the evils I have done

:

Ten thousand worse than ever yet I did
Would I perform, if I might have my will •

If one good deed in all my life I did,

I do repent it from my very soul.

Iaic. Some loving friends convey the emperor
And give him burial in his father's grave : (iiencc.
My father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith
Be closed in our household's monument.
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora,
No funeral rite, nor tnan in mournful weeds.
No mournful bell shall ring her burial

;

But throw her forth to beasts and birds of prey :

Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity

;

And, being so, shall have like want of pity.
See justice done on Aaron, that damn'd Moor,
By whom our heavy haps had their beginning

;

Then, afterwards, to order well the state,

That like events may ne'er it ruinate. \Iixeui:t,
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SCENE,

—

Dispersedty in various Countries.

ACT I.

Before the Palace <7/"Antioch.

Enter Gower.

To sing a song that old was sung.
From ashes ancient Gower is come ;

Assuming man's infirmities.

To glad your ear, and please your eyes
It hath been sung at festivals.

On ember eves, and holy-ales

;

And lords and ladies in their lives

Have read it for restoratives

:

The purchase is to make men glorious

;

Et bonuiii qui> ajitiquius, eo melius.

I f you, born in these latter tm-.es.

When wit's more ripe, accept my rhymes,
And that to hear an old man sing.

May to your wishes pleasure bring,

I life would wish, and that I might
Waste it for you, like taper-light.

This Antioch, then. Antiochus the gre.-it

Built up, this city, for his chiefest seat

;

The fairest in all Syria ;

I tell you what mine authors say

;

This icing unto him took a pheere.
Who died and left a female heir.

So buxom, blithe, and full efface.
As heaven had lent her all his grace :

Willi whom the father liking took.
And her to incest did provoke

:

Bad child ; worse father ! to entice his own
To evil, should be done by none

:

By custom what they did beirin,

\vas with long use account no sin.

The beauty of this sinful dame
Made many princes thither frame.
To seek her as a bed-fellow.
In marriage pleasures play-fellow

:

Which to prevent, he made a law.
To keep her still, and men in awe.
That wlio?o ask'd her fir his wife.

His riddle told not. lost his life

;

So for her many a wight did die.
As yon grim looks do testify.

What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye
I give, my cause who best can justify. \Ilxi!.

SCENE L—Antioch. A Room in the Palme.

Enter Antiochus. Pericles, atui Attendants.

Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large
The danger of tne task you undertake. (rcctiv'tl

Per. I have. Antiochus ; and. wth a soul
I'tmbolden'd with the glory of her praise.
Think death no haAird in this enterprise.
Ant. Bring in our d.iui;liter, clothed like a bride,

For the embracenienis even of Jove himself;
At whose conception, till Lticiua rcign'd,
Natuie this dowry gave, lo glad her proscnce

;

The senate-house of planets all did sit.

To knit m her their best perfections. \Music.
Enter the Daughter o/ Antiochus.

Per. See where she comes, apparell'd like tlte

spring,
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king
Of every virtue gives renown to men I

Her face the book of praises, where is read
Nothing but curious pleasures* as trom thence

\
Sorrow were ever ras'd. and testy wrath
(Could never be her mild companion.

I'

Ye gods, that made me man, and sway in love.

That have inflam'd desire in my breast.
To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree,

Or die in the adventure, be my helps.
As I am son and servant to your will,

I

To compass such a boundless happiness 1

' Ant. Prince Pericles,

—

,' Per. That would be son to great Antiochus.
Attt. Before thee stands this fair Hcsperides,

iWith
golden fruit, but dangerous to be loucliM;

For death-like dra^'ons here affright thee hard

:

Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view

I

Her countless glory, which desert must gain ;

And which, without desert, because thine eye
'Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die,

.Yon sometime famous pnnces, like thyself,

I
Drawn by report, adventurous by desire.

Tell thee, with speechless tongues, and semblance pale,
That, without covering, save yon field of stars.

jThey here stand martyrs, slain in Cupid's w.irs ;

t And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist,

I For going on death's net, whom none resist.

1 Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught
My frail mortality to know itself.

And by those fearful objects to prepare

I
This body, like to them, to what 1 must

:

j
For death remember'd should be like a mirror,

I
Who tells us, life 's but breath; to trust it, error.
I'll make my will, then ; and, as sick men do,
V/ho know the world, see heaven, but feeling woe.
Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did

:

So, I bequeath a happy peace to you,
.\nd all good men, as every prince should do :

.My riches to tlie earth from whence they came

;

t To tite Daughter ryAntiochu"!.
But my unspotted fire of love to you.
Thus, ready for the way of life or death,
I wait the sharpest blow.
Ant. Scorning advice ; read the conclusion then;

Which read and not expoumled, 'tis decreetl.
As these before thee, thou thyselfshalt bleed.
Daitgh. Of all, 'say'd yet, mayst thou prove pros-

perous I

Of all, 'say'd yet. I wish thee happiness!
I'er. Like a bold ch.ami>ion, 1 assume the lists,

Nur ask advice of any order thought
Hut faithfulness, an<l courage. | Keads tlit riddle,

•• I am no -viper, yet Ifeed
On mother sJtesH which did me breed

:
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J sought a JiiisbaVid, in tultich labour,
I/ottttd that kindness in afather :

He's father, son, and husband jnild^

I mother, lui/e, andyet his child ;

Hoiv they may be, ajidyet in tiuo,

^syon will live, resolve ityou."
Sharp physic is the last : but, O you powers !

Tl'.at i:five heaven countless eyes to view men's acts,
Why cloud they not their sights perpetually,
If this be true, which makes me pale to read it?

[ Takes the hand ofthe Princess.
Fair glass of light. I lov'd you, and could still,

AV'cre not this glorious casket stor'd with ill

:

Hut 1 uuist tell you.—now my thoughts revolt

;

J-'or he"s no man on whom perfections wait,
That, knowing sin within, will touch the gate,
You're a fair viol, and your sense the strmgs

;

^Vho, finger'd to make men his lawful music.
Would draw heaven down, and all the gods, to

hearken;
But being play d upon before your time,
Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime.
Good sooth. 1 care not for you.
Ant, Prince Pericles, touch not, upon thy life,

For that's an article within our law.
As dangerous as the rest. Your time's expir'd :

Either expound now, or receive your sentence.
Per. Great king.

Few love to hear'the sins they love to act :

'Twould braid yourself too near for me to tell it.

Who has a book of all that monarchs do.
He's more secure to keep it shut than shown :

I-'or vice repeated, is like the wandering wind,
Blows dust in others' eyes, to spread itself;

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear.
The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear

,

To stop the air would hurt them. Tlie blind mol
casts

Copp'd hills towards heaven, to tell the earth is

throng'd
Ey man's oppression ; and the poor worm doth die

for 't.

Kings are earth's gods ; in vice their law's their will

;

Ajid if Jo\e stray, who dares say Jove doth ill!

It is enough you know ; and it is fit.

What being more known grows worse, to smother it.

All love the womb that their first being bred.
Then give my tongue like leave to love niy head.
Ant. \^Aside.\ Heaven, that I had thy head I he

has found the meaning :

But I will gloze with him.

—

{Aloud.'] Young prince of
Tyre,

Though by the tenour of our strict edict.
Your exposition misinterpreting.
We might proceed to cancel of your days;
Yet hope, succeeding from so fair a tree
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise :

i'^orty days longer we do respite you

;

1 f by which time our secret be undone.
This mercy shows we'll joy in such a son:
And until then your entertain shall be.
As doth befit our honour, and your worth.

\Exeuntail ^/^^ Pericles,
Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin I

When what is done is like a hypocrite.
The which is good in nothing but in sight 1

Jt it be true that 1 interpret false.

Then were it certain you ^vere not so bad.
As with foul incest to abuse your soul ;

'\\'liere now you're both a father and .1 son,
liy your untimely claspings with your child,
(Which pleasure fits a husband, not a father ;)

AtuI she an eater of her mother's flesh,

J;y the defiling of her parent's bed;
And both like serpents are. who though they feed
thi sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed.
Antioch. farewell I for wisdom sees, lliose men
l*lush not in actions blacker than the night.
^\'ill shun no course to keep them from the light.
One sin. I know, another doth provoke:
Murtler's as near to lust, as flame to smoke

:

Poison and treason are the hands of sin.

Ay. .and the targets, to put off the shame

;

Then, lest my life be cropp'd to keep you clear.
By flight I'll shun the danger which I fear. \Ex:t.

Ke-enter Antiochus.
Ant. He hath found the meaning, for the which we

To have his head. Liue.iu

He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy.
Nor tell the world, Antiochus doth sin
In such .a loathed manner ;

And therefore instantly this prince must die ;
For by his fall my honour must keep high.
Who attends us there?

Enter Thaliard.
Thai. Doth your highness call ?
Ant. Thaliard,

You're of our chamber, and our mind p.-irtakes
Her private actions to your secrecy :

And for your faithfulness we will advance you.
Thaliard, behold, here's poison, and here's gold ;We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou nmst kill him

:

It fits thee not to ask the reason why,
liecanse we bid it. Say, is it done!

'!''"xl. iMy lord,
'Tis done.
Ant. Enough.—

Enter a Messenger.
Let your breath cool yourself, telling your haste.
Mess. My lord, prince Pericles is fled.
Ant. As thou

\yilt hve, fly after : and, as an arrow, shot
hroni a well-experienc'd archer, hits the mark
His eye doth level at, so thou ne'er return
Unless thou say " Prince Pericles is de.ad."

7'hal. My lord.
If I can get him within my pistol's length.
I'll make him sure : so, farewell to yoiir highness.
A lit. Thaliard, adieu. [E.xit'l\\vA.

Till Pericles be dead.
My heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit.

SCENE II.—Tyre. The Palace.

I'.nter Pericles. Helicanus, and other Lords apart.

Per. Let none disturb us.

—

\V'hj' should this change of thoughts.
The sad companion, dull-eyd melancholy.
Be my so us'd a guest, as not an hour.
In the day's glorious walk, or peaceful night,
(The tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed me

quiet ?

Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine ej'es shun
And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch, Ithcin ;

\\'hose arm seems far too short to hit me here :

Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits.

Nor yet the other's distance comfort me.
Then it is thus : the passions of the mind.
That have their first conception by mis-dread.
Have after-nourishment and life by care :

And what was first but fear what might be done.
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done.
And so with me;—the great Antiochus
('Gainst whom 1 am too little to contend.
Since he's so great, can make his will his act,)

W'ill think me speaking, though I swear to silence;
Nor boots it me to s-ay I honour Iiim,

if he suspect I may dishonour him:
And what may make him Mush in being known.
He'll stop the course by which it might be known.
With hostile forces he'll o'erspread the laud.
And with the ostent of war will look so huge.
Amazement shall drive courage from the state ;

t)ur men be vanquish'd ere they do resist.

And subjects punish'd that ne'er thought oflfence :

Which care of them, not pity of myself,
( Who am no more but as the tops of trees.
Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend

them);
Makes buth my body pine, and soul to languish,
.\nd punish that before, that he would punish.

[Hel. and Lords approach.
I Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred breast 1

Q Lord. And keep your inind, till you return to ns.

Peaceful and comfortable.
Ilel. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue

riiey do abuse the king, that flatter him

:

1-or flattery is the bellows blows up sin

;

rile thing the which is flatter'd, but a spark,
lO which th.at blast gives heat and stronger glowing;
Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order,
hits kings, as they are men, for they may err.

When signior Sooth, here, docs proclaim a peace,
1 le flatters you, makes war upuii your lite

;

Prince, pardon me. or strike me, if yuii ple.ise ;

A'^tv/;';;,r.] 1 cannot be much lower than my knees.
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Fti- All leave u? else : but let your cares o'er-look

What shipping aiid what ladinj; s in our haven.
AnJ tlicn return to us.^ [Exemtt Lords

Helicanus, tliou

Hast niovid us : v, hat seest thou in our looks !

Hil. An angry brow, dread lord.

P,:r 1 f there be siicli a dart in prince's frowns,
How durst thv ton£ji:c move ansrer to our face ?

Nil. How dare the plants look up to heaven, from
wlience

They have their nourishment

!

Per. Thou know'st I have power
To take thy life irom thee.

//<•/. I have ground the axe myself
Do you but strike the blow.

Pi-r. Rise, pr'ythec, rise.

Sit down : thou art no flatterer

:

I tliank thee for it ; and heaven forbid.

That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid :

I-it counsellor, and servant for a prince,
Wiio by tliy wistloin mak'st a prince thy ser\'ant,

\\'hat wouldst thou have me do?
Ht'i. To bear with patience

Such fjriefs as you yourself do lay upon yourself
/Vr. Thou speak'st like a physician, Helicanus,

That minister'st <a potion unto me.
That thou v.-ouldst tremble to receive thyself.

Attend me. then : I went to Antioch,
Where, as tliou know'st. .against the face of death,
I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty.
From whence an issue I might propagate.
Are anns to princes, and brmg joys to subjects.
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder

;

The rest (hark in thine car) as black as incest

:

Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father
Scem'd not to strike, but smooth : but thou know'sl

this

'Tis time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss.

Which fear so grew in me. I hither fled,

Under the covering of a careful night.
Who seem'd my good protector : and. being here,
lielhought me what was past, what might succeed.
I knew liim tyrannous ; and tyrants' fears
Decrease not, but grow faster than the years.
And should he doiibt it, (as no doubt he doth.)
That I should open to the listening air.

How many worthy princes' bloods were shed,
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope.
To lop that doubt he'll fill this land with arms,
Anrl make pretence of wrong that I have done him ;

\\'hen all. for mine, if I may call 't. offence.

Must feel war's blow, who spares not innocence

:

\Mnch love to all. (of which thyself art one.
Who now reprov'st me for it.)

J/tl. Alas, sir I

J'ir. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my
cheeks.

Musings into my mind, with thousand doubts
Ibiw 1 miglit Slop this tempest, ere it came;
And finding little comfort lo relieve them,
1 thought it princely ch.arity to grieve them.

Jlet. Well, my lord, since you Iiave given me leave
to ! ak.

I'reely will I speak. Antiochus you fear.

And justly too, 1 think, you fear the tyr.uit.

Who either by public war, or private treason.
Will take away your life.

Therefore, my lord, go travel for awhile.
Till that his rage anclanger be forgot.

Or till the Dcsrinits do cut his thread of life.

^'our rule direct to any ; if to me.
Uay serves not light more faithful than I'll be.

J'ir. I do not doubt thy faith ;

l>Lit should he wrong my liberties in my absence?
yA'/. We'll mingle our bloods together in the earth.

I-rom whence we hail our being and our birth.

J'er. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and to
1 h.arsus

Intend my travel, where I'M hear from thee;
And by whose letter-. III dispose myi.elf.

1 he c.ire I had. ..n<l have, of subjects' goo<l.
On tliee I'll lay. whose wisdom's strength can bear it

I II t.ike Ihy word fiu- f.iiih, not ask thuie oath :

Who shuns not to break one, will sure crack both

:

Hut in our orbs we'll live so round and safe.
That time of both this truth shall ne'er convince,
'Xliuu sUoiv'dst a subject's shine, I a true prince,

'JiXfllllt.

SCENE 111. -Tyre. Ak Ar.tecUmnber
P.iLv,:.

!hc

£«i'tfr Thaliard.

Thai. So. this is Tyre, and this the court. Here
Luust. 1 kill king Pericles ; and if I do not. I am sure
to be hanged at home : 'tis dangerous. NVell. I fer-
ceive he was a wise fellow, and had good discretion,

diat, being bid to ask what he would of the king, de-
sired he might know none of his secrets : now do I

see he had some reason for it ; for if a king bid a man
lie ;i villain, he is bound by the indenture of his oath
lo be one. Hush I here come the lords of Tyre.

linUr Helicanus. Escanes, and other Lords.
Hcl. You shall not need, my fellow peers of Tyre,

Further to question me of your king's departure ;

His seal'd commission, left in trust with me,
Dotli speak sufficiently, he's gone to travel.

Thai. {Aside. | How ! the king gone !

//</. If further yet you will be satisfied,

U'hy. as it were unlicens'd of j'our loves.

He would depart. I'll give some hght unro you.
Being at Antioch

—

Thai. [Aside.
|

What from Antioch ?

Nel. Royal Antiochus (on what cause 1 know not)

Took some displeasure at him ; at least, he judg'il so ".

And doubting lest that he had err'd or sinn'd.

To show his sorrow, he'd correct himself;
So puts himself unto the shipman's toil,

With whom each minute threatens life or death.
Thai. \Aside. ) Well, I perceive

I shall not be hang'd now, although I would

;

But since he's gone, the kinfr's seas must please :

He 'scap'd the'land, to perish at the sea.

I'll present myself. \Aloiid.] Peace to the lords of
Tyre.

Hel. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome.
Thai. From him I come.

With message unto princely Pericles

;

Ijut since my landing I have understood
Your lord hath betook himself to unknown travels.

My message must return from whence it came.
Hel. We have no reason to desire it.

Commended to our master, not to us

:

Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,
.\s friends to Antioch, we mxiy feast in Tyre.

[T.\e:i>it.

SCENE IV.—Tharsus. A Room in the Grjertior's
House,

r.nter Cleon, Dionyza, and Attendants.

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here.
And by relating tales of other's griefs.

See if 'twill te.ach us to forget our own?
Dio. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it

For who digs hills because they do aspire,
throws down one mountain to cast up a higher.
O my distressed lord, even such our griefs ;

Here they're but felt, and seen with mischiefs eyes.
But like to)froves, being topp'd, they higher ri5.e.

Cle. O Dionyza,
Wlio wanteth food, ami will not say he wants it,

<Jr can conceal his hunger, till he famish t

Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep
Our woes into the air ; our eyes do weep.
Til! tongues fetch breath that may proclaim them

louder

;

That, if he.ivcn slumber, while their creatures want.
They may awake their helps to comfort them.
I'll, then, discourse our woes, felt several years.
And, wanting breath to speak, help me with tears.

Dio. I'll do my best, 'ir.

CV^.This Tharsus o'er which I have the government,
A city on whom plenty held full hand.
For riches strew d herself even in the streets

:

Whose towers bore heads so high they kiss'il the
clouds.

Anil strangers ne'er beheld, but wnnder'd at

;

Whose men and dames so jetted, and adorn'd
Like one another's glass to trim (hem by :

Their tables were siord full, to glad the sight.

And not so much to feed on .is .hlight ;

All |)overty w.is scorii'd, and pride so great.
The name of help grew odious to repeat.
y'w. o, 'tis too true. (change,
Cle. Hut see what heaven can do ! Hy this out

These mouths, whom but of late, earth, sea, and a'lr,

Were all too lillle to i-.ontent and jilease.
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Although they save their creatures in abundance.
As houses are defil'd for want of use,
Tliey are now starv'd for want of exercise :

Those palates, who, not yet two summers younger,
Must liave inventions to deliglit the taste.
Would now be glad of bread, and bejj for it

:

Those mothers, who, to nousle up their babes.
Thought nought too curious, are ready now
To eat those little darlings whom they lovd.
So sharp are hunger's teeth, that man and wife
Draw lots, who first shall die to lengthen life.

Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping;
Here many sink, yet those which see them fall.

Have scarce strength left to give them burial.
Is not this true?

Di'o. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it.

Cle. O, let those cities, that of plenty's cup
And her prosperities so largely taste.
With their superfluous riots, hear these tears I

The misery of Tharsus maybe theirs.
Enter a Lord.

Lord. Where's the lord governor?
Cle. Here.

Speak out thy sorrows which thou bring'st, in haste,
l''or comfort is too far for us to expect.
Lord. We have descried, upon uur neighbouriuy

shore,
A portly sail of ships make hitherward.

Cle. I thought as much.
One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir
That may succed as his inheritor

;

And so in ours : some neighbouring nation,
Taking advantage of ouruiisery,
Hath stufTd these hollow vessels with their power,
Toibeat us down, the which are down already;
And make a conquest of unhappy me,
Whereas no glory's got to overcome.
Lord. That's the least fear; for by the semblance

Of their white flags display'd, they bring us peace.
And come to us as favourers, not as foes.

Cic. Thou speak'st like him's untutor'd to repeat

:

Who makes the fairest show means most deceit.
But bring they what they will, and what they can.
What need we fear?
The ground's the lowest, and we are halfway there.
Go tell their gener.al we attend him here.
To know for what he comes, and whence he comes.
And what he craves.
Lord. I go, my lord. \_Exit.
Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist

;

If wars, we are unable to resist.

Enter Pericle.s, -with Attendants.
Per. Lord governor, for so we hear j-ou are.

Let not our ships and number of our men.
Be like a beacon fir'd, to amaze your eyes.
We have heard your miseries as far as Tyre,
And seen the desolation of your streets:
Nor come we to add sorrow to our tears,
But to relieve them of their heavy load :

And these our .ships you happily mav think
Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stutl'il within
AV'ith bloody veins, expecting overthrow.
Are stor'd with corn to make your needy bread.
And give them life whom hunger starv'd half dead

.///. [A"«f(V»?i'- J The gods of Greece protect you!
Aiul we'll pray for you.

Per. Rise, I pray you, rise

:

We do not look for reverence, but for love.
And harbourage for ourself, our ships, and men.

Cle. The which when any shall not gratify.
Or pay you with unthankfulness in thought.
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves.
The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils :

Till when, (the which, I hope, sh.all ne'er be seen,)
Your grace is welcome to our town and us.
Per. ^\'hich welcome we'll accent ; feast here a,

while.
Until our staro that frown lend us a smile, \_L,xeuiit.

ACT II.

Enter Gower.

Cow. Here have you seen amighty king
His child, 1 wis, to incest bring;'
•A better prince, and benign lord.
That will prove tiwful both in deed and word.

Be quiet, then, .as men sliould be.
Till he hath pass'd necessity.
I'll show you those in troubles reign.
Losing a mite, a mountain gain.
The good in conversation
(To whom I give my benison)
Is still at Tharsus, where each man
Thinks all is writ he spoken can

:

And. to remember what he does.
Build his statue to make him glorious

:

But tidings to the contrary
Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ?

Dittnb Show.
Enter, from one side, Pericles, tatkin!; with Cleon

;

their trains luith them. Enter, fi'om the other
side, a. Gentleman, luith a letter to Pericles; 7uho
sho-vs the letter to Cleon ; thengives the Messenger
a reward, atid knights htm. Exeunt Pericles,
Cleon, &€., severally.

GoTv. Good Helicane hath stay'd at home.
Not to eat honey like a drone.
From others' labours ; for though he strive
To killcn bad, keep good alive
And, to fulfil his prince' desire,
Sends word of all that haps in Tyre

:

How Thaliard came full bent with sin
And hid intent to murder him ;

And that in Tharsus was not best
Longer for him to make his rest.

He, knowing so, put forth to seas.
Where when men been, there's seldom case

;

For now the wind begins to blow

;

Thunder above, andcieeps below,
Make such unquiet, that the ship
Should house him safe, is wreck'd and split

;

And he, good prince, having all lost.

By waves from coast to coast is tost ;

All perishen of man, of pelf,

Ne aught escapen but himself;
Till fortune, tir'd with doing bad,
Threw him ashore, to give him glad :

And here he comes. What shall be next.
Pardon old Gower,—this 'longs the text. [jT.-, ;7.

SCENE I.—Pentapolis. An open Place t'y

the Seaside.

Enter Pericles, 7vet.

Per. Yet cease your ire, you angry stars of heaven 1

Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man
Is but a substance that must yield to you

;

And I, as fits my nature, do obey you

:

Alas, the sea hath cast tne on the rocks,
Wasli'd me from shore to shore, and left me brcatli
Nothing to think on, but ensuing death:
I-ct it suffice the greatness of your powers.
To have bereft a prince of aU his fortunes

;

And having thrown him from your watery grave,
Here to have death in peace is all he'll crave.

Enter three Fishermen.
I Eish. What, ho. Pilch !

L' Eish. Ho, come, .and bring away the nets 1

I Eish. What, Patch-breech, I say !

3 Pish. What say you, master?
I Eish. Look how thou stirrest now ! come aw.iy,

or I'll fetch thee with a wannion.
3 Fish. 'Faith, master, I am thinking of the poor

men, that were cast away before us even uiiw.
Eish. Alas, poor souls 1 it grieved my heart to

hear what pitiful cries they m.ide to us to help tlieui,

when, wcU-a-day, we could scarce help ourselves.

3 Eish. Nay, master, said not I .as nuicli, when 1

saw the porpus, how he bounced and tinublcdV thej-

say, they are half fish, half flesh : a plague on them !

they ne'er come, but I look to be washed. Master, 1

arvel how the fishes live in the sea.
I Eish. Why, as men do a-!and,—the great ones

eat up the little ones : I can compare our rich miser,
to nothing so fitly as to a whale : 'a plays and tiu«bles.
driving the poor fry before him, and at last tlevours
them all at a mouthful : such whales have I hearil on o'

•he land,' who never leave gaping, till they've
allowed the whole parish, church, steeple, bells,

land all.

Per. [Aside.] A pretty nior.al.

Fish. But, master, if 1 had been the sexton, I

kvould have been th.at day in the belfry.
" ' ' Why, man ?

because lie should have swallowed me too

:
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and when I liad been in his belly, T would have kept
such a jimsjlin.cr of the bolls, that he should never have
fcft, till he cast bells, steeple, church, and parisli. up
ai;ain. But if the good kinjj Simonides were of niy

jiind.

—

Pcf. [.isiiii:] .Simonides?

3 F:s/t. We would purge the land of these drones.

Ili'at rob the bee of her h'onej'.

P^r. [^Is:iic.\ How from the finny subject of the sea

These fishers tell the infirmities of men :

And from their watery empire recollect

All that may men approve, or men detect !—
\M!oiui.\ Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen.

2 Fish. Honest ! good fellow, what's that ? if it be
n day fits you, search out of the calendar, and nobody
look^fter it.

- J'er. You may see, the sea hath cast me on your
co.ist.

2 Fish. What a drunken knave was the sea, to cast

Ihce in our way I

Per. A man whom both the waters and the wind,

In that v.ist tennis-court, have made the ball

)-'or them to play upon, entreats you pity him ;

He asks of you, that never us'd to beg
I Fish, No, friend, cannot you beg! here's them

in our country of Greece, gets more' with begging,
than we can do with working.

1 Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes, then?
Per. I never practised it.

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure ; for here's

nothing to be got now-a-days, unless thou canst fish

Per. What I have been, I have forgot to know

:

livit what I am, want teaches nie to think on :

A man throng'd up with cold : my veins are chill,

And have no more of life, than may suffice

Ti> give my tongue that "neat to ask your help

;

Which if you shall refuse, when I aiii dead.
For that 1 am a man, pray see nie buried.

I Fish. Die, quoth-a ? Now, gods forbid it I I have
.T gown here; come, put it nn; keep thee warm.
Now, afore nie, a handsome fellow! Come, thou .shall

go home, and we'll have flesh for holidays, fisli for

fasting days, and moreoer puddings and flap-jacks

;

and thou shalt be welcome.
Per. I thank you, sir.

1 Fish. Hark you, ray friend, you said you could
not beg.
Per. I did but cr.ave.

= Fish. But crave 1 Then ni turn cr.^ver too, and
so I sh.dl 'scape whipping.

Per. Why, are ."ill your Degears whipped, then?
2 Fish. O, not all, my friend, not all j for if all

ytir beggars were whipped, 1 would wish no better
fiftice than to be beadle. But, m.isiter. I'll go draw
up the net. {FxU with third Fisherman.
Per. How well this honest mirth becomes their

labour 1

I Fish. Hark you, sir ; do you know where you
are?
Per. Not well.

I Fish. Why. Ill tell you : this is called Pcntapolis,

and our king, the good Simonides.
Per. The good king Simonides, do you call him?
1 Fish. Ay, sir; and he deserves to be so called,

for his peaceable reign, and good government.
Per. He isa happy king, since he gains from his

subjects the name of goort by his government. How
far IS his court distant from this shore ?

I Fish. Marry, sir. half a day's journey : and Fll

tell you. he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is

her birth-day ; and there are princes and knights
come from all parts of the world, fo just and tourney
for her love.

Per. Were my fortunes equal to my desires, I could
wish to make one there.

1 Fish. O, sir, things must be as they may ; and
what a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for j—his
ivife's soul.

—

Re-enter second and third Fishermen, drawinf^
nf a tut.

2 Fish. Help, master, helpl here's a fish h.tn^js

in the net, like a pf>or mans right in the law; 'twil!

h.irdly come out. Hal bots on 't, 'tis come .it Last

and 'tis turned to a rusty armour.
Per. An armour, friends 1 1 pray you, let me see

it.

Thanks, forlunc, ycl. that .ifter all my crosses.

Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself

;

.•\nd though il w.is mine own, ])art of my heritage,
\Vhich my dead father did bequeath to me.
With this strict charge, even as he left his life,
•

' K<:ep il, my Pericles : it hath been a shield
' Tiuixt 7ne anddeath ;"—andpointed to this brace

;

—
•'For that itsav'dme, keep it : in like necessity.

The -which the i;ods protect thee from I it may de\

fend thee."
It kept where 1 kept, I so dearly lov'd it

;

Till the rough seas, that spare not any man, [again :

Took it in rage, though c.ilm'd. they have given t

I thank thee for 't : my shipwreck now 's no ill,

Since I have here my father's gift in 's will.

I Fish. What mean you, sir ?

Pcj: To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of worth.
For it was somelime target to a king

;

I know it by this mark. He lov'd irie dearly.
And, for his sake, I wish the having of it

;

.\utl that yon 'd guide me to your sovereign's court,
\Vhere with it I may appear a gentleman

;

And if that ever my low fortunes better,

I'll pay your bounties ; till then, rest your debtor.
I Fish. Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady !

Per. I'll show the virtue I have borne in arms.
1 Fish. Why, do ye take it ; and the gods give thee

good on 't !

2 Fiih. .\y, but hark you, my friend ; 'twas we that
made up this garment tlirough the rough seams of thu
water: there are certain condolements. certain vails.

I hope, sir, ifyou thrive, you'll remember from whence
you had it.

Per. Believe it, I will.

By your furtherance I am cloth'd in steel

;

And, spite of all the rupture of the sea.
This jewel holds his biding on my arm ;

Unto thy value will I mount myself
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread.

Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided
Of a pair of bases.

2 Fish. We'll sure provide : thou shalt have my best
gown to make thee a pair ; and I'll bring thee to the
court myself.

Per. Then honour be but a goal to my will.

This day I'll rise, or else add ill to ilL \,Fxeimt.

SCENE II.—Pentapolis. yt Plat/ortn leadinir ta
the Lists. A Pavilion near it, for the i-cception

ofthe King, Princess, Ladies, Lords, &-c.

Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, nnd Attendants.

Sim. Are the knights ready to begin the triumph?
I Lord. They are. my liege

;

.\nd stay your coming to present themselves.
.Sim. Keturntheni. we are ready: and our daughlLr,

In honour ofwhose birth these triumphs are.
Sits here, like beauty's child, whom nature gat
l-'ormen to see, and seeing wonder at,

\Fxita L.ird.

Thai. It plcaseth you, niy royal father, to express
.My commendations great, whose merit's less.

Sim. 'Tis fit it should be so : for princes are
.\ model, which heaven makes like to itself

:

.\s jewels lose their glorj; if neglected.
So princes their renown, ifnot respected.
Tis now your honour, daughter, !o explain
The Labour of e.ich knight m his device

Lhai. Which, to preserve mine honour. Til per-
form.

Sim. 'Who is the first that doth prefer himself?
Thai, A knight of Sparta, my renowned father;

,\nd the device he bears upon liis shiehl
Is a black Fthiop, re.iching at the sun:
The worth f.ux tita -vita mihi.
Sim. He loves you well Ih.at holds hislife of you.

[ The second Knight passes over.
Who is the second that presents himself?

I luii. A prince iif M.icedoii, my royal father

;

And the device he bears upon liis shield
Is an arm'd knight, that's comiuer'd by ,i lady ;

The motto thus, in Spanish, Pin per diilciira que pet
fiterca.

[ The ///iVrf Knight passts ovtr.
Sim And what 's the third ?



684 PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE. Aclz,

riiai. The third of Antioch ;

And his device, a wreath of clviv.ilry

;

Tiie word, i^hpotnpin pravfxit apex:
[Thefourth K\\ig}\t passes over.

Sim. What is the foiirtli?

TVJrtf'. A burning torcli, that's turned upside down
The word, Oui?^ me atif, vie exluti^itit.

Sioi. WhiclT shows tliat beauty hath his power and

Which can as well inflame, as it can kill.

I rheji/lh Knight Pkzsscs over.
Thai. The fifth, a hand environed with clouds,

Holdintj out gold that's by the touclistone tried :

The motto thus, Sic spectanda Jides.

[ The sixth Knight passes over.
Sim. And what's the sixth and last, the which tho

knight himself
With such a graceful courtesy deliver'd ?

Thai. He seems to be a stranger; but his present ii

A wither'd branch, that 's only green at top

;

The motto. In hae spe vivo.
Sim. A pretty moral

;

From the dejected state wherein he is.

He hopes by you his fortune yet m.ay flourish.

1 Lord, He had need mean better, than h.is out-
ward show

Can any way speak in his just commend ;

For, by his rusty outside, he appears
To have practis'd more llie whipstock. than the lance.
2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he comes

To an honour'd triumph strangely furnished.

^ Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust
Until this day, to scour it in the dust.
Sun. Opinion's but a fool, that makes us scan

The outward habit by the inward man.
But stay, the knights are coming : we'll withdraw
Into the gallery.

[E.xeun/. Great shouts, and all cry, "The
mean knight

!"

SCENE III.—Pentapolis. .-f Hall of State: a
Banquetprepa red.

Jziiter Simonides, Thaisa, Marshal. Ladies. Lords,
Attendants, and the Kmghtsyrom tilling':

Sim. Knights,
To say you're welcome were superfluous.
To place upon the volume of your deeds.
As in a title-page, your worth in arms,
AVere more than you expect, or more than's fit.

Since every worth in show commends itself.

I*repare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast

:

"i'ou are princes, and my guests.
T/iai. But you, my kmght and guest

;

To whom this wreath of victory I give.
And crown you king of this day's happiness.
Per, 'Tis more "Dy fortune, lady, than by merit.
Sim. Call it by what you wilt, the day is yours :

And here, I hope, is none that envies it.

In framing an artist, art hath thus decreed.
To make some good, but others to exceed

;

And you're her labour'd scholar.—Come, cjueen o"

the feast,

(For, daughter, so you are.) here take your place

:

Marshal tlie rest, as tliey deserve their grace.
Knights, We are honour'd much by good Simonides.
.Sim. Your presence glads our days: honour we love.

For who hates honour, hates the gods above.
Marshal. Sir, yond 's your place.
Per.

'

.Some other is more fit.

I Knight. Contend not, sir ; for we are gentlemen.
That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes.
Envy the great, nor do tlie low despise.

J'er. 'Vou are right courteous knights.
Sim. Sit, sir, sit.

Per. \Aside.] By Jove, I wonder, that is king of
thoughts.

These cates resist me. she but thought upon.
Thai. \Asidr.\ liy Juno, that is (|ueen

Of marriage, all the viands that I cat
Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my me.at.
Sure, he's a g.allaiit j^entleinan.
Sim. {Aside.] He s but a country gentleman ;

He has done no more than other knights have clone ;

He has broken a stalT, or so : so, let ic pass.
Thai. [Aside.] To inc he seems like diamond In

glass. [picture.
Per. [.Istdc.] Yon king 's to me like to my lathers

Which tells me in that glory once he was :

Had princes sit, like stars, about hi > throne,
.\nd he the sun. for them to reverence ;

None that behold him, but. like le.sser lights.

Did vail their crowns to his supremacy :'

Where now his son's like a glow-worm in the night.
The which hath lire in darkness, none in light

:

Whereby I see that Time's the king of men ;

For he's their parent, and he is their grave,
.Viid gives them what he will, not wh.at they crave.

Sii;:. What, arc you merry, knights!
I Knight. Who canbe other, in thisroyal presence!
San. Here, with a cuji that 's stor'd umo the brim,"

[As you do love, fill to your mistress" lips,)

\Ve drink this health to you.
K'niirhts. A'Ve thank your g(ace.
Sim. Yet pause a while ;

Vou knight doth sit too melancholy,
.\s if the entertainment in our court
Mad not a show might countervail his worth.
.Note it not you, Thaisa!

Thai. What is it

To me, my father?
.Sim. O, attend, my daughter :

I^rinces, in this, should live like gods above,
^\*ilo freely give to every one that conies
To honour them :

.\iid princes, not doing so. are like to gnats.
AVhich make ,a sound, but kiU'd are wonder'd at.

Therefore, to make his entrance more sweet.
Here, say we drink this standing-bowl of w ine to hna.

Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not ine
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold :

He may my proffer take for .an ofl^ence.

Since men take women's gifts for impudence.
Sir, Ho

Do as I bid you, or you'll move me else.

Thai. [Aside.] Now. by the gods, he could not
jilease me better.

Sivt. And further tell him, we desire to know.
Of whence he is. his name, and parent.ige.

Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk to you.
Per. I th.ank him.
Thai. Wiihing it so much blood unto your life.

Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge him
freely.

Thai. And, further, he desires to know of you.
Of whence 3'ou are, 3'our name and parentage.
Per. A gentleman of Tyre (my name, Pericles;

My education been in arts ^n(\ arms)
Who, looking for adventures in the world.
Was b}' the rough seas reft of ships and men,
.\iul, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore.

Thai. He thanks your grace; names himself Pcii-
.\ gentleman of Tyre, [cles.
Who only by misfVirtuno of the seas
Bereft of ships and men, cast on tliis shore.
Sim Now, by the .gods, I pity liis misfortune,

.\nd will awake him "from his melancholy.
Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles.

And waste the time which looks for otlier revels.
Even in your armours, as you are address'd.
Will very well become a soldier's dance.
I will not have excuse, with saying, this
Loud music is too harsh for ladies' heads

;

Since they love men in arms, as well as beds.

I
The Knights dancs.

So. this was well ask'd, 'twas so well pcrfonn'd.
Come, sir

;

Here is a lady that wants breathing too

:

And I have often heard, you knights of Tyre
Are excellent in making ladies trip ;

And that their measures are as excellent.
Per. In those that practise them, they arc. my lord.
Sitn. O, that's as much, as you would be denievl

Of your fair courtesy.

[ The Knights and Ladies dance.
Unclasp, unclasp

;

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all h.ave done well.

To Pericles.) But you the best.—Pages and lights, tii

conduct
These knights unto t eir several lodgings I "i'ours.

We have given order to be next our ow)i. [ sir.

Per. I am at your grace's pleasure.
Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of ove

And that's the m.ark I know you level at

;

Therefore, each one bet.ike him to his rest

;

To-morrow all for speeding do their best. [Exeunty
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pericLes, prince of tyre.

Enter Helicamis and Escanes.

ffi\'. No, Escanes ; know this of me,
Aiuiiichus from incest liv'd not free :

i'or which, the most high gods, not mindinij lonijer

To witlihold the vengeance tliat tliey had in store,

Due to this heinous capital offence,

1- ven in the heijjlit and pride of all his glory.

When he was seated, and his daughter with him.

In a chariot of inestimable value,

A fire from heaven came, and slirivell'd up
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk.

That all those eyes ador'd them ere their fall

Scorn now their hand should give them burial.

£scit. *Twas very strange.
Hel. And yet but just ; for though

This king were great, his greatness was no guard
To bar Heaven's shaft, but sin liad his reward.

Jisca. Tis very true.
Enter three Lords.

1 Lord. See, not a man, in private conference
Or council, has respect with him but he.

2 Lo!d. It shall no longer grieve without reproof.

3 Lord. An curs'd be he that will not second it.

i Lord. Follow me, then. Lord Helicane, .1 word.
Jlel. With me? and welcome. Happy day, my

lord^v
I Lord. Know, that our griefs are risen to the top.

And now at length they overflow their banks.
Hel. Vour griefs 1 for what ? wrong not the prince

you love.

7 Lord. Wrong not yourself, then, noble Helicane:
Blu if the prince do live, let us salute hini,

(Jr know what ground's made happy by his breath.

If in the world ne live, we'll seek him out

;

If in his grave he rest, we 11 find him there ;

And be resolved he lives to govern us,

(.>r dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral.

And leaves us to our free election.

: Lord. Whose death's, indeed, the strongest in our
censure

:

And knowing this kingdom is without a head.—
Like goodly buildings left withovit a roof.

Soon fall to ruin.—your noble self.

That best know'st how to rui^ and how to reign.

We thus submit unto,—our sovereign.
yfll. Live, noble Helicane

!

Hel. For honour's cause, forbear your suffrages

:

If that you love prince Pericles, forbear.

Take I your wish. I leap into the seas.

Where's hourly trouble for a minute's ease.

A twelvemonth longer, let me entreat you
To forbear the absence of your king ;

If m which time expir'd, he not return,

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke.
Hut if I cannot v\in you to this love.

Ijo search like nodes, like noble subjects.

And m your search spend your adventurous worth

;

Whom if you finti, and win unto return.

You shall like liiamonds sit .about his crown.
I Lord. To wisdom he's a fool that will not yield ;

And since lord Helicane enioineth us.

We with our tr.avels will cndc.ivour it fhands

:

Hel. Then you love us, we you, and we'll clasp
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands.

{Exeutit,

SCENE v.—Pentajiolis. A Room in the Palace.

/r«/^r Siinonides, readinz a letter : /Air Knights
meet hitn.

1 Knight. Good morrow to the good Simonidcs.
Stin. Kuights. from my daughter this I let you

know,
Th.it for this twelvemonth she '11 not undertake
A married life.

Ilir reason to herself is only known.
Which yet from her by no means can I get.

1 k'nu'ht. May we not get access to her. my lord ?

Snn. 'Faith, by no means : she h.ath so strictly tied

To her ch.amber. that it is impossible. I
her

(jTie twelve moons more she'll wear Di.ana's livery ;

This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow d.

Anil on her virgin honour will not break it.

3 Knight. 'Though loth to bid farewell, we take

our leaves, {Exeunt
Sim. So.

63s

They're well despatched ; now to my daughter's letter

:

She tcU's me here, she'll wed the stranger knight,
ilr ni!v<T niiire to view nor day nor light,

fis well, mistress , y.nir choice agrees with mine ;

1 like that well : nay, how absolute she's in t,

Not minding whether I dislike or no !

Well." I conuuend lier choice;
.\nd will no longer have it be delay'd.
Soft 1 here he comes ; I must dissemble it.

Enter Pericles.

Per. All fortune to the good Simonides !

Sim. "To you as much, sir 1 I am beholden to you
l-*or your sweet music this last night ; 1 do
Protest, my ears were never better fed
With such delightful pleasing harmony.
Per. It is your grace s pleasure to commenil

;

Not my desert.
Sim. Sir. you are music's master.

Pe>: The worst of all her scholars, my good lord.

Sim. Let me ask you one thing.

What do you think of my daughter, sir?

Per. As of a most virtuous princess
Siifi. And she is fair too, is she not ?

Per. As a fair day in summer, wondrous fair.

Sim. Sir, my daugther thinks very well ol you ;

Ay, so well, that you must be her master.
And she will be your scholar : therefore look to it.

Per. I am unworthy for her schoolmaster.

Sim. She thinks not so ;
peruse this writing else.

Per. [.^.ride.', Wh.it's here?
A letter, that she loves the knight of Tyre I

'Tis the king's subtilty, to have my life.

[A/oiid.
I
(), seek not to entrap me, gracious lord,

A stranger and distressed gentleman.
That never aim d so high, to love your d.aughter.

But bent all oflices to honour her.

Si7!i. Thou hast bewitch'd my daughter, and thou

A villain, [art

Per. By the gods. I have not

:

Never did thought of mine levy offence;

Nor never did my actions yet commence
A deed might gain her love, or your displeasure.

Sim. Traitor, thou liest.

Per. Traitor

!

Sim. Ay. traitor.

Per. Even in his throat.—unless it be the king,—
Th.it calls ine traitor, I return the lie.

Sfn. [Aside. | Now, by the gods, I do applaud his

courage.
Per. My actions are as noble as my thoughts,

That never relishd of a base descent.

I c.ime unto your court for honour's cause.

And not to be a rebel to her state;

And he that otherwise accounts of me.
This sword shall prove he's honour's enemy.
Sim. No?

Here comes my daughter, she can witness it.

Etiter Thais,!.

Per. Then, .as you are .as virtuous as fair.

Resolve your .angry father, if iny tongue
Uid e'er solicit, or iny hand subscribe
To any syll.ible that made love to you.

Thai. Why, sir, say if you had.
Who takes offence at that would make me gtad J

Sim. Yea. mistress, are you so peremptory t

\A side.] 1 am glad on 'I, with all my heart.

( To her
I
III i.amc you ; 1 II bring yon in .subjection.

Will you. not having my consent.
Bestow your love and your affections

Upon a stranger! \ A side.] who, for aught I know.
May be (nor can I think the contrary)
As great in blood as I myself.
lAti'nd.', Therefore, hear you. mistress; either frame
Vour will to mine.—and you. sir, hear you.
Either be ruld by me. or I will make you—
M.in .ind wife :—nay, come, your haiuls

And lips must seal it ton ;

And being join d, 1 II thus your hopes destroy,
And for .1 further ijrief.—(lod give you joy I—
What, arc you both pleas'd ?

Thai. Yes, if you love ine, sir.

Per. Even as my life, or blood that fosters it.

Sini What, arc you both agreed?
Jloth. Yes, if t please your majesty.
Sim. It pleasclli me so well, that I will see you

wed;
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ACT III.

Jlnter Gowcr,

Cow. Now sleep yslaked hath tile rout

;

No clin but snores the house about.
Made louder by the o'er-fed breast
Of this most pompous marriaji^e feast.

The cat, with eyiie of burning coal.

Now couches 'fore the mouse's hole :

And cricliets sing at the oven's mouth.
As the blither for their drouth.
Hymen hath brought the bride to bed,
"Where, by the loss of maidenhead,
A babe is moulded.—Be attent

;

And time that is so briefly spent.
With your fine fancies quaintly eche :

"What s dumb in show, I'll plain with speech.
Dumb Show.

F.nter.frcm one side, Pericles ««rf Simonides, luith
Attendants; a Messenger vircls ihvjti, kneels,
and gives Pericles a letter: Jie shoius it fo^wwo-
nides ; the Lords hneel to Pericles. TJteii, enter
Thaisa 'with ehild, and Lychorida: Simonides
shoivs his daughter the tetter ; she refoiees: she
and Pericles take leave of her father, and de-

part ivith Lychorida and thetr Attendants
Then, exeunt Simonides and the rest.

G(nv. By many a dearn and painful perch,
Of Pericles the careful search,
i!y the four opposing coignes,
"Which the world together joins.

Is made with all due diligence
That horse, and sail, and high expense.
Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre
(Fame answering the most strange enquire)
To the court of king Simonides
Are letters broutjht, the tenor these :

Antiochus and his daughter dead

;

The men of Tyrus on the head
Of Helicanus would set on
The crown of Tyre, but he will none :

Tile mutiny he there hastes t" oppress

:

.Says to them, if king Pericles

Come not home in twice six moons.
He. obed.ent to their dooms,
\Vill take the crown. Tlie sum of this,

liroiight hither to Pentapolis.
'V'ravished the regions round.
And every one with claps can sound,

•* Our heir apparent is a king I

\Vho dream d. who thought Of such a thing
!"

Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre :

His queen, with child, makes her desire
(Which wlio shall cross?) along to go :

—

Omit we all their dole and woe :

—

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes,
And so to sea. Their vessel shakes
On Neptune"s billow : half the llnod

Hath their keel cut : but fortune's mood
Varies again ; the grisly north
Disgorges such a tempest forth.

That, as a duck for life th.at dives,

So up and down the poor ship drives

;

The lady shrieks, and. well-a-near,

Does fall in travail with her fe.ar:

And what ensues in this fell storm
Sh.all for itself itself perform.
I nill relate, action may
Conveniently the rest convey

;

Wliich might not what by me is told.

In your imagination hold
This stage the ship, upon whose deck
The sea-tost Pericles appears to speak. {l-.vH.

SCENE I.—On n Shifi at Sea.

Enter Pericles.

P--r. Thou God of this great vast, rebuke these

surges, [hast

Which wash lioth heaven and hell ; and thou, that

lipon the winds command, bind them in brass.

Having clH'd them from the deep I O. s'.ill

Thy deafening, dreadful thunders ; gently quench
Thy nimble, sulphurous flashes !—(-), how, Lychorida,

How does my queen?—Thou ttorm, venomously
Wilt thou spit all thyself?—The seaman's whistle

Is :is,. whisi .or in the ears of death,
Liilie.ir.1— Iv'inr'dai-Lucina, O,

Divinest patroness, and midwife gentle
To those that cry by night, convey thy deity

' Aboaril our dancing boat ; make swift the pangs
Of my ciueen's tr.avails I

—

Enter Lychorida, with an infant.
Now, Lychorida I

Lye. Here is a thing too young for such a place,
\Vho. if it had conceit, would die, as 1

.•\iu lilce to do : take in your arms this piece
Of your dead queen.
Per. How, how, Lychorida I

Lye. Patience, good sir ; do not assist the stOrm.
Mere's all that is left living of your queen,
A little daughter : for the sake of it,

Be manly, and take comfort.
Per. O you gods !

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts,

And snatch them straight away ? We, here below.
Recall not what we give, and therein may
Vie honour with you.
Lye. Patience, good sir.

Even for this charge.
Per. ' Now, mild may be thy life I

For a more blust'rous birth had never babe :

Quiet and gentle thy conditions I

for thou'rt the rudeliest welcomd to this world.
That e'er was prince's child. Happy what follows I

Thou hast as chiding a nativity,

As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make.
To herald thee from the womb : even at the first,

Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit.

With all thou canst find here.—Now, the good gods
Throw their best eyes upon it

!

Enter two Sailors.

1 Sail. What courage, sir? God save yon I

Per. Courage enough : I do not fear the flaw

;

tt hath done to me the worst. , Yet, for the love
Of this poor infant, this fresh new sea-farer,

I would it would be quiet.

I Sail. Slack the bolins there ; thou wilt] not, wilt

thou ". Blow, and split thyself.

e Sail. But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy billow

kiss the moon, I care not.

1 Sail. Sir, your queen must overboard: the sea
works hi^h, the wind is loud, and will not lie till the

ship be cleared of the dead.
Per. That's your superstition.

r Sail. Pardon us, sir: with us at sea it hath been
till observed, and we are strong in custom. There-
fore briefly yield her ; for she must overboard straight.

Per. As you think meet.—.Most wretched queen!
, Lye. Here she lies. sir.

Per. A terrible child-hed hast thou had, my dear;

No light, no fire : the unfriendly elements
Forgot thee utterly ; nor have 1 time
To give thee liallowd to thy grave, but straight

Must cast thee, scarcely coiTm"d. in the ooze
;

Where, for a monument upon thy bones.

And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale
And humming -water must oerwhelm thy corse.

Lying with simple shells.—O Lychorida,
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper.

My casket and my jewels; and bid Nicander
Bring me the satin coffer : lay the babe
Upon the pillow. Hie thee, whiles I say
A priestly farewell to her: suddenly, wonisn.

I Erit LychorMa.
2 .'^ail. Sir, we li.ave a chest beneath the hatches.

lulk'd ancl bitumed ready.
P,r. I thank thee. Mariner, say what coast is tins'!

2 Sail. We are near Tharsus.
Per. Thither, gentle mariner.

Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou reach it

!

2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease.

Per. O. make for Tharsus.
here will I visit Cleon, for the babe

Cannot hold out to Tyrus : there I'll leave it

At careful nursing. Go thv ways, .good mariner:
'11 bring the body presently. \E.\eiine.

-SCF.NE n.—Hphcsus. j-l Koom in Cethnon's House,

Enter Cer'imon. a Serv.int, and some persom -wha

have been shipwrecked,

Cer. Philemon, ho I

Enter Pliilenion,

Phil. Doth my lord calls
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<-er. Get fire nnd meat for these poor men

:

It lias been a turbulent and stonny ni£;ht.
Sc-r. I have been in many ; but such a night as this,

1 111 now I ne er endur'd.
Cc-n Your master will be dead ere you return;

There s nothing can be ininistcr'd to nature,
That can recover him.H ?'<' Phil.] Give this to theAnd tell me how it works. ('pothec;uy,

[J-xeuiif all excepf CitTimon.
Enter t7fi> Oentlenien.

I Gfn. Good morrow, sir.
I (i€>!. Good morrow to your lordship.

„•?'''•,
.. , . Gentlemen,

iV hy do you stir so early ?
1 GfH. Sir,

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea,
Shook, as the earth did cjiiakc

;

The very principals did seem to rend.
.\nd all to topple

; pure surprise and fear
.Made me to quit the house.
2 GcK. That is the cause we trouble you so early

:

Tis not our husbandry.

^'T- „ , .
O. you say well.

I ir£>t. But I muchman-ol that your lordshiti. havins:
Rich tire about you, should at these early hours
Shake off the golden slumber of repose
'Tis most s'.range.
Nature should be so conversant with pain.
Being thereto not compell'd.

..I-'^- . .
I held it ever.

\ irtue and cunning were endowments greater
Than nobleness and riches ; careless heirs
May the two latter darken and expend

:

But immortality attends the former.
Making a man a god. 'Tis known. I ever
Have studied physic, through which secret art.
By turning o'er authorities,! have
(Together with my practice) made familiar
To me and to my aid, the blest infusions
That dwell in vegetives. in metals, stones

;

And can speak ot the disturbances that n.iture
« orks, and of her cures ; which doth give meA more content in course of true delight.
Than to be thirsty after tottering honour.
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags.
To please the fool and death.
2 Ceil Your honour has through Ephesus pour'd

forth
Your charity, and hundreds call themselves
Y our creatures, who by you have been restor'd ;And not your knowlctfee, your person.d pain, but

even
Your purse, still open, hath built lord Cerimon
Such strong renown as time shall never

hitler two Servants, wMt a cliest.
1 Serv. So ; lift there.
C'r. What is that 5
t iVrt'.

,^ .
. Sir, evcu now

I >ia the sea toss upon our shore this chest

:

'Tis of some wreck.

'^'r.- ,^. ,.,
Set it down ; lets look upon 't,

2 Ceil. Tis like a coffin, sir.

•T^- A u ,.. ,
.'^^'hate'eritbc,

Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open straight

:

If the sea's stomach be o'ercharg'd with gold.
'Tis a good constraint of fortune it belches upon us
a Oeii. 'Tis so, my lord.
Cer- How close 'tis caulk'd and bitum'd 1

Did the sea cast it up?
t i"cjT. I never Siiw so huge a billow, sir.

As toss'd it upon shore.

<^- .
Wrench it open ;

Soft I—it smcUs most sweetly in my sense.
a Geti. A delicate odour.
Cer. As ever hit my nostril. So,—up with it
you most potent gods ! what's here ! a corse '
iC<r« Moststringe! [treasur'd

i.-^l''', n'';°"^'^1 '" '^'°"' ^f s'a'e
:
balm'd and eii-« ith full bags of spices ! A passport too !—

.„„,. ,„ , t Wn/oUs a scroll.
Apollo, perfect me in the characters I

1 Heads, f

68:

•' //ere tgive tc^uftiiersland,
(y/f »'" "'Mn dri-ue a-tand.)
J. Amg Pericles, have lost
This fiieeti nvrth all our mundane cOil,
lylujinds her, g i-ue her burying :
Ske was the daughter ofa iing

besides this treasure /or n fi:r,

ic.^ ^P."" J-'H.'^'
'''V'tf his ihaniv .'"

If thou hv St, Pericles, thou hast a liL-.irt
T. hat even cracks for woe I This chanc'd lo-night.

e Gf«. Most likely, sir.

I- ''T' , V r , .
Nay. certainly to-night

:

tor look, how fresh she looks I They were too rough,That threw her in the sea. Make tire within :

i-etch hither ,ill the boxes in my closet.—

n„ ,K [/i.vit 2 Servant.
ueath may usurp on nature many hours.
And yet the fire of life kindle again

-f I
\°v'^5P''?^^'j' '^P'"'^- J ''^^fd of an Egyptian,

1 liat had nine hours lien dead
;

.•..-

1 .

^^ ho was by good appliance recovered

,,. n"'"'j''^ ^F"?"?'-
'"""' *<"*"• napkins, and lire.

\V ell said, well said ; the fire and cloths.—
The rough and woful music that we have.
Cause it to sound, 'beseech you.
The vial once more :—how thou stirr'st. thou block 1-
1 lie music there 1—1 pray you, give her air
(jcntlemen.
This queen will live : nature awakes ; a warmth
Breathes out of her : slie hath not been entr.inc'd
Above five hours. See, how she 'gins to blow
Into life s flower again 1

I Gtn -r),e heavens,
1 hrough you increase our wonder, and set up
Your fame for ever.
„^"'-

,.j She is alive I behold,

v:?^- 'vyfJ'aS' cases to those heavenly jewels
Which Pericles hath lost.
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold

;

1 he diamonds of a most praised waterDo appear, to make the world twice rich.—LiveAnd make us weep to hear your fate, fair creatureKare as you seem to be ! \she ino-,:es

vP'"'- TO „-, .
O^lear Diana!

^V here am I ? W here s my lord J What world is tlii,I
2 Gen. Is not this strange!
^,Gcn. Most rare.

T hf.'i'- ,, , ,
""^''- ffcntle neighbours

!

Lend me your hands ; to the next chiimber bear her
(.et linen : now this matter must be look'd to.
For her relapse is mortal. Come, come ;And .Aisculapius guide us I

[Exeunt, carrying Thaisa away.

SCENE in.—Tharsus. .•/ Koom in Cleon's Nouse.
Enter Pericles, Cleon. Dionyza, and Lychorida,

with Marina.
Per. Most honour d Cleon, I must needs be gone

:

My twelve months are expir'd, and Tyrus stands
in a litigious peace. Y'ou. and your lady,
1 ake from my heart all thankfulness ! the L'nds
.Make up the rest upon vnu

!

'

etc. Your sliafts of fortune, though they hurt you
£>£«"" wanderingly on us. ^| inorta^ll"

That the strict fates ha<I plcas'd yorhad"" brought''h"r
1 o have bless d mine eyes

!

niidi'.r,

-rf"'' ,
We cannot but obey

1 he powers above us. Could I rage ami roar
As doth the sea she lies in. vet the end
Must be as 'tis. My gcntk'bahe Marina (whom,
h or she was born at sea. 1 have nani'd so) here
1 charge your charity with.nl, and leave her
the inf.int of your care: beseeching yon
1 o give her princely training, th.it she may
Be manner d as she is born.

^r^,'f- „ .. , , ,
Fear not. my lord, but Hunk

^ our grace, that fed my country with your iorn
(For which the people's prayers still fall nnoii yr'ui.)
Must in your rhild Ce thought on. If ncglertlon
Should therein make me viTe. the common body
By you reliev'<l. would force me to my duty

:

liut if to that my nature need a spur.
1 he gods revenge it upon me and mine,
J o the end of generation 1

„
"""•

I believe you

;

,','.'.",' ""nou'' ana your goodness teach me to 't.

J<j"r'i",hJ'n''
™"''', '''" "^•-" ^'^ "'•'"'--•''. "'adam,

Ify bright Diana, whom we honour, all
Uiiscissor'd shall this hair ..f niin.- remain
I hough I shoiv ill ill t. ,Su I i.ikc my k-avr
.omi mad.im. in.ik.- .„.- l,les,<;(l in your care
In bringing up ii:y ..liild.
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,'e one myself,
I my respect.

nwn. 1

AVho shall not be more de
Than yours, my lortl.

P^r. Mn.dam, my thanks and prayers.
CU. We'll brinsj your grace een to the edge o'

the shore ;

Then give you up to the mask'd Neptune, and
The gentlest winds of heaven.
fer. I will embrace

Your offer. Come, dearest madam.—O, no tears,
Lychorida, no tears :

I-ook to your little mistress, on whose S'race
^'ou may depend hereafter. Come, my lord.

\EX€UJtt.
SCENE IV'.— Ephesus. A Roovi in Cerimon's

_^
House.

Jsn/cr Cerimon and Thaisa.
Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels,

Lay with you in your coffer : v.'hich are
At your command. Know you the character ?

Thai. It is my lord's.

That I was shipp'd at sea, I well remember,
Even on my yearning time ; but whether there
Deliver'd.—by the Iibly gods,
I cannot rightly say. But since king Pericles,
My wedde'd lord I ne'er shall see again,
A vestal livery will I take me to,

And never more have joy.
Ctr. Madam, if this you purpose as you speak,

Diana's temple is not distant far.

Where you may bide until your date expire.
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine
Shall there attend you.

T/iat. My recompense is thanks, that's all

;

Vet my good will is great, tliough the gift sm.al!.

\_Uxai>tt.

ACT IV.

liiiter Cower.

Goiu. Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyre,
W'elcom'd and settled to his own desire.
His woful queen we leave at Ephesus,
Unto Diana there a votaress.
Now to Marina bend your mind.
Whom our fast-growing scene must find

At Tharsus. and by Cleon train'd
In music, letters : who hath gain'd
Of education all the grace,
'Which makes her both the heart and place
Of general wonder. But, alack.
That monster envy, oft the wrack
Of earned praise, Marin.as life

Seeks to take off by treason's knife.
And in tliis kind hath our Cieon
One daughter, and a wench full grown,
liven ripe for marriage rite ; tliis maid
Hight Philoten : and it is said
For certain in our story, she
W'ould ever with Marina be :

Be't when she weav'd the sleided silk

With fingers, long, small, white as milk
Or when she would with sharp neeld wound
Tiie cambric, which she made more sound
By hurting it ; when to the lute

She sung, and made the night-bird mute.
That still records with moan ; or when
She would v/ith rich and constant pen
\'ail to her mistress Dian : still

This Philoten contends in skill

M'ith absolute Marina : so
With the dove of Paplios might the crow
Vie feathers white. Marina gets
All praises, which are paid as debts,
Ancl not as given. This so darks
In Philoten all graceful marks.
That Cleon's wife, with envy rare,
A present murderer does prepare
For good Marina, that her daughter
Might stand peerless by this slaughter.
The sooner her ^ile thoughts to stead,
Lychorida, our ntirse. is dead ;

And cursed Dionyza hath
The pregnant instrument of wrath
Prest for this blow. The .uiborn event
I do commend to your content;
Only I carry winged time

Post on the lame feet of mv rhyme ;

Which never could I so convcv.
Unless your thoughts went on iny way.
1 )iony,-:a doth appear,
With Leonine, a murderer.

SCENE I. —Tharsus. An open Place tua;
Sea-shore.

the

Enter Dionyza and Leonine.
Dion. T!iy oath remember; thou hast sworn to

do 't

:

'Tis but a blow, which never shall be known.
Thou canst not do a thing i' the world so soon.
To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience.
Which is but cold, inflaming love in thy bosom.
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity, which
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be
.\ soldier to thy purpose.
Leon. I'll do 't ; but yet she is a goodly creature.
Dion. The litter, then, the gods should have her.

Here she comes weeping for her only mistress' death.
Thou art resolvd ?

Leon. I am resolv'd.

Enter Marina, luith a basket o/^flotuers.

Mar. No, I will rob Tellus of her weed.
To strew thy green with flowers : the yellows, blues.
The purple violets, and marigolds,
Shall, as a carpet, hang upon thy grave.
While summer days do last. Ah ine 1 poor luaid.
Born in a tempest, when my mother died.
This world to me is like a lasting storm.
Whirring me from my friends.
Dion. How now, Marina! why do you keep alone?

How chance my daughter is not with you? Do nut
Ci^nsume your blood" with sorrowing: you have
A nurse of me. Lord, how your favour's cliang'd
With this unprofitable woe ! Come,
Give me your flowers, ere the sea mar them.
Walk w ith Leonine ; the air is quick there.
And it pierces and sharpens the stomach. Come,
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her.
Mar. No, I pray j-ou ;

I'll not bereave you "of your servant.
Dion. Come, come

;

I love the king your father, and yourself.
With more than foreign heart. We every d.iv
Expect him here: when he shall come, and Jiiul

Our paragon to all reports thus blasted,
He will repent the breadth of his great voyage :

Blante both my lord and me, that we have taken
No care to your best courses. Go. I pray you.
Walk, and be cheerful once again : reserve
That excellent complexion, which did steal
The eyes of young and old. Care not for me ;

I can go home alone.
Mar. Well, I will go;

But yet I have no desire to it.

Dio}!. Come, come, I know 'tis good for 3'ou.

Walk half an hour. Leonine, at least;
Remember what I have said
Icon. I » arr.ant you, madam.
Dion. I'll leave you. my sweet lady, I. ir a while ;

Pr.iy you walk softly, tlo not heat your blood :

What! I must have care of you.
Mar. Thanks, sweet madam.

I Exit Dionyza.
Is this wind westerly that blows!
Leon. South -west.

Mar. When I was born, the wind "as north.
L.eon. W.is'tso!
Mar. My father, as nurse .said, did never fear.

But cried "good srarnrn /" to tile sailors, galling

His kingly hands, hauling ropes ;

And, clasping to the mast, endur'd.a sea
That .almost liurst the deck.

/.eon. \\'hen was this ?

jMar. When I was born :

Ne\'er were waves nor wind more violent

;

And from the ladder-tackle washes off
A can\ as-climber. " Ha .'" says one, " tt'/.7 ojtt .?"

And with a dropping industry they skip
Prrjin stem to stern : the boatswain whistles, and
The master calls, and trebles their confusion.
Jeon. Come, say your prayers.
Afar. What mean you?
Leon. If you require a. little space for prayer,
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I Ljrant it : pray ; but be not tedious,

}'or the ;;oiU are quick of ear, and I am sworn
To do my work with liaste.

j/.r ;-. Why will you kill inc

!

/.<<'<;. To satisfy my lady.
Mm-. Why would she have me kill'd?

Now. as I can remember, by my troth,

I never did her hurt in nil my life :

1 never spake bad word, nor did ill turn
To anv living creature : believe me, la,

1 never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a fly :

I trod upon a worm against my will.

Hut I wept for it. How have I otfeuded,
\\'herein my death might yield her protit, or

My life imply her any danger?
Lcoit. My commission

Is not to re.ason of the deed, but do it.

Mar. You will not do 't for all the world. I hope.
\'ou arc well-favour'd, and your looks foreshow
\m\ liave .1 ijcntle heart. I saw you lately.

When you cau;jht hurt in partinjj two that fou;iht

:

('.lod sooth, it show'd well in you : do so now :

^'ou^ lady seeks my life ; come you between,
Antl save poor me, the weaker.

1^0)1. I am sworn.
And will despatch.

linlcr Pirates, luhilst Marina if strui^^lins^.

1 Pirate. Hold, villain I [Leonine runs away
2 Pirate. A prize I a ijrize !

3 Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come, let's

have her aboard suddenly.
[Exeunt Pirates ivilh Marina.

SCENE U.— The Same.

Enter Leonine.

Leon. These roguing thieves serve the great pirate

V'aldes ;

And they have seiz'd Marina. Let her <jo :

There's no hope she'll return. Ill swear she's dead.
And thrown into the sea. But I'll sec further

;

I'crliaps they w ill but please themselves upon her
Not carry her aboard. If she remain,
^\ liom they have ravish'd nmst by me be slain.

[Bxit.

SCENE III.—Mitylene. A Room in a Brothel,

lititer Pander, Bawd, and Boult.

rand. Boult,—
Jiotiit. Sir ?

Pand. Search the m.arket narrowly : Mitylene is

full of i;allants. We lost too much money this mart,
by bcin^ too wcnchless.
Baud We were never so much out of creatures.

"Wc have but poor three, and they can do no more
than they can ao : and they with continual action are

c\ en as ^ood iis rotten.

Pand. Therefore, let's have fresh ones, whate'er
«c pay for Iheni. If there be not a. conscience to

be used in every tr.ulc, we shall never prosper.

Baud. Thou say st true : lis not the brinpiiijj up
of poor bastards,—as, I think, I have brouijht up
bomc eleven

—

BouU. Ay. to eleven : and brought them down
•n^j.iin. But shall I search the market?
Bawd. What else, man? The stufT we have a

slronij wind will blow it to pieces, they arc so pitifully

sodden.
Pand. Thou say'st true : thcyVe too imwholcsome.

o' conscience. The poor Transylvanian is dead, that
lay with the little bai,'>;at»e.

Boult. Ay. she ijuickly pooped him; she made
liiui roast-meat for wonns.—But I'll go search the
market. ^Hxit.
Pand. Three or four thousand chcquins were as

pretty a pro:>ortion to live tjuietly. and so_j;tvc over.
Bawd. Why to •,;ivc over, I pray you'; is it a shame

to get when we arc old?
Pand. O. our credit comes not in like the com-

modity ; nor the commodity wages not with the
<lani^er : therefore, if in our youths we could pick up
some pretty cst.itr;. 'twere not .imiss to keep our
door hatched. Besides, the s/-»r'* terms we stand
upon with the >j"ds, will be stronjj with iis for sfiving
over
Band. Come, other sorts offend as woll as we.
Paifd As well as we '. ay, and better too ; we offend

worse. Neither is our profession any trade ; it's no
calling.—But here comes Boult.

Re-enter Boult, 'vith Marina and the Pirates.

Boult. \To Mar. I Come your ways. My masters,

you say sne's a virgin?
I Pirate. O, sir. we doubt it not.

Boult. Master. I have gone thorough for this piece,

you see: if you like her. so; if not, I have lost my
earnest.
Bawd. Boult. has she any qualities?
Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, aiitl has

excellent good clothes : there's no further necessity of
qualities can make her be refused.
Bawd. What's her price. Boult?
Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thousand

pieces.
Pand. Well, follow me, my masters, j'ou sh:ill have

your money presentlj-. Wife, take her in ; inslrr.i :t

her what she has to do, that she may not be raw m
her entertainment. \Exeu>tt Pander and Pirates.

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her—the
colour of her hair, complexion, height, her age, with
warrant of her virginity ; and cry. '* He that will give
most, shall have her first." Such a maidenhead were
no cheap thing, if men were as they have been.
Get this done .as I command you.
Boult. Performance shall follow. I

Pxtt.

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so slow :

He should have struck, not spoke; or that these
pirates.

(Not enough barbarous.) had not o'erboard thrown lue

For to seek iny mother !

Bawd. ^V'hy lament you, pretty one 2

Afar. That 1 am pretty.
Baivd. Come, the gods have done their part in you.
Mar. I accuse them not.

Bawd. You arc lit into my hands, where you are
like to live.

Mar. The more my fault.

To 'scape his haiuls where I was like to die.

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure.
Mar. No.
Bawd. Yes, indeed, shall you, and taste gentlemen

of all fashion : you shall fare well i you shall have ihe
difference of all complexions. What, du you s'-"))

your ears?
Mar. Are you .a woman ?

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I be not a
woman ?

,l/«r. An honest woman, or not a woman.
Bawd. Marrj', whip thee, gosling : I think I shall

have something to do with yon. Come, you .ire .'i

young foolish sapling, and must be bowetl as 1 would
have you.
Mar. The gods defend me !

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend yon by men.
then nu^n must comfort yf)U, men must feed you, mcu
must stir you up.— Boult 's returned.

Re-enter Boult.

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the market?
Boult. 1 have cried her .iliiutst lo the number of licr

hairs ; I have drawn her picture with my voice.

Bavod. And 1 i)r'yttiee, tell me. how dost thou find
the inclination of the people, especially of the younger
sort?

Boult. Faith, they listened to me. as they would
h.ave hearkened to their father's testament. There
was ;i Spaniard's mouth so watered, that he went K*
bed to her very descri;>tion.

Bmud. A\'e shall have him here to-morrow with his
best ruff on.
Boult To-night, to.night. But. mistress, do you

know the French knight that cowers i' the hams?
Bawd. ^Vho. monsieur V'eroles?
Boult. Ay : he offered to cut a caper at the procla-

mation : but he made ,i groan at it, antl swore lie

would see her to.morrow.
Baifd. Well, well ; as for him. he brought his dis-

e;i*.'j hither; here he does but repair it. I know he
will come 111 our shadow, to scatter his crowns ill tlic

sun.
liouli. Well, if wc had of every nation a traveller,

we should lodge them with thi-, sign.
Bawd. Pr.ay you. r-»ine hither a while. You have

fortunes coming upon you. Mark me: you must
seem to do that Tearfully, which you comiiiit willinglv ;

to despise profit, where you have most gain. 'To
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Weep that you live as you do, makes pity in your
lovers : seldom, but that pity be.^ets you a good
opinion, and that opinion a mere profit.

Mar. 1 understand you not.

Hoitlt. O, take her home, mistress, take her home

:

these blushes of hers must be cjuenched with some
present practice.
Bawd. Thou say'st true, i' faith, so they must ; for

your bride goes to that with shame, which is her way
to go with warrant.

Boult. Faith, some do, and some do not. But,
mistress, if I have bargained for the joint,—
Bawd. Thou may'st cut a morsel off the spit.

Bonis. I may so.

Bawd, Who should deny it?—Come, young one, I

like the manner of your garments well.

Boiiit. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed
yet.

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town : report
what a sojourner we have

; you'll lose nothing by
custom. When nature framed this piece, she meant
thee a good turn j therefore say what a paragon she
is, and thou hast the harvest out of thine own report,
HoiiU. I warrant you mistress, thunder shall not so

awake the beds of eels, as my giving out her beauty
>.tir ui) the lewdly inclined. I'll bring home some
to-night.
Bawd. Come your wa3'^s ; follow me.
Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep,

tliuied I still my virgin knot wiU keep.
Diana, aid my purpose

!

Ba7ud. What have we to do with Diana? Pray
you, will you go with us2 [Exeiati.

Enter Cleon ajtd Dionyza.

Dion. Why, are you foolish ? Can it le undone ?

Clc. U Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter
The sun and moon ne'er look'd upon

!

Dion. I think
Vou 'II turn a child again.

Cle. Were I chief lord of all this spacious world,
rd give it to undo the deed.—O iady.
Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess
To equal any single crown o" the earth.
V the justice of compare \—O villain Leonine {

"Whom thou hast poison'd too ;

If thou hast drunk to him, it had been a kindness
Becoming well thy fact : what canst thou say.
When noble Pericles shall demand his child ?

Dion. That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates,
To foster it, nor ever to preserve.
She died at night ; I'll say so. Who can cross it ?

Unless you play the pious innocent,
And for an honest attribute, cry out,
" She died by foul plav."

Cic. ' O, goto. Well. well.
Of all the faults beneath the heavens, the gods
Do like this worst.
Dion. Be one of those, that think

The pretty wrens of Tliarsus will fly liencc.

And open this to Pericles. I do shame
To tliink of what a noble strain you are.
And of how coward a spirit.

CU. To such proceeding
Who ever but his approbation added.
Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow
Fron» honourable courses.
Dion. Be it so, then :

Yet none does know, but you. how she came dead.
Nor none can know, Leonine being gone.
She did disdain my child, and stood between
Her and her fortunes : none would look on her,
But cast their gazes on Marina's face ;

M'hilst ours was blurted at, and held amalkin.
Not worth the time of day. It pierc'd me thorough;
And though you call my course unnatural.
You not your child well loving, yet I find.

It greets me as an enterprise of kindness,
Perform'd to your sole daughter.

Cle. Heavens forgive iti

Dion. And as for Pericles.
What should he -.ay? We wept after her hearse,
And even yet we niouru: her monument
Is almost hnish'd. and her epitaphs
In glittering golden characters exprcbs

A general praise to her. and care in us
At whose expense 'tis done.

Cle. Thou art like the harpy
Which, to betray, dost with thine angel's face.
Seize with tliine eagle's talons.
Dion. You are like one, that superstitiously

Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies :

But yet I know you'll do as I advise. [Exeunt^
Enter Gower, before the monument 0/ Marina at

Tharsus.
Cow. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues make

short

;

Sail seas in cockles ; have, and wish but for't

:

Making (to take your ima^natiou)
i' rom bourn to bourn, region to region.
By you being pardon'd, we connnit no crime
To use one language, in each several clime.
Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you
To learn of me, who stand i'the gaps to leach you,
Tlic stages of our story. Pericles
Is now aeain thwarting the wayward seas,
Attended on by many a lord and knight.
To see his daughter, all his life's delight.
Old Hscanes, whom Helicanus late
Advanc'd in time to great and high estate,
Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind,
I )ld Helicanus goes along behind-
Well-saiHng ships, and bounteous winds, have brought
This king to Tharsus. (think his pilot thought;
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on.)
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone.
Like motes and shadows see them move a while
Your ears unto your eyes I'll reconcile.

DUMB SHOW.
E^iier., frojn 07ie side. Pericles with his train ; Cleoti

and Dionyzayrofn the other. Cleon sho7vs Pericles
the tdnib of Marina ; whereat Pericles inafces
iatnentaiion^ puts on sackcloth^ and in a yui^kfy
passion departs Exeunt the rest.

Gow. See, how belief may suffer by foul show I

This borrow'd passion stands for true old woe

;

And Pericles, in sorrow all devour'd. [sfiower'd,
AVith sighs shot through, and biggest tears o'er-

Lcaves Tharsus, ajid again embarks. He swears
Never to wash his face, nor cut his hairs

:

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears
A tempest, which liis mortal vessel tears,

.\nd yet he rides it out. Now, please you. wit

The epitaph is for Marina writ
By wicked Dionyza.

[Keads the inscription on Marina's vionzimcnt.
" Thefairest^ sweeCst^ andhest^ lieshere^
Who luitherd in her spring ofyear.
She luas of Tyrus^ the king's daughter^
On who7nfoul death hath made this slaughter :

^farina was she call'd ; and at Iter bvth,
Thetis^ beingproud, sivallow'dsomepart o' theearth :

There/ore the earth, fearing to be o'erj7o7v'd.

Hath Thetis', birth-child on t^te heavens bcstow'd

:

It 'hcrcfore she does fajid swears she'll never s/nttj

Make ragz>ig battery upo?i shores offlint."
No visor does become black villainy,

11 as soft and tender flattery.

Let Pericles believe his daughter's dead,
And bear his courses to be ordered
By lady Fortune ; while our scene must play
His daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day.
In her unholy seri'ice. Patience, then.

And think you now are all in Mitylen. [Exit.

SCENE V—Mitylene. A Street before the Brothel.

Enter, frotn the Brothel, t7vo Gentlemen.

I Gen. Did you ever hear the like?

^ Ccn. No, nor never shall do in such a place as
this, she being once gone.

1 Gen. But to have divinity preached there ! did
vou ever dream of such a thing?
2 Gen. No. no. Come, I am for no more bawdy-

houses : shall we go hear the vestals sing?
I Gen. I'll do any thing now that is virtuous ; but

I am out of the road of rutting for ever.
\ExeHnt.

SCKNE VI.— The sanu. A Room in the BrotheL

Enter VAwdcw Bawd, (?;/(^ Boult.

Tand. Well, I liad rather than twice the worth of
lier, she had ne'er come here.
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/i^rwd. Fie, fie upon her \ she is able to freeze tlie

{('J Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We mu-u
cither get her ravished, or be rid of her. When slie

should do for clients her fitment, and do me the kind-
iitss of our profession, she has me her quirks, her
reasons, her master reasons, her prayers, her knees :

th.1t she would make a puritan of the devil, if he should
cheapen a kiss of her.

BouU. Faith, I must ravish her. or she'll disfiir-

nish us of al! our cavaliers, and make all our swearers
priests.

Pand. Now, the po.'c upon lier green-slckness for

me!
Bawd. 'Faith, there's no way to be rid on't, but by

theway to the pox.—Here comes the lord Lysimachus,
disguised.
HouU We should have both lord and lown, if the

peevish baggage would but ffive way to customers
Biitcr Lysimachus.

Lys, How now- 1 How a dozen of virfpnities?
Baivd. Now, the gods to-bless your honour 1

BouU. I am ghid to see your honour in good health.
Lys. You m.iy so ; 'tis the better for yon that your

resorters st.md upon sound legs. How now, whole-
some iniquity ! have you that a man m.iy deal withal,
and defy the surgeon?
Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would—but

there never came her like in Mitylene.
Lys. Ifshe'd do the deed of darkness, thou wouldst

s.iy.

Bawd. Your honour knows what 'tis to say, well
enough.
Lys. Well, call forth, call forth.
BouU. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you

shall see a rose ; and she were a rose indeed, if she
had but—
Lys. What, pr'ythce?
BouU. O, .sir. I can be modest. XJixU.
Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less

fh.nn it gives a good report to a number to be chaste.
Ba-wd. Here comes that which grows to the stalk

;

—never plucked yet, I can assure you.

—

Re.entcr Boult with Marina.
Is she not a fair creature 1

Lys. Faith, she would serve after a. long voyage at
' ?a. Well, there's for you : leave us.

Bizicd. 1 beseech your honour, give me leave : a
word, and I'll have done presently.
Lys. I beseech you do.
Bawd. [To Marina, <7/,zr?.l First, I would have you

note, this is an honourable man.
Mar. I desire to find him so, that I may worthily

note him.
Bawd. Next, he's the governor of this country, and

.T man whom I am bound to.

.Mar. If he govern the country, you are bound to
him indeed ; but how honour.ible he is in that, I know
not.

Bmud. 'Pray you, without any more virginal fenc-
itit'. will you use hhn kindly ? He will line your apron
wSh gold.
Mar. ^V^lat he will do .graciously, I will thankfully

receive.
Lys. Have you done ?
Bawd. My ford, she's not paced yet ; you must t.ake

some pains to work her to your manage.—Come, wc
will leave his honour and her together.—Go thy ways.

[Kxcuiit Bawd, Pander, mid Boult.
l.ys. Now, pretty one, how long have you been at

this trade?
Mar. What trade, sir t
Lys. Why, I cannot name it, but I shall offend.
Mar. I cannot be offended with my trade. Please

you to name it.

J-ys. How long have you been of this profession?
Mar. Ever since I can remember.
Lys. Did you go to it so young? Were you a

gamester at five, or at seven?
Mar. E.irlier. too, sir, if now I be one.
J.ys. Why, the house you dwell in proclaims you to

be a creature of sale.
Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of such

resort, and will come into it? I hear say, you are of
honourable p.irts, .tiid are the governor of this place.

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known unto
you who I am ?

Mar. Who » my principal ?
lys. Why, your ncib-woman ; she that sets seeds

and roots of shame and iniquity, O, you have heard
:-omething of my power, and so stand aloof for more
serious wooin.g. But 1 protest to thee, pretty one, my
authority shall not see thee, or else look friendly upon
theo. Come, bring me to some private place : conij,
rouie.

.^lar. If j'ou were born to honour, show it now
;

If put ujion you, make the judgment good
That thought you worthy of it.'

/.vs. How's this? hows this ?—Some more;—be
.Vftir. For me. [sage,

Tl;at am a maid, though most ungentle fortune
H.ath plac'd me in this sty. where, since I came,
Diseases have been sold dearer than physic,
O. that the .gods
Would set me free from this unhallow'd place.
Though they did change me to the meanest bird
Tliat flics I' the purer air

!

Lys. I did not fhin,v

Ihou couklst have spoke so well ; ne'er dream'd thoil

couldst.
Had I brought hither a corrupted mind,
I hy speech' had .ilt'jr d it. Hold, here's gold for thee:
\'i Tsever in that clear way thou goest,
Xv.d the gods strengthen thee !

ilfar. 'The good gods preser\'e you t

Lys. For me. be you tnoughten
That I came with no ill intent ; for to me
The very doors and windows savour vilely.

Fare thee well. Thou art a piece of virtue, and
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble.
Hold, here's more .gold for thee.
A curse upon him, die he like a thief,

Th.-it robs thee of thy goodness I If thou dost hear
From me, it shall be for thy good.

Rf-c'Ua- Boult.
BouU. I beseech your honour, one piece for me.
Lys. .\vaunt, tliou damned door-keeper I Your

house.
But for this virgin that doth prop it, would
Sink, and overwhelm you. Away I \BxU.
BouU. How's this? We must take another course

with you. If your peevish chastity, which is not worth
a breakfast in tlie cheapest country under the cope,
shall undo a whole household, let me be gelded like a
spaniel. Come your ways.
Mar, Whither would yon have me?
BouU. I must have your maidenhead taken oiT. or

the common hangman shall execute it. Come your
w.iys. We'll have no more gentlemen driven away.
Come your ways, I say.

Re.fntcr B.awd.
Bawd. How now ! what's the matter?
BouU. Wor.se .and worse, mistress; she lia-> here

spoken holy words to the lord Lysimachus.
Bawd. O, abominable !

BcuU. .She makes our profession as it were to stink
afore the face of the gods.
Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever I

BouU. The nobleman would have tlealt with her
like a nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a
su' iw-ball ; saying his prayers, too.

B'lwd. Boult, take her .away : use her at thy plea-
sure: cr.-ick the glass of her virginity, and make the
rest m.alleablc.

BouU. An if she were a thornier piece of ground
tlian she is. she sh<-ill be ploughed.
Mar. Hark, hark, you gocfs 1

Bawd. She conjures : away with her I Would she
had never come within my doors !—Marry, hang you !

—She's born to undo us.— Will you not^o the way of
women-kind? Marry come up, my dish of chastity
with rosemary and bays

!

(
Hxit,

BouU. Come, mistress ; come your ways with me.
.Mar. Whither wilt thou have me ?

BouU. To take from you the jewel yon hold so
dear.
.Mar. Pr'ythee. tell ine one thing firsf

BouU, Come now, your one thing.
Mar. Wh.it canst thou wish thine enemy to be f

BouU. Why. I could wish him to be my niastCT

;

or rather, my mistress.
iitar .Neither of these are so bad .is thou art,

Since Ihey do better thee hi their command.
rii.iu hold'st a place, for which the palned'st fiend
(Jf hell would not in reputation change :

Tli'ui art the daiiine<l door-keejjer to every coystr3
That hither comes enquiring for his Tib ;



692 PERICLES, PRINCE OF TYRE. Ads.

To the choleric fisting of each rogue thy ear

Is liable ; tliy food is such
As hath been belch'd on by infected lungs.

£i>itU. What would you have me do? ^o to the wars,

would you ? where a man may serve seven years for

the loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the
end to buy hin\ a wooden one?

J/rtr. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty
Old receptacles, or common sewers, of filth ;

S^rve by indenture to the common hangman :

Any of these ways are yet better than this ;

For what thou professest, a baboon, could he speak,
"Would own a name too dear.—O, that the gods
AV'ould safely deliver me from this place I

—
}icrc, here's gold for thee.
If that thy master would gain by me,
rroclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance.
With other virtues, which I'll keep from boast

;

And I will undertake all these to teach.
I doubt not but this populous city will

yield many scholars.
J^ouU. But can you teach all this you speak of?
Mai'. Prove that I cannot, take me home again.

And prostitute me to the basest groom
That doth frequent your house.
tiOuU. Well, I will see what I can do for thee : if I

can place thee, I will.

Mar. But, amongst honest women.
I'oiUt 1-aith. my acquaintance lies little amongst

them. But since my master and mistress have bought
you. there's no going but by their consent: therefore
I will make them acquainted with your purpose, and
I doubt not but I shall find them tractable enough.
Come, I'll do for thee what I can ; come your ways.

\E.\ennt.

ACT V.
Entt-r Gower.

Cow. Marina thus the brothel scapes, and chances
Into an honest house, our story says.

She sines like one immortal, and she dances
As ;^odaess-likc to her admired lays ;

Deep clerks she dumbs ; and with lier neeld com-
poses

Nature's own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry.
That even her art sisters the natural roses ;

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry :

That pupils lacks she none of noble race.
\Vho pour their bounty on her ; and her ^ain
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place

:

And to her father turn our thoughts again.
"Where we left him. on the sea. We there him lost

:

"Whence driven before the winds, he is arriv'd
Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast
Suppose him now at anchor. Tlie city striv'd

God Neptune's annual feast to keep : from whence
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies.
His banners sable, trimm'd with rich expense

;

And to him in his barge with fervour hies.

In your supposing once more put your sight
f)f heavy Pericles ; think this his bark :

"Where what is done in action, more, if might.
Shall be discover'd

;
please you, sit. and hark. \Exit

SCENE \.—0n board Pericles" Ship, (i^Mitylene.
A Pavilion on deck. 7vifh a curtain iie/ore tt ;

Pericles within it, reclining on a couch. A Barge
tying beside the Tyrian "vessel.

Enter i-wo %!L\\ox%. one belonging to the Tyrian
•vessel, the other to the barge.

Tyr. Sail. \ To Mit. Sail. 1 Where s the lord Heli-
canus ? he can resolve you.

O, here he is.

—

Enter Helicanus.
Sir. there's a barge put off froni Mitylene,
And in it is Lysimachus. the governor.
Who craves to come aboard. What is your will ?

Hel. That he have his. Call up some gentlemen.
Tyr. Sail Ho, gentlemen 1 my lord calls.

Enter two or three Gentlemen.
1 Gen. Doth your lordship call!
Het. Gentlemen,

There is some of worth would come aboard : I pray.
Greet him fairly.

IGentlenien and Sailors descend, andgo on board\
the barj-e. '

Enter, from thence, Lysimachus an.i Lords; the
Gentlemen, and tlie tivo Sailors.

Tyr. Sail. Sir.

Tliis is the man that can, in aught you would.
Resolve you.
Lys. Hail, reverend sir ! The gods preserve you I

Hel. And you. sir, to outlive the age I am.
And die as I would do.
Lys. You wish me well.

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's triumphs.
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us,

I made to it, to know of whence you are.
He!. First, what is your place ?

Lys. I am the governor of this place you lie before.
Hel. Sir,

Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king ;

A man. who for this three months hath not spoken
To any one, nor taken sustenance,
LJut to prorogue his grief.

Lys. Upon what ground is his distemperature?
Hel. *TwouId be too tedious to repeat

;

But the main grief springs from the loss

Of a beloved daughter and a wife.

Lys. May we not see him?
Hel. "You may ;

But bootless is your sight ; he \vill not speak
To any.
Lys. Yet, let me obtain my wish.
Hel. Behold him.

—

[VQx\cW'i discovered.} This was
a goodly person.

Till the disaster that, one mortal night.
Drove him to this.

Lys. Sir king, all hail 1 the gods preserve you I

Hail, royal sir 1

Htl. It is in vain ; he will not speak to you.
T Lord. Sir, we have a iviaid in Mitylen, I durst

Would win some words of him. (wager,
Lys. 'Tis well bethought.

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony.
And other choice attractions, would allure.

And make a battery through his deafen'd parts.
Which now are midway stopp'd :

She is all happy as the fair'st of all.

And, with her fellow maids, is now upon
The leafy shelter that abuts against
The island's side.

[l^hispersjirst Lord, ii'ho pttts offin the barge.
Hel. Sure, all's effectless ; yet nollnng well omit.

That bears recovery's name.
But. since your kindness we have stretch'd thus far.

Let us beseech you.
That for our gold we may provision have,
Wherein we are not destitute for want.
But weary for the staleness.
Lys. O, sir, a courtesy,

Which, if we should deny, the most just gods
For every graff would send a caterpillar,

.\nd so afflict our province. Yet once more
Let me entreat to know at large the cause
Of your kind's sorrow,

//<•/. Sit, sir, I will recount it to you :

But see, I am prevented.
Reenter, front the barge, first Lord, with

Marina, and u young X^^^y.
Lys. O, here is

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair one I

Is't not a goodly presence?
Hel. She's a gallant la<ly.

Lys. She's such a one. that were I well assur'i
Came of a gentle kind, and noble stock,
I'd wish no better choice, and think me rarely wed^
Fair one, all goodness that consists in boimty
Expect even here, where is .a kingly patient

:

If inat thy prosperous and artificial feat
Can draw him but to answer thee in aught.
Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay
As thy desires can wish.
Mar. Sir. I will use

My utmost skill in his recovery.
Provided
That none but I and my companion maid
Be suffer d to come near him.

l.ys. Come, let us leave Iter,'.

And the gcds make her prosperous I

[ Marina ij'«,ff.

Lys. Mark'd he your music ?

Alar. No, nor look'd on us.
Lys See, she will speak to him.



Scene I.

Mar. Hail, sir ! my lord, lend ear.—
Per. Hum? lial
Mar. I am a maid.

My lord, that ne'er before invited eyes,
Kut have been gazy on likt a c.iniet : she speaks,
Jly lord, that, may be. hath endury a grief
W,s:ht cciual yours, if both were justly weiirh-d.
1 hough wayward fortune did malign my state,
r.ly derivation w;is from ancestors
A\ ho stood equivalent with mighty kinoes :Hut time hath rooted out my parentan-eAnd to the world and awkward casualtiesEound me m servitude.-IW^/rf^-.] I will desist

;

Hut there is something glows upon my cheek.
AiHl whispers in mine ear, - Go uot tilt he sPeak."

Per. My fortunes-parentage-good parentage—To equal mine !-»;as it not thus ? what say you ?

V ,?"^' "jy '"'•d. ifyoudidknowmyparenta"-e,
^ on would not do me violence.

'

Ime
V ,f,ri liv»'c'"'' fu :

^'?^' >'""• '"•" y°'"- eyes iipoii

JlePtheslshots'?''
that-What countrywoman^

•v'liY' ^ „ ,
'^'o- "or of any shores:

V Kl"^ yortally brought forth, iid amiNo Other than I appear.
Per 1 am great with woe. and shaU deliver weepingWy dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one
'

"g^ows'"'^"'
^^''^ ^<^<^^--^y que"ens square

Assu1e'r"vn;rV".;"''''= ^ "and-'ike straight;AS sUver-voic d : her eyesasjewel-lik"

\i'!l'^'\""
** ^^ "^'''y' '" P3=« another Juno ;

hun'^'.
'"' """ ^"'"' ^"^ '"•'•''== 'h^'"

The more she' gives them speech.-Wliere do you
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y'unVfecm tl^e pIL'ce
='""""

=
^^°'" "^ "-'^

Talseness cannot come from thee ; for thou look'st

rr r .tf.'
^ J"".'", and thou seemst a palace

A n^i
"" f

'°''" ^ ""* '° <'»-e" in
:
I" bel=eve thee

tS nZ,"?.!,"^:
^^""^^ "'=''" «''> relation

'

Lfkronl I^ ^''•^'5 "»PO"il'le: for thon lookestLike one I lovd indeed. What were thy friends'

rnhich v'iA'", '^^'l
"'•""

•' .'''' P-'^h thee backf "

S.lo'o^.ll'^eVdrn^gT"' '
*"' "^^^ '"°" -"^'

•i^'"''T, ,
So indeed I did.

Ti(^h^r!;^^';??;;;s^j,i^^i^--dst

fftll;^.!. •^^""o^'rnl'^'"
'"^ 2--^-"'g'" eq^'tlal mine.

T ^'H'"' A -J
^°""= such thing

I s.-iid, and said no more but wlut my thourhtsDid warrant me was likely.
'"uuj.nis

If thine consider-d prove the thoiancUh partOf my endurance, thon art a man, and I

l-ikc J-atience, gazing on k ngs' graves and smilin<rLx.rein.ty out of act.^ What were thy frfends^^
Recoum'JZ'^"" /'•j.yname.myn'Iostkind-virgin?

AA^^ <i
^° ''«ccfh thee

: come, sit by me.Mar. .My name is Mari.na.

AntUhou by some incensid ;,^d^c« higher"*J o make Uie world to laugh at meMar. Ti .• , .

Or here 111 cease.
Patience, ffood sir,

TiCnTii*.! 1 .
.'^'•'•y' IT be patient.Thou little know-st how thou dost startle me1 o call thyself .Marina.

™'^'

w!f^;„„„ , ,
The name

My\Su«. a.u,''Ik""ng."'''"
''^'' "'"" '°""--

Andcall-d Marina? """' •'»

''"'K'^ daughter?

But'''n''ot to b* » f,„ iT"" V'' y"" """''I '"••'ieys '"= :

1 will end li^c
''''' °^^°"'' '"""•

Md>e you a working pulse? and arc no fairy?

Motion ?-Ayell ; sneak on. Where were you born?
Anil wherefore call d Marina

r^'-'^T- K .
Caird Marina,

I- or I was bom at sea.

^Z' iM .,
At sea! what mother?

ivi 5'-
^^yj^o^^^erwas the daughter of a king:

IV ho -died the minute I was born
As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft
Uehver d weeping.

f^'-j ,-,-,. ,
O, stop there a htde t

n 1 , iJ
Thisis the rarest dream that e'er dull sleepDid mock sad fools withal : this cannot be :My daughters buried.-1.4/«.-a?.J ^V'clh-wherc wereyou bred ?

rU hear you more, to the bottom ofyour storvAnd never interrupt you.
Mar. You'U scarce believe sne; 'twere best I did

give o er.
Per 1 will believe you by the syllableOf what you shall deliver. Yet, give me leave •-How came you in the.se parts? where were you bred?

x n • 7n? '^'"-'f' yTyfatlier, did inTharsusleavcnie

:

1 .11 cruel Cleon, with his wicked wife
DkI seek to murder me : and having woo'd
-V villain to attempt it, who having drawn to do 't.
.^. crew of pirates came and rescu'd me •

Brought me to Mitylene. But, good sir. whither
rt ill you have me ? Why do you weep ? ] t may be,
\ on think me an unpostor : no, good faith
I am the daughter to king Pericles,
If good king Pericles be.
Per. Ho, Helicanus!
//e/. Calls my lord ?

,/'^r- 7^9'' «" a grave and noble counsellor.Most wise in general : tell me, if thou caii=t,
\\ hat this maid is, or what is like to be
That thus hath made me weep ?

it'"'''- .. .
I know not: butHere is the regent, sir, of Mitylene.

bpeaks nobly of her.

,
^-^y- She would never ttUHer parentage ; being demanded that.
bhe would sit still and weep.
Per. O Helicanus. strike me, honour'd sir-

'''''-' "'? a gash, put nie to present pain : '

Lest this great sea ofjoys rushing upon me,
'

) crbear the shores ofmy mortality
And drown me with their sweetness. O. come hither.Thou tJiat begett'st him that did thee bc'^et •

riiou that wast born at sea, buried at Tirarsiis
.A.nd found at sea again !—O Helicanus
Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods as loudAs thunder threatens us : this is Ma?ina —
\\ hat was thy mothers name? teU me but that
i-'.r truth can never be confirm'd enough
1 hough doubts did ever sleep.

°

wi,,!'^' .- , . First, sir, I pray.What i« your title?
i^'^J"-

Per. I ain Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now
•1-7,^''!?.'' <l"«en s name, as in the rest vou said
1 hou hast been godlike perfect, the heir of kingdoitAnd another life to Pericles thy father.

"
Mar. Is It no more to be your daughter, thanTo say my mothers name was Thaisa?

I haisa was my mother, who did end
The minute I began.
Per. Now.blessingonthcelrisc; ihouartmychlld

( .;vc me fresh garments. Mine own. I r.-licaiuis •

She IS not dea<I at Tharsus, as she should have been,
I!v savage Cleon: she shall tell thee all

;

'

SI, .'';^ l^?"
'''"" '^"'=''' •>"',U"-tify in knowledgeShe IS thy very princess. Who is this?

,,.{ u ••
"^

'J"-"
fro^ernor of Mitylene.

JV ho. hearing of your melancholy state.
iJid come to sec you.

^Z'""-
,

I embrace yoii.
Hive me my robes. I am wiUl in my beholding
•r M ,T''

'''"' '"y.?''' '-^"'- ''-'fk • what nmsict--
! ell Helicanus, my \rarin.i, tell him

"•"iici-.

O L-r, point by point, for yet he seems to .loubt

/)!^/"m,^"" !"? L"^
daughter.-aut, what music?

//<•/. My lord, I hear none.
Per. None?

riie music of the spheres !-Iist. my Marina

/i'r K-,'r,.» ' ^""'i' '." V°" '"'" •
^'""= '"•" w.iy.

Avi^. Music? My lord, I Iicar—
^''''"

Mfst heavenly music

Y Y

cioms.
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It nips me unto list'ninfr. and thick slumber
Hangs upon mine eyes : let me rest. [//« sleefs.
Lys. A pillow for his head.

So leave him all.—Well, my companion-friends,
If this but answer to my just belief,
I '11 well remember you.

[Exeicni all except Pericles,

SCENE 11.—The Same.

Pericles ok the deck asleep ; Diana appearins to hi),,

in a 'vision.
Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus: hie thee thither.

And do upon mine altar sacrifice.
There, -when my maiden priests are met together,
Before the people all.

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife

:

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter's, call.
And give them repetition to the life!

Or perform my bidding, or thou liv'st in woo

;

Do it, and happy ; by my silver bow
Awake, and tell thy dream. [Diana disappears
Per. Celestial Dian, goddess argentine,

I will obey thee,—Heljcanus

!

E}iter Helicanus, Lj'simachus, and Marina
iTel. Sir?
fer. My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike

The mhospitable Cleon : but I am
For other service iirst : toward Ephesus
Turn our blown saUs : eflsoons I '11 tell thee why.
[ To Lys. 1 Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore.
And give you gold for such provision
As our intents -will need ?

Lys. Sir, -with all my heart; and when you come
ashore,

I have anotjjer suit.

..^"'•. You shall prevail.
Were it to woo my daughter ; for it seems
\ ou have been noble towards her.
^y^- ^ Sir, lend me your arm.
Per. Come, my Marina. {^Exeunt.

Unter Cower, before the Tc:nple p/Diana at Ephesus.
Goto. Now our sands are almost run ;

More a little, and then dumb.
This, as my last boon, give me,
(For such kindness must relieve me,)
That you aptly will suppose
What pageantry, what feats, what shows,
What minstrelsy, and pretty din.
The regent made in Mitylin,
To greet the king. So he thriv'd.
That he is promisd to be wiv'd
To fair Marina ; bnf in no wise '

Till he had done his sacrifice.
As Dian bade : whereto being bound.
The interim, pray you, all confound
In feather'd briefness sails are fiU'd.
And wishes fall out as they 're will'd.
At Ephesus, the temple see.
Our king, and all his company.
That he can hither come so soon.
Is by your fancy's thankful boon. lExil.

SCENE 111.— The Temple of Diana at Ephesus ;

Thaisa standing near the altar, <j.t high priest-
ess : a -number (yVirgins on each side ; Cericion
and other inhabitants ^''Ephesus attending.

Enter Pericles, -with his train • Lydmachus, He!i-
canus, Marina, and a Lady.

Per. Hail, Dian! to perform thy just command.
I here confess myself the king of Tyre ;

Who, frighted from my country, did wed
At Pentapolis, the fair Thaisa.
At sea in childbed died she. but brouglit forthA maid-child call'd Marina ; who, O go<l(less.
Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tharsus
Was nurs'd with Cloon : whom at fourteen years
He sought to murder: but her better stars
Brought her to Mitylene ; 'gainst whose shore
Kiding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us.
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, shtr
Made known herself my daughter.

,,
'''"" Voice and fa- mur

!

^ ou are, you are—O royal Pericles I— [ Sheft. :inls.
Per. What means the woman ? she dies: helo gen-

tlemen I
" •

*"

Cer. Noble sir.

If you have told Diana's attar true.

This is your wife.

Per. Reverend appearer, HO

;

I threw her o'erboard with these very arms.
Cer. Upon this coast, 1 warrant you.
Per. 'Tis most certain.
Cer. Look to the lady ;—O, she 's but o'erjoy'd.

Early one blustering morn this lady was
Thrown upon this shore. I op'd the coffin ;

Found there ricli jewels ; recover'd lier, and plac'd her
Here, in Diana's temple.
Per.

^ May we see them ?

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my
house,

Whither I invite you.—Look, Thaisa is recover'd.
Thai. O, let me look 1

If he be none of mine, my sanctity
^ViII to my sense bend no licentious ear.
But curb it, spite of seeing. O, my lord.
Are you not Pericles 'i Like him you speak.
Like him you are : did you not name a tempest,
A birth, and death ?

Per. The voice of dead Thaisa I

Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed de.ad, and
drown'd.

Per. Immortal Dian

!

Tfiai. Now I know you better.
When we with tears parted Pentapolis,
The king, my father, gave yousuch a ring.

\Poinis to his ri>t^.

Per. This, this : no more, you gods 1 your present
kmdness

Makes my past miseries sport : you shall do well.
That on the touching of her lips I may
Melt, and no more be seen. 0, come, be buried
A second time within tliese arms.
Mar. My heart

Leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom.
[Kneels to Thaisa.

Per. Look, who kneels here ! Flesh of thy flesh,

Thaisa;
Thy burden at the sea, and call'd Marina,
For she wa:..

,
:elded there.

Thai. Blest, and mine o^vn t
Hel. Hail, madam, and my queen I

Thai. I know you not.
Per. You have heard me say, when I did fly from

I left behind an ancient substitute : [Tyre-,
Can you remember what I call'd the man !

I have nain'd him oft.

T/iai. 'Twas Helicanus, theiT.
Per. Still confirmation

:

Embrace him, dear Thaisa; this is he.
Now do I long to hear how you were found J
How possibly preserv'd ; and whom to thank»
Besides the gods, for this great miracle.

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man.
Through whom the gods have shown their power ;

that can
From first to last resolve you.
Per. Reverend sir.

The gods can have no mortal officer
More like a god than you. Will you deliver
llow this dead queen re-lives?
Cer. I will, my Iwcf.

Beseech you, first go with me to my house.
Where shall be shown you .all was found with her ;
How .she came placed here in the temple ;

No needful thing omitted.
Per. Pure Dian, bless thee for thy vision 1 I

Will off'er night oblations to thee. Thaisa,
This prince, the fair betrothed of your daughter.
Sh.iU marry her at PentapoUs.—And now,
Tliis ornament,
M.ikes ine look dismal, will I clip to form :

And what this fourteen years no r.aior touch'cl.
To grace thy marriage-clay, I'll beautify.

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credit, sir.

My father's dead.
Per. Heavens make a star of him ! Yet there,

my queen,
We'll < elebrate their nupti.als, and ourselves
Will in that kingdom ?*pend our followmg days;
Our son and daughter shall in T>-rus reiijn.
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing st.iy,

'

'J'o hear the rest imtold .-—Sir, lead the way.
[E.\eunt.
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liiitcr Gttwcr
Cc-L', In Antiochus, and his daughter,! you

heard
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward;
I u Pericles, his queen, and daughter, seen
(Although assail'd ivith fortune tierce and keen)
Viilue preserv'd from fell destniction's blast,
Led on by heaven, and crown'd with joy at last.

In Helicanus may you well descry
A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty

:

In reverend Ccrinion there well appears
The worth that learned charity aye wears :

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame
I lad spread their cursed deed, and honour'd name
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn,
Th.-U him and his they in his palr-.ce burn;
The ^ods for murder seemed so content
To punish them, although not done, but meant.
So on your patience evermore attending.
New joy wait on you ! Here our play hath ending-



POEMS.

Venus and Adonis.

TO THE

RIGHT HONOURABLE HENRY WRIOTHESLY.
EARL OF SOUTHAMPTON, AND BARON OF TITCHFIELD.

RIGHT HONOURABLE,

I KNOW not how I shall offend in dedicatinf; my unpolished lines to your Lordship, nor how the

world will censure ine for choosiiiEj so strong a prop to support so weak a burden : only, if your honour seem

but pleased, I account myself highly praised, and vow to take advantage of all idle hours, till I have

lionourcd you with some graver labour. But if the first heir ofmy invention prove deformed, I shall be sorry

it had so noble a godfather, and never after car so barren a land, for fear it yield uie still so bad a harvest.

1 leave it to your honourable survey, and your honour to your heart's content; which I wish may always

answer your own v. ish., and the worlds hopeful expectation.

Your Honour's in all duty,

William Shakspeake.

ItVEN as the sun with purple-colour'd face
Had ta'en his last leave of the weeping morn,
Rose-chcekd Adonis hied him to the chase ;

Hunting he lov'd, but love he laugh'd to scorn :

5ick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto him.
And like a bold-fac'd suitor 'gins to woo him.

2.

" Thrice fairer than myself," thus she began,
*' The fields chief flower, sweet above compare,
Stain to all nymphs, more lovely than a man.
Ivlore white and red than doves or roses are ;

Nature that made thee, with herself at strife,

Saith that the world hath ending with thy life.

3.

"Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed.

And reign his proud head to the saddle-bow

;

If thou wilt deign this favour, for thy meed,
A thousand honey-secrets shalt thou know

;

Here come and sit, where never serpent iiisses,

And being set, I'll smother thee with kisses

;

4-
. ,

*' And yet not cloy thy lips with loath'd satiety.

But rather famish them amid their plenty.

Making them rod and pale with fresh variety.

Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty :

A summer's day will seem an hour but short,

Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport."

S-

\Vith this she scizeth on his sweatmg palm.
The precedent of pith.ind livelihood.

And. treuibUng in her passion, calls it balm.
Earth's sovereign salve to do a goddess good :

Being so enrag'd, desire doth lend her force,

Courageously to pluck him from his horse.

6.

Over one arm the lusty courser's rein.

Under her other was the tender boy,
'WMio blush'd and pouted in a dull disdain,
'With leaden appetite, imapt to toy

;

Slie red ai\d hot, as coals of glowing fire.

He red for shame, but frostym desire.

The studded bridle on a ragged bough
Nimbly she fastens ; (0 how'quick is love I)

The steed is stalled up, and even now
To tie the rider she begins to prove :

Backward she push'd hini. as she would be thrust,

And govcrn'd him in streugth. though not in lust.

So S'^nn was she along, as he was down.
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips

:

Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he frown.
And gins to chide, but soon she stops his lips

;

And kissing speaks, with lustful langu.ige broken,
'• If thou wilt chide, thy lips shall never open.

'

9-

lie burns with bashful shame : she with her tears
1 )oth quench the maiden burning of his checks

:

Then with her windy sighs, .and golden hairs.

To fan .and How them dry again she seeks :

He saith, she is immodest.' blames her miss

;

What follows more, she nuirders with a kiss.

Even as an empty eagle, sharp by fast.

Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh, and bone.
Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste,
1'ill either gorge be stulTd, or prey be gone

;

Even so shckiss'd his brow, his cheek, his chin.

And where she cuds, she doth anew begin,

ir.

Forc'd to content, but never to obey,
Panting he lies, and breatheth in her face ;

She feedeth on the steam, as on .1 prey.
And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace.
Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of flowers.

So they were dew'd with such distilling showers.

Look how a bird lies tangled in a net.

So fasten'd in her arms Adonis lies

;

Pure shame and aw'd resistance made him fret,

NVhich lired more beauty in his angry eyes :

Kain added to a river that is rank,
I'erforce will force it overflow the bank.

13-

Still she entreats, and prettily entreats.
For to a pretty ear she tunes her tale

:

Still is he sullen, still he lowers and frets.

'Twixt crimson shame, and anger ashy pale

;

Being red. she loves him best ; and being white.
Her best is better'd with a more delight.

14-

Look how he can, she cannot choose but love;
,\nd by her fair immortal liand -she swears
r-rnm his soft bosom never toremove.
Till he take truce with her contending tears.
Which Inng have rain'fl. making her cheeks all wet
And cue sweet kiss shall pay tliis countless debt.

I
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l^pon tjiij promise t\u\ he raise his chin,

1-ike a (livo-dappcr pccriii;; through a wave,
AVho, beiiiij look'd on. ducks as quickly in;
So offers he to jjive what she did crave ;

IJut when her lips v.'cre ready for his pay,
He winks, and turns liis Ups another way.

16.

Never did passenger in summer's Iicat

More tliirst for drmk, than she for this good turn :

Her help she sees, but help she cannot get

;

Siie bathes in water, yet her fire must burn :

" O, pity," 'gan she cry, " flint-hearted boy I

'Tis but a kiss 1 beg ; why art thou coy !

" I have been woo'd, as I entreat thee now.
Even by the stern and direful god of war,
A\'hose sinewy neck in battle ne'er diti bow,
AVho conquers where he comes, in every jar :

Yet hath he been my captive and my slave.

And begg'd for that which thou unask'd shall have.

iS.
" Over my altars hath he hunt; I'is lance.
His batter'd shield, his uncontrolled crest.

And for my sake hath learn'd to sport and dance.
To toy, to wanton, dallj'. smile, and jest

;

Scornina: his churlish drum, and ensign red.
Making my arms his field, his tent my bed.

19
" Thus he that overrul'd. 1 oversway'd,
I-eading him prisoner in a red-rose chain :

Strong-temperd steel his stronger strength obey'd,
Vet was he servile to my coy disdain.
O be not proud, nor brag not of thy might,
1-or mastering her that (oil'd the god of fight

!

CO.

"Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine,
(Though nime be not so fair, yet are they red,)
The kiss shall he thine own as well as mine :

—

Wliat seest thou in the ground ! hold up thy head

;

I.ook in mine eyeballs, there thy beauty lies :

Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes '!

" Art thou asham'd to kiss? then wink again.
And I will wink, so shall the day seem m^ht;
I^ove keeps his revels where there are but twain;
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sis;ht

:

These blue-veiu'd violets whereon we lean
Kever can blab, nor know not what we mean.

" The tender spring upon thy temptiiie lip
Shows thee unripe ; yet mayst thou well be tasted

;

Make use of time, let not acivantjige slip :

Ijcauty within itself should not be wasted :

Fair flowers that are not pather'd in their prime.
Rot and consume themselves in little thue.

•' Were I liard-favour'd, foul, or wrinkled-old,
Ill-nurtur'd, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice,
O'cr-worn, despised, rheumatic and cold,
Thick-si(rlitcd, barren, lean, and lacking juice.
Then mightst thou pause, for then I were not for
But having no defects, why dost abhor nieV [thee

:

24.
" Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow

:

Mine eyes arc gray, and brijjht, and ijuick in turning ;

My l)eauty as the spring doth yearly grow.
My flesh is soft and plump, my m.irrow burning

;

%ly smooth moist hand, were it with thy h.Tiid felt.

Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to melt,

" Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear.
Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green.
Or, like a nymph, with long dishevcll'd hair.
Uancc on the sands, and yet no footing seen

:

I-ovc is a spirit all compact of fire.

Not gross to sink, hut h;;ht, and will aspire.

25.
" Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie ;

These forceless flowers like stur<ly trees su;)port me

;

Two strcntrthless doves will draw melhrout;li the sky,
rrom inotn till night, even where I list to sport me

Is love so lif'ht, sweet boy, and may it Iw.

JhAt thou snouldst tliink it heavy ^nto llic; ?

" Is thine own heart to Ihino ov.n f.:i e alTrrled ?

Can thy right hand seijc love upim thy loft?

Then w(.o thyself, be of thyself rejected,
Ste.il thine own freedom, and complain on theft.

N.\rcissus. so. himself himself forsook,
. And died to kiss his shadow in the brook.

28.
" Torches are made to light, jewels to wear.
Dainties to taste, fresh beauty for the use.
Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to bear

;

Thin;j:s growing to themselves are growth's abuse :

Seeds spring from seeds, and beauty breedeth
Thou wast begot,—to get it is thy duty, [beauty

,

29.
" Upon the earth's increase why shouldst thou feed!
Unless the earth with thy increase be fed?
liy law of nature thou art bound to breed.
That thine may live, when thou thyself art dead;
And so in spite of death thou dost survive.
In that thy likeness still is left aiivc."

By this, the love-sick queen began to sweat

:

Fur. where they lay. the shadow had forsook them.
And Titan, 'tired in the midday heat.
With burning eye did hotly overlook them ;

Wishinij Adonis had his team to guide.
So he were like luni, and by Venus' side.

3'-

And now Adonis with a lazy sprite,

.\nd with a heavy, dark, disliking eye.
His lowering brows o'erwhelming his fair sight.
Like misty vapours, when they Slot the sky.
Souring liis cheeks, cries. " Fie, no more of love!
The siln doth burn my face ; I must remove.'"

32.
" Ah me," quoth Venus. " young, and so unkind !

\\'hat hare excuses mak'st thuu to be gone I

I'll si^h celestial breath, whose gentle wind
Shall cool the heat of this descending sun ;

I'll make .a shadow for thee of my hairs ;

If they burn too, I'll quench themwitli my tears.

" The sun that shines from heaven shines but warm.
And lo. I lie between that sun and thee :

The heat I have from thence doth little liarm.
Thine eye darts forth the fire that burnetii me

:

And were I not immortal, life were done.
Between this heavenly and eartlily sun.

34.
" .\rt thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel,

Xay, more than flint, for stone at rain relentoth ?

An thou ;i woman's son, antl canst not feel
What 'tis to love'; how want of love tormcntelh'if
O had thy mother borne so hard a mind.
She had not brought fortli thee, but died unkind.

" \\'hat am I that thou shouldst contemn me this i

Or what great danger dwells upon my suit?
W'liat were thy lips the worse for one poor kiss?
Speak, fair : but speak fair words, or else be mute

:

(;ive me one kiss. I'll give it thee .again.

And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain.

36.
" Fie. lifeless picture, cold and senseless stone,
Well-pnintcd idol, image, dull and dead.
Statue, contenting but the eye alone.
Thing like a man, but of no woman bred ;

riiou art no man, though of a man's complexion.
For men will kiss even by their own direction.'"

This said, impatience chokes her pleading tongue.
And swelling passion doth provoke a pause

;

l^ed cheeks and fiery eyes blaze forth her wrong;
Being judge in love, she cannot right her cause :

And now she weeps, and now she fain would speak,
And now her sobs do her iiitendiiients bre.ik.

38-

Sometimes she shakes her head, and then his hand.
Now gazeth she on him, now on the H'ound

;

Sometiincs her arms infold him like a b<ind ,

ie would, lie will not in her arms be bound ;

And when from thence he struggles to be gone,
blig locks her lily fingers, one in one.
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•' Fondling," slie saitli, "since I have hcnim'd thee
Withiii the circuit of tliis ivory pale, [here,

I'll be a park, and thoii shalt be my deer;
I'eed where thou wilt, on mountain or in dale
Graze on my lips ; and if those hills be dry.

Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains lie.

40.
" Within this limit is relief enough.
Sweet bottom-grass, and high delightful plain.

Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and rough.
To shelter thee from tempest and from rain ;

Then be my deer, since I am such a park

;

No dog shall rouse thee, though a thousand bark."

41-

At this Adonis smiles, as in disdain.
That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple

:

Love made those hollows, if himself were slain.

He might be buried in a tomb so simple

;

Foreknowing well, if there he came to lie.

Why there love liv'd, and there he could not die.

42.

These lovely caves, these round enchanting pits,

Open'd their mouths to swallow Venus' liking.
Being mad before, how doth she now for wits !

Struck dead at first, what needs a second striking?
Poor queen of love, in thine own law forlorn,
To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scorn !

43-
Now which way shall she turn ? what shall she say ?

Her words are done, her woes the more increasing.
The time is spent, her object will away.
And from her twining arms doth urge releasing :

" Pity"—she cries— ' some favour—some remorse".—
Away he springs, and hasteth to his horse.

44.
But, lo, from forth a copse that neighbours by
A breeding jennet, lusty, young, and proud,
Adonis' trampling courser doth espy.
And forth she rushes, snorts, and neighs nioud :

The strong-neck'd steed, being tied unto a tree,

Breaketh his rein, and to her straight goes he.

45-
Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds.
And now his woven girths he breaks asunder

;

The bearing earth with his hard hoof he wounds.
Whose hollow womb resounds like heaven's thunder ;

The iron bit he crushes 'tween his teeth,
Controlling what he was controlled with.

46.

His ears up-prick'd ; his liraided hanging mane
L' pon his compass'd crest now stand on enti

;

His nostrils drink the air, and forth again,
As from a furnace, vapours doth he send :

His eye, which scornfully glisters like lire.

Shows his hot courage and his high desire.

47-
Sometime he trots, as if lie told the steps,
"With gende majesty and modest pride

;

Anun he rears upright, curvets and leaps.
As who should say, Lo ! thus my strength is tried ;

And this I do to captivate the eye
Of the fair breeder that is standing by

4S.

What reckethhe his rider's angry stir.

His flattering Holla, or his Stand, / sizy ?

What cares he now for curb, or pricking spur?
For rich caparisons, or trapping gay?
He sees his love, and nothmg else he sees.

Nor nothing else with his proud sight agrees.

49.
Look, when a painter would surpass the life.

In limning out a well-proportion'd steed,
I lis art with nature's workmanship at strife.

As if the dead the living should exceed ;

So did this horse excel a common one.
In shape, in courage, colour, pace, and bone.

50.
Round-hoofd, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and long.
Broad breast, full eye, small head, and nostril wide.
High crest, short ears, straight legs,and passing strong,
Thm mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide :

Look what a horse should have, he did not lack.
Save a proud rider on so proud a back.

Sometimes he scuds far off, and there he stares;
Anon he starts at stirring of a feather

;

To bid the wind a base he now prepares,
Ind whe'r he run, orily, they know not whether ;

For thro' his mane and tail the high wind sings.
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather'd wngs.

52-
He looks upon his love, and neighs unto her

;

She answers him, as if she knew his mind ;

Being proud, as females are, to see him woo her.
She puts on outward strangeness, seems unkind ;

Spurns at his love, and scorns the heat he feels.

Beating his kind embracemcnts with her heels.

Then. like a melancholy malcontent.
He vails his tail, that, Uke a falling plume.
Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent

:

He stamps, and bites the poor flies in his fume.
His love, perceiving how he is enrag'd.
Grew kinder, and his fury was assuag'd.

S4-
His testy master goeth about to take him ;

When, lo, the unback'd breeder, full of fear.

Jealous of catching, swiftly doth forsake hiui,

\\'ith her the horse, and left Adonis there

:

.\s they were mad, unto the wood they hie them,
Outstripping crowsthat strive to over-tiy them,

55-
V 11 swoln with chasing, down Adonis sits,

''.:mning his boisterous and unruly beast

:

.Vnd now the happy season once more fits.

That love-sick love by pleading may be blest

;

For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong.
When it is barr'd the aidance of the tongue.

56-
.Vn oven that is stopp'd, or river tetay'd,

Burneth more hotly, swelleth with more rage

;

So of concealed sorrow may be said

;

rree vent of words love's fire doth assuage

;

But when the heart's attorney once is unite.

The client breaks, as desperate in his suit.

57-
He sees her coming, and begins to glow,
(Even as a dying coal revives with wmd,)
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow

;

Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind
Taking no notice that she is so nigh.
For all askaunce he holds her in his eye.

58.

O, what a sight it was, wistly to view
How she came stealing to the wayward boy I

To note the fighting conflict of her hue.
How white and red each other did destroy 1

But now her cheek was pale, and by and by
It flash'd forth fire, as lightning from the sky.

59-
Now was she just before him as he sat,

v\nd like a lowly lover down she kneels

:

With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat,
Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels

:

His tenderer cheek receives her soft hand's print.

As apt as new-fallen snow takes any dint.

60.

O what a war of looks was then between them 2

Her eyes, petitioners, to his eyes suing;
His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen them ;

Her eyes woo'd still, his eyes disdain'd the wooing

:

And all this dumb play had his acts made plain

With tears, which, chorus-like, her eyes did rain.

61.

Full gently now she takes him by the hand,
.V lily prison'd in a gaol of snow.
Or ivory in an alabaster band ;

So white a friend engirls so white a foe:
This beauteous combat, wilful and unwilling,
Show'd like two silver doves that sita-billing.

62.

Once more the engine of her thoughts began

:

'* O fairest mover on this mortal round.
Would thou wort as I am, ami I a man.
My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my notuv.I

;

For one sweet look thy help I would assure thee.
Though nothing but my body's bane would cure

'thee.'
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63,

"Give me mj' hand, " saitli he, "why dost thou feel

" Give me ray heart," saith she, " and thou shall have

O, sj've it rae, lest thy hard heart do steelit, [it:

And being steci'd. soft siijhs can never grave it

;

Tlien love's c'leep groans I never shall regard,

Because Adonis' lie ^rt hath made mine hard."

64.
" For shame," he cries, " let go, and let me go ,

Mv day's delight is past, my horse is gone,
Aiirt 'tis your fault 1 am bereft him so :

I pray you hence, and leave me here alone ;

I'or al! my mind, my thought, my busy care,

Is how to get ray palfrey from the mare."

63.

Thus she replies : " Thy palfrey, as he should.

Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire

:

Affection is a coal that must be cool'd j

Else, suffer'd, it will set the heart on fire

:

The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath none ;

Therefore no marvel though thy horse be gone.

Co.
" How like a jade he stood, tied to the tree.

Servilely master'd with a leathern rein I

But when he saw his love, his youth's fair fee.

He held such petty bondage in disdain

;

Throwing the base thong from his bending crest,

Enfranchising his mouth, his back, his breast.

6/-
•' Who sees his true-love in her naked bed.
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than wliite,

but, when his glutton eye so full hath fed,

His other agents aim at like delight ?

Who is so faint, that dare not be so bold
To touch the fire, the weather being cold!

63.
" Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy

;

And learn of him, 1 heartily beseech thee.
To take advantage on presented joy ;

Though I were diunb, yet his proceedings leach thee :

O learn to love : the lesson is but plain.

And once made perfect, never lost again."

6g.
" I know not love," quoth he, "nor will not know it.

Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it

;

'Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it

;

My love to love is love but to disgrace it

:

For I have heard it is a life in death.
That laughs, and weeps, and all but with a breath.

70.
" Who wears a garment shapeless and unfinish'd i

Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth .'

If siJringing things be any jot diminish'd.
They wither in their prime, prove nothing worth

:

The colt that's back'd and burdend being young,
I,oseth his pride, and never waxcth strong.

7'-
"You hurt my hand with wringing; lot us part,
And leave this idle theme, this bootless chat

:

l<eniove your siege from my unyielding heart;
'i'o love's alanns it will not ope the gate :

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your flat-

tery :

Tor where a heart is hard, they make no battery."

72.
"What! canst thou t.ilkf quoth she, "hast thou a

tongue?
O. would thou hadst not. or I had no hearing 1

Thy mermaid's voice hath done me double wrong

;

I h:id my load before, now press'd with bearing :

Melodious discortl, heavenly tunc, harsh soimding,
liar's deep-sweet music, and heart's deep-sore

wounding.

73-
" Had 1 no eyes, but ears, my ears would love
That inward beauty and invisible ;

Or, were I deaf, thy outward parts would move
i;ach part in me that were but sensible :

Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor see,
Yet should 1 be in love, by touching thee.

.74;.
" Hay, that the sense of feeling were bereft me.
And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch,
.\nd nothing but the very smell were left me.
Yet would my love to thee be still as much;
Hor from the still'tory of thy face excelling

Comes breath perfum'd, that brcedeth love by
smelling.

" But. O, what banquet wert tnou to the taste.

Being nurse and feeder of the other four I

^\'ould they not wish the feast might ever last,

.•Vnd bid Suspicion double-lock the door

;

Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome guest.
Should, by his stealing in, disturb the feast."

76.

Once more the ruby-colour d portal open'd.
Which to his speech did honey passage yield

;

Like a red murn, that ever yet betoken'd
Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the field.

Sorrow 10 shepherds, woe unto the birds.

Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to herdi.

77-
This ill presage advisedly she marketh :

Even as the wind is hush'd before it raineth.
Or as the wolf doth grin before he barketh,
Or as the berry breaks before it staineth.
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun.
His meaning struck her ere his words begun.

78.

And at his look s'ttc flatly falleth down.
For looks kill love, and love by looks revivcth ;

A smile recures the wounding of a frown
;

But blessed bankrupt, that by love so Ihriveth I

Tlie silly boy, believing she is dead.
Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes it red

;

79-
An all-amaz'd brake off his late intent.

For sharply he did think to reprehend her.
Which cunning love tlid wittily prevent

:

Fair fall the wit that can so weU defend her I

For on the grass she lies as she were slain.

Till his breath breatheth hfe m her again.

80.

He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the checks,
He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard.
He chafes her lips : a thousand ways he scck'^
To mend the hurt that his unkindness marr'd :

He kisses her ; and she, by her good wiU,
Will never rise, so he will kiss her still.

8r.

The night of sorrow now is turn'd to day:
ller two blue windows faintly she upheaveth.
Like the fair sun. when in his fresli array
Ue cheers the morn, and all the world relicvcth

:

And as the bright sun glorifies the skj'.

So is her face iUumin'd with her eye

;

82.

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix'd.

As if from thence they borrow'd all their sliine

\Vere never four such lamps together niix'd.

Had not his clou<led with his brows' repine

;

But hers, which through the crystal tears g.ave light,

Shone like the moon in water seen by nignt.

83-
" O where am I ?" quoth she ;

" in earth or heaven.
Or in the ocean drench'd, or in the fire!
What hour is this? or morn, or weary even?
Do 1 delight to die, or life desire?
But now 1 liv'd, and life w.is death's annoy ;

But now I tiled, and death was lively joy.

84.
" O thou didst kill me :—kill me once again

:

Thy eyes' shrewd tutor, that liard heart of thine
Hath taught them scornful tricks, and such disdain.
That they have nmrder'd this poor heart of mine ;

And these mine eyes, true leaders to their (|ueen.
But for thy piteous lips no more had seen.

85-
" Long may they kiss each other, for this cure t

O never let their crimson liveries wear!
And as they last, their verdure still endure.
To drive infection from the dangerous yearl
That the star-gazers, having writ on de.itli.

May say, the plague is banish'd by thy breath.
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" Pure lips, sweet se.ils tii my soft lips imprinted,
\Vhat barj^ains may I make, still to be sealing V

To sell myself I can be well contented,
So thou wilt buy, and pay, and use good dealing;
Which purchase if thou make, for fear of slips,

Set thy seal-niajiual on my wax-red lips.

87.
•* A thousand kisses buys my heart from me

;

And pay them at thy leisure, one by one,
What is ten hundred touches unto thee?
Are they not quickly told, and quickly gone ?

Say, for non-payment that the debt sliould double.
Is twenty hundred kisses sucli a trouble '!"

88.

"Fair queen," quoth he, " if any love you owe me.
Measure my strangeness with my unripe years :

Before I know myself, seek not to know me

;

No fisher but the ungrown fry forbears :

The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks fast.

Or being early pluck'd is sour to taste.

G9.
'* Look, the world's comforter, with weary gait,
His day's hot task hath ended in the west

;

The owl, night's herald, shrieks, 'tis very late;

The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their nest

:

And coal-black clouds, that shadow heaven's light,

Do summon us to part, and bid good night.

90.
" Now let me say Good }iii>/if, and so say you ;

Ifyou will say so, you shall have a kiss."
" Good night," quoth she : and, ere he says, '* Adieu,"
The honey fee of parting tender'd is

:

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet embrace

:

Incorporate then they seem ; face grows to face.

9'-
Till, breathless, he disjoined, and backward drew
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coral mouth,
W'hose precious taste her thirsty lips well knew,
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on drouth :

He with her plenty press'd, she faint with dearth,
(Their lips together glu'd,) fall to the earth.

9~-

Now quick desire hath caught the yielding prey.
And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filledi

;

Her lips are conquerors, his lips obej-.

Paying what ransom the insuller willeth ;

Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price so high.
That she will draw his lips' rich treasure dry.

91-
And having felt the sweetness of the spoil,

AVith blindfold fury she begins to forage

;

Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood doth boil,

And careless lust stirs up a desperate courage ;

Planting oblivion, beating reason back.
Forgetting shame's pure blush, and honour's wrack.

94,
Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard embracmg,
Like .a wild bird being tam'd with toomuclt handling,
i)r as tlie fleet-foot roe that's tir'd with cliasing.

Or like the froward infant still'd with dandling.
He now obeys, and now no more resisteth.

While she takes all she can, not all she listeth.

93-
What wax so frozen but dissolves with tempermg.
And yields .at last to ivery light impression ?

Things out of hope are coinpass'd oft with venturing.
Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds commission :

Atfection faints not like a pale-fac'd coward.
But then woes best when most his choice is froward.

96.

When he did frown, O, had she then ga\'e over,

Such nectar from his lips she had not suck'd.

Foul words and frowns must not repel a lover

;

What though the rose have prickles, yet 'tis pluck'd :

Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast.

Yet love breaks through, and picks them all at last.

97-
, ,.

For pity now she can no more detaui him :

The poor fool prays her that he may depart

:

She is resolv'd no longer to restrain him
;

Bids him farewell, and look well to her heart,

The which, by Cupid's bow she doth protest,

He carries thence encaged in his breast.

"Sweet boy," she says, "this night I'U tvaste in

sorrow.
For my sick heart commands mine eyes to watch.
Tellme, love's master, shall we meet to-moi-row'>
Say, shall we? shall we? wilt thou make the matcli ?

'

He tells her, no ; to-morrow he intends
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends.

99.

" The boar 1" quoth she : whereat a sudden pale.
Like lawn being spread upon the blushing rose,
Usurps her cheeks ; she trembles at his tale,
-A.nd on his neck her yoking arms she throws ;
She sinketh down, still hanging by his neck.
He on her belly falls, she oil h'er back.

Xow is she in the very lists of love.
Her champion mounted for the hot encounter:
All is imaginary she doth prove.
He v.'iU not manage her, although he mount her ;

That worse than Tantalus' is lier annoy-
To clip Elysium, and to lack her joy-

loi.

Even as poor birds, deceiv'd w-itli painted grapes,
Do surfeit by the eye, and pine the maw.
Even so she languisheth in her mishaps.
As those poor birds that helpless berries s.aw.

The warm effects which she in him finds missing.
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing.

But all in vain ; good queen, it will not be r

She hath assay'd as much as may be prov'tl ;

Pier pleading hath deserv'd a greater fee ;

She's love, she loves, and yet she is not lov'd.
" Fie, fie," he says, " you crash me ; let me go

;

You have no reason to withhold me so."

103.

" Thou hadst been gone," quoth she, "sweet boy
ere tills.

But that thou told'st me thou woiildst hunt the boar.
O. be advised 1 thou know'st not what it is

With javelin's point a churlish swine to gore.
Whose tushes never-shealh'd he whetteth still,

Like to a mortal butcher bent to kill.

104.

" On his bow back he hath a battle set

Of bristly pikes, that ever threat his foes;

His eyes like glowworms shine when he doth fret

His snout digs sepulchres where'er he goes ;

Being mov'd, he strikes wh.ate'er is in his way
And whom he strikes his cruel tushes slay,

los.

" His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm'd.
Are better proof than thy spears point can eutor;

His short thick neck cannot be easily hariu'd ;

Being ireful, on the lion he will venture :

Tlie thorny brambles and embracing bushes,

As fearful of him, part ; through whom he rushes.

106.

" Alas, he nought esteems th.at face of thine,

To which Love's eyes pay tributary gaz<.s ;

Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips, and crystal cyr.e.

Whose full ])erfection .all the world amazes ;

But having thee at vantage (wondrous dread !)

Wouhl root these beauties as he roots the lueail.

107.

" O, let him keep his loathsome cabin still

;

Be.iuty hath nought to do with such foul fiends

:

Come not within his danger by thy will-:

They that thrive well take counsel of their friends.

When thou didst name the boar, not to disseuible,

I fear'd thy fortune, and my joints did tremble.

loS.

" Didst thou notmark my face? Was it not white !

Saw'st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine eye ?

Grew I not faint?' And fill 1 not downright ?

Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie.

My boding heart pants, beats, and takes no rest

;

But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on my breast
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" For where Love reicnis. ftisturbin? Tcalousy
Doth call himself Affection's sciuincl

;

Gives false alarms, sucnestcth mutiny.
And in a peaceful hour dolh cry, ' Kill, kill f
Distempering fjentle Love in his desire.

As air and water do abate the fire.

no.
' This sour informer, this hate-brcedinjf spy,
This canker that eats up love's tender sprincr,

This carry-tale, disentious Jealousy,
That sometime true news, sometime false doth bring,
Knocks at my heart, and whispers in mine car,

That if I love thee, I thy death should fear :

" And, more than so, presenteth to mine eye
The picture of an anj^ry-chafin^ boar.
Under wh«6e sharp fanj:rs on his back doth lie

An image like thyself, all stain'd with gore ;

Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being shed.
Doth make them droop with grief, and hang the

head.
112.

" 'What should I do, seeing tl.ce so indeed.
That tremble .at the imagmation ?

The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed.
And fear doth teach it divination :

I ijrophesy thy death, my living sorrow.
Ifihou encounter with the boar to-monow.

"3-
" Dut if thou needs wilt hunt, be rul'd by me

;

Uncouple at the timorous flying hare.
Or at the fox, which lives by subtilty.

Or at the roe, which no encounter dare

:

Pursue these fcirful creatures o'er the downs.
And on thy well-breath'd horse keep with thy hounds.

114.
" And when thou hast on foot the purblind hare,
Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his troubles.
How he outruns the winds, and with what care
He cranks and crosses witli a thousand doubles

:

The many musets through the which he goes.
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes.

115.
** Sometimes he runs among a flock ofsheep.
To make the cunning hounds mistake their smell.

And sometime where earth-delving conies keep.
To stop the loud pursuers in their yell

;

And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer :

Danger deviseth shifts ; wit waits on fear

:

116.
" For there his smell with others being mingled.
The hot sccnt-snufiing hounds are driven to doubt.
Ceasing their clamorous cr^' till they have singled
'With much ado the cold fault tleanfy out

;

Then do they spend their mouths : Echo replies.

As if another chase were in the skies.

117.
" By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill,

.Stands on his hinder legs with listening ear.
To he.arken if his foes pursue him still:

Anon their loud alarums he deth hear

;

And now his grief may be compared well
To one sore sick that hears the passing-bell.

118.
" Then shall thou see the dew-bedabbled wretch
Turn, and return, indenting with the way

;

Jiach envious brier his weary legs doth scratch,
Uach shadow makes him stop, each murmur stay

:

For misery is trodden on by many

;

And being low, never rclicv'd by any.

119.
" Lie quietly, and hear a little more ;

Nay. do not struggle, for thou shall not rise :

To make make thee hate the hunting of the boar.
Unlike myself thou lu-ar'st me mor.alize.

Applying this to tliat, and so to so

:

I'or love can comment upon every woe.

, 120.
• Where did I have T—"No m.atter where." quoth he ;

" Leave me, and then the story aptly ends ;

The night is spent,"—"Why, wli.-it of that :' quolh she.
' I am," quoth he, " exiiected of my friends ;

And now 'tis d,irk, .ind going I shall fall."
'• in night," quytli she, " dusire sets best of all.

" But if thou fall, O then imagine this,

The earth, in love with th^je. thy footing trips.

Anil all is but to rob thee of a kiss.

Rich preys make true men thieves; so do thy lips

Make modest Dian cloudy and forlorn.

Lest she should steal a kiss and die forsworn.

" Now of this dark night I perceive the reason:
Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine,
Till forging Nature be condemn'd of treason.
For stealing moulds from heaven that were divine ;

Wherein she fram'd thee, in high heaven s despite.
To shaine the sun by day, and her by night.

123.
" And therefore hath she brib'd the Destinies,
To cross the curious workmanship of Nature,
To mingle beauty with infirmities.

And pure perfection with impure defeature.
Making it subject to the tyranny
Of mad mischances and much misery

;

" As burning fevers, agues pale and faint.

Life-poisoning pestilence, and frenzies wood,
The marrow-eating sickness, whose attaint
Disorder breeds by heating of the blood :

Surfeits, impi^stumes, grief, and damn'd despair,
Swear nature's death for framing thee so fair.

" And not the least of all these maladies.
But in one minute's fight brings beauty under:
Both favour, savour, hue. and qualities,

\\'hereat the impartial gazer late did wonder.
Are on the sudden wasted, thaw'd, and done.
As mountain-snow melts with the midday iuii.

126.
" Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity.
Love-lacking vestals, and self-loving nuns.
That on the earth would breed a scarcity
And barren dearth of daughters and of sons.
Be prodigal : the l.imp that bums by night
Dries up his oil to lend the world his ligfit.

1:7.
" 'VVhat is thy body but a swallowing grave.
Seeming to bury that posterity
^Vhich by the rights of time thou needs must have.
If thou ilestroy them not in dark obscurity?

If so. the world will hold thee in disdain,
Silh in thy pride so fair a hope is slain.

128.
"So in thyself thyself art made away;
A niiichief worse than civil home-bred strife
I )r theirs whose desperate hands themselves do slaw
Or butcher-sire, that reaves his son of life.

I-'oul cankering rust the hidden treasure frets.
But gold that 's put to use more gold bcgeis."

129.
" Nay. then," quoth Adon. " you will fall ag.iin
Into your idle overhandled theme :

The kiss 1 gave you is bestow'd in vain.
And all in vain you strive against the stream ;

I-or, by this black-faced night, desire's foul nurse.
Your treatise makes me like you worse and worsa

130.
" If love have lent you twenty thousand tongues.
And every tongue more moving than your own,
Bewitching like the wanton merm.'iid's songs.
Vet from mine car the tempting tune is blown

;

For know, my heart stands arnitd in mine car,
And will not let a false sound enter there

;

i^t.
" Lest the deceiving liannony should nm
lull, the ijuiel closure of mybreast

;

And then iny httlc heart were quite undone.
In his bedchamber to be barr'd of rest.
No. lady, no; my heart longs not to groan,
But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps alone.

112.
" What have you urg'd that I cannot reprove?
The path is smooth !h:U leadelh on to danger:

I hate not love, but your device in love,
rii.it lends cmbracemenls iinlo every stranger
You do it for increase : O .strange excuse,
Wli(;n ruaion ii, the bawd \g lui^t'j abu^u I
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133.
" Call !t not love, for Love to heaven is fled,

Since sweating Lust on eartli usurp'd liis name

;

T'nder whose simple semblance he hath fed
Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame

;

Wliich tile hot tyrant stains, and soon bereaves,
As caterpillars do the tender leaves.

134-
" Love comforteth like sunshine after rain,
liut Lust s effect is tempest after sun ;

Love's gentle spring doth always fresh remain.
Lust's winter comes ere sununer half be done ;

Love surfeits not. Lust like a glutton dies :

Love is all truth, Lust full of forged lies.

135-
" More I could tell, but more I dare not say

;

The text is old, the orator too green.
Therefore, in sadness, now 1 will away

:

My face is full of shame, my heart of teen

:

Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attended.
Do burn themselves for having so offended."

136.
^Vith this, he breaketli from the sweet embrace
(.'{ tliose fair arms which bound him to her breast.
.\nd homeward through the dark laund runs apace *

Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress'd.
Look, how a bright star shooteth from the sky,
So glides he in the night from Venus' eye

137-
^^'hich afler him she darts, as one on sliore
C.nzing upon a late-embarked friend.
Till the wild waves will have him seen no more,
"Whose ridges with the meeting clouds contend

:

So did the merciless and pitchy night
Fold in the object that did feed her sight.

138.

M'hereat amaz'd, as one that unaware
1 lath dropp'd a precious jewel in the flood,
< *r 'stonish'd as night-wanderers often are.
Their light blown out in some mistrustful wood

;

Kven so confounded in the dark she lay,

I laving lost the fair discovery of her way.

139-
And now she beats her heart, whereat it groans.
That all the neighbour-caves, as seeming troubled.
Make verbal repetition of her moans;
Passion on passion deeply is redoubled :

"Ah me!" she cries, and twenty times, "woe,
And twenty echoes twenty times cry so. [woe ?'

140.
Slie, marking them, begins a wailing note,
.'Vnd sings extemp'rally a woful ditty :

How love makes young men thrall, and old men dote
How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty :

Her heavy anthem .still concludes in woe.
And still the choir of echoes answer so.

141.

Her song -was tedious, and outwore the night.

For lovers" hours are long, though seemini; short

:

If pleas'd themselves, others, they think, delight

In such like circumstance, with such like sport

:

Their copious stories, oftentimes begun,
Fnci without audience, and are never done.

I4-.

For who hath she to spend the night w^ithal.

But idle sounds, resembling parasites

;

Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering every call.

Soothing the humour of fantastic wits !

She says, " Tis so :" they answer all, " 'Tis so
;"

And would say after her, if she said, "No."

143.

Lo, here the gentle lark, weary of rest.

From his moist cabinet mounts up on high.

And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast
The sun ariseth in his majesty

;

^\'ho doth the world so gloriously behold,
Tliat cedar-tops and hills seem burnish'd gold.

144.

Venus s.aluteshim with this fair good-morrow
" O thou clear god, and patron of all light,

}"rom whom each lamp and shining st.ar doth borrow
The beauteous influence that makes him bright.

There lives a son, that suck'd an earthly mother.
May lend thee hght, as thou dost lend to other"

I4S-
This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove.
Musing the morning is so much o'erworn.
And yet she hears no tidings of her love

:

Slie hearkens for his hounds, and for his horn ;Anon she hears them chant it lustily.
And all in haste she coasteth to the cry.

146.
.\nd as she runs, the bushes in the way
Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her face.
Some twine about her thigh to make her stay :

She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace.
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ach^.
Hasting to feel I'.er fawn, hid in some'brakc

147-
By this, she hears the hounds are at a bay

;

Whereat she starts, like one that spies an adder
\V'reath'd up in fatal folds, just in his way.
The fear whereof doth make him shake and shudder
Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds
Appals her senses, and her spright confounds.

148.
For now she knows it is no gentle chase,
liut the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud,
iiccause the cry remaineth in one place.
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud :

Finding their enemy to be so curst.
They all strain courtesy who shall cope him first.

149-
fhis dismal crj- rings sadly in her ear.
Through v/hich it enters to surprise her heart

;

Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear,
"With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling past

:

Like soldiers, when their captain once doth yield,
They basely fly, and dare not stay the field.

150.
Tlius stands she in a trembling ecstasy

;

Till, cheering up her senses sore dismay'd.

She tells them 'tis a causeless fantasy.
And childish error that they are afraid ;

Bids them leave quaking, bids them fearnoni'ire:—
And with that word she spied the hunted boiir

;

151.
Whose frothy mouth, bepainted all with red.
Like milk and blood being mingled both together,
.\ second fear through all her .sinews spread,
Which madly hurries her she knows not whither
This way she runs, and now she will no further.
But back retires to rate the boar for murthcr.

152.
\ thousand spleens bear lier a thousand ways

;

She treads the path that she untreads again ;

Her more than h.aste is mated with delaj's.

Like the proceedings of a drunken br.ain.

Full of respects, vet nought at all respecting:
In hand with all tilings, nought at all effecting.

'53-
Here kennel'd in a brake she finds a hound,
.\nd asks the weary caitiff for his master ;

.\nd there another licking of his wound,
'Gainst venom'd sores the only sovereign jilastcr ;

And here she meets another sadly scowlmg.
To whom she speaks, and he replies with nowling.

154.

\\'hen he hath ceas'd his ill-resounding noise.
Another flap-mouth'd mourner, black and grim.
Against the welkin volleys out his voice;
.Vnother and another answer him.
Clapping their proud tails to the ground below.
Shaking their scratch'd ears, bleeding as they go.

155-
Look, how the world's poor people are amaz'd
At apparitions, signs, and prodigies,
"Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gaz'd.
Infusing them with dreadful prophecies:
So she at these sad sighs draws up her breath.

And, sighing it again, exclaims on death.

•' Hard-favour'd tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean.

Hateful divorce of love" (thus chides she death),
'* Grim-grinnmg ghost, earth's worm, ^^hat dost thou
To stifle beauty.'and to steal his breath, [mean
Who when he liv'd, his breath and beauty set

Gloss on the rose, smell to tne violat J
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.157-
'• If he be dead,—O no, it cannot be.

Seeing his beauty, thou sliouldst strike at it ,—
O yes', it may ; thou Jiast no eyes to see,

But hatefully at random dost thou hit.

Thy mark is feeble age ; but thy false dart
Mistakes that aim, and cleaves an infant's heart,

153.
" Hadst thou but bid beware, then he had spoke.
And, hearing him, thy i.'ower had lost his power
The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke :

They bid thee crop .1 weed, thou pluck'st a (lower:
J-ove's golden arrow at him should have fled.

And not deaths ebon dart, to strike him dead.

159-
" Dost thou drink tears, that thou provok'st sucli weep
What may a heavy groan advantage thee ? [in^^

Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping
Those eyes that taught all other eyes to sec ?

Now Nature cares not for thy mortal vigour.
Since her best work is ruia'd with thy rigour."

160.

Here overcome, as one full of despair.
She veil'd her eyelids, who, like sluices, stopp'd
The crj'stal tide that from her two cheeks fair

In the sweet channel of her bosom dropp'd ;

But through the floodgates breaks the silver rain.

And uith his strong course opens them again.

161.

O, how her ej'es and tears did lend and borrow !

Her eyes seen in the tears, tears in her eye ;

Both crystals, where they view'd each other's sorrow,—
Sorrow, that friendly sighs sought still to diy
But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain.

Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet again.

162.
Variable passions throng her constant woe.
As striving who should best become her grief;
Al! entestain'd, each passion labours so.

That every present sorrow seemeth chief.
But none is best : then join they all together.
Like many clouds consulling for foul weailier.

163,
By this, far off she hears some huntsman holla :

A nurse's song ne'er pleas'd her babe so wcU :

The dire imagination she did follow
This sound of hope doth labour to expel

;

I*"or now reviving joy bids her rejoice.

And flatters her it is Adonis' voice

164.

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide.
Being prison'd in her eye, like pe.irls in glass ;

Vet sometimes falls an orient drop beside.
Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should pas';,
To wash the foul face of the sluttish ground,
Who is but drunken when she seemeth drown'd.

165.

hard-believing love, how strange it .seems
Not to believe, and yet too credulous 1

1 liy weal and woe are both of them extremes;
Despair and hoix; make thee ridiculous

;

The one doth flatter thee in thoughts unlikely,
In likely thoughts the other kills thee quickly.

166.

Now she unweaves the web that she hath wrought
Adonis livc-s, and death is not to blame

;

It was not she that call'd hiin all to naught

;

Now she adds honours to his h.'«teful name
;

She clepes him king of graves, and gr.avc for kings.
Imperious supreme of all mortal things.

167.
" No, no," quoth she, " sweet Death, I did but jest ;

Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear,
Wheiias I met the bo.ir, that bloody beast.
Which knows no pity, but is still severe

;

Then, gentle sharl.;w (truth I must confess),
I rail'd on thee, fearing my love's decease,

•68.
" 'Tis not my fault* the boar provok'd my tongue

;

Be wreak'd on them, invisible coiiiinander

;

'Tis he, foul creature, th.it hath done tlice wrong :

I did but act, he's author of my slander

:

<jrief hath two tontjues : and never woman yet.
Could rule them both, without ten women'i wit,"

169.

Thus hoping that Adonis is alive,

Her rash suspect she dotli e.vtenuate ;

.\nd that his beauty may the better thrive,

With Death slie humbly doth insinuate ;

'i'elis him of tropnies, statues, tombs : and stories

His victories, his triumphs, and his glories.

170.
" O Jove, * quoth she, "* how much a fool was I,

To oe of such a weak and silly mind,
To wail his de.'ith who lives, and must not die.

Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind

!

For he being dead, with him is beauty slain.

And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again,

171.
" Fie, fie. fond love, thou art so full of fear

As one with treasure laden, hemin'd with thieves;
Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear.

Thy coward heart with false bethinking- grieves."
Even at this word she hears a merry horn.
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn.

17:;.

As falcon to the lure, away she files ;

The grass stoops not. she treads on it so light

;

And in her haste unfortunately spies
The foul boar's conquest on her fair delight

;

Which seen, her eyes, as murder'd with the view.
Like stars as.'iam'd of day. themselves withdrew

:

171-
Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being hit.

Shrinks backwards in his shelly cave with pain.
And there, all smother'd up, in shade doth sit.

Long after fearing to creep forth again :

So, at his bloody view, her eyes are fled

Into the deep dark cabins of her head

:

174.W here they resign their onice and their light

To the disposing of her troubled brain ;

\Vho bids them still consort with ugly night.
And never wound the heart with looks again ;

Who. like a king perplexed in his throne.
By their suggestion gives a deadly groan,

175-
Whereat each tributary subject quakes

;

As when the wind, imprison'd in the ground.
.Struggling for passage, earth's foundation shakes.
Which with cold terror doth men's minds coiiluund :

This mutiny each part iloth so surprise.
That from their dark beds once more leap her eyes

;

176.
,\nd, being open'd, threw unwilling light
lipon the wide wound th.it the boar had trench'd
In his soft flank : whose wonted lily white
With purjjle tears, that his wound wept, was drench'd ;

No flower was nigh, no grass, herb. leaf, or weed.
But stole his blood, and seem'd with liim to bleed.

177-
This solemn sympathy poor \^enus noteth ;

< Iver one shoulder doth she hang her head

;

Dumbly she passions, fr/mticly she doteth

;

.She thinks he could not die. he is not dead

:

Her voice is stopp'd. her joints forget to bow!
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now

178.
Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly.
That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem three

;

And then she reijrehends her mangling eye.
That makes more g.ashes where no breach should be ;

His lace seems twain, each several limb is doubled'
For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being troubled

179.
" My tongue cannot express my grief for one.
And yet," quoth she, "behold two Adons dead I

My sighs are blown .away, my salt tears gone,
^'ine eyes are turn'd to lire, my heart to lead :

Heavy heart's lead, melt at mine eyes' red fire I

.So shall I die by drops of hot desire.

180.
" Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou lost 1

What face remains alive that's worth the viewing?
Whose tongue is music now? what canst thou boast
Uf things long since, or anything ensuing?
The flowers are sweet, their colours fresh aiirl trim.
But true sweet beauty liv'd and died with liiin.
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'Bonnet nor a

But when Adonis li^

Lurk'd like two llii

iRt.

eil hencerorth no creature wear I

Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you :

Having no fair to lose, you need not fear
;

The sun doth scorn you ; and the wind doth hiss you

:

.'d, sun and sharp air

;vei, to rob him of his fair:

" And therefore would he put his bonnet on.
Under whose brim tlie gaudy sun would peep

;

The wind would blow it off, and, being gone,
I'lay with his locks : then would Adonis weep

;

And straight, in pity of his tender years,
| tears.

They both would strive who first should dry his

1S3.
'• To see his face tlie Hon walk'd along
Behind some liedge, because he woul'd not fear him ;

To recreate himself, when he hath sung,
'Ihe tiger would be tame, and gently hear him ;

If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his prey.
And never fright the silly lamb that day.

184.
" U hen he beheld his shadow in the brook.
The fishes spread on it their golden gills ;

When lie was by, the birds such pleasure took.
That some would sing, son\c other in their bills
Would bring him mulberries, and ripe-red cherries

;He fed them with his sight, they him with berries

I S3.
" But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar.
Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave.
Ne'er saw the beauteous livery that he wore

;
Witness the entertainment that he g.ave

:

If he did see his face, why then I know
He thought to kiss him, and hath kill'd l:im so.

1S6.
" Tis true, 'tis true ; thus was Adonis slain :

He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear.
Who did not whet his teeth at him again.
But by a kiss thought to persuade him there ;

And nuzzling in his flank, the loving swine
Sheath'd, unaware, the tusk in his soft groin.

187.
' Had I been tooth'd like him, I must confers.
With kissing him I should have kill'd him first

;

But he is dead, and never did he bless
My youth with his.—the more am I accurst."
With this she fallcth in the place she stomi.
And stains her face with his congealed blood.

iSS.

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale

;

.Slie takes him by the hand, and that is cold

;

She whispers in his ears a heavy tale.
As if they heard the woful words she told ;

She lifts the coffer-lids that close his eyes.
Where, lol two lamps, burnt out, in darkness lies !

189.

Two glasses where herself herself beheld
A thousand times, and now no more reflect;
Their virtue lost, wherein they late cxcell'd.
And every beauty robb'd of liis effect:
" Wonder of time," quoth she, " this is my spite.
That, you being dead, the day should yet l-.e li;,dit.

I'lO.

" Since thou art dead, lo 1 here I prophesy',
Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend

:

It shall be waited on with jealousy.
Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end ;

Ne'er settled equally, but high or low ;

That all love's pleasure shall not match his woe.

191.
" It shall be fickle, false, and full of fr.-jud

;

Bud and be blasted in a breathing while ;

The bottom poison, and the top 6'erstraw'd
With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile

:

The strongest body shall it make most weak.
Strike the wise dumb, and teach the fool to speak.

192.
" It .shall be sparing, and too full of riot.

Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures
Tile staring rufiian shall it keep in quiet.
Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with treasures

;

It shall be raging mad. and silly mild.
Make the yoiing old, the old become a child.

.193-
" It shall suspect where is no cause of fear;
It shall not fear where it should most mistrust

;

It shall be merciful, and too severe.
And most deceiving when it seems most just

;

Perverse it shall be wjiere it shows most toward,
Put fear to valour, co'Srage to the coward.

194.
" It shall be cause of war and dire events.
And set dissension 'twixt the son and sire;

Subject and servile to all discontents,
.•\s dry combustions matter is to fire

:

Sith in his prime death doth my love destroy,
They that love best, their love, shall not enjoy,"

195.
By this, the boy that by her side lay kill'd

Was melted like a vapour from her sight

;

.•\nd in his blood, that on the ground lay spill'd,

A purple flower sprung up, checker'd with white.
Resembling well his pale cheeks, and the bloo<l

Which in round drops upon their whiteness stood.

196.

She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to smell,

Comparing it to her Adonis' breath ;

And says, within her bosom it shall dwell.
Since he himself is reft from her by death :

She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears
Green dropping sap, which she compares to tears.

197.
" Poor flower," quoth she, " thiswasthjrfather'sgui:;e,
(Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire,)

For every little grief to wet hit eyes :

To grow unto himself was his desire.

And so 'tis thine ; but know, it is as good
To wither in my breast as in his blood.

198.
" Here was thy father's bed, here in my breast

;

Thou art the next of blood, .and 'lis thy right

:

Lo I in this hollow cradle take thy rest.

My throbbing heart .shall rock thee day and night

:

There shall not be one minute in an hour,
Wherein I w ill not kiss my sweet love's flower."

Tims weary of the world, away .she hies.
And yokes her silver doves ; Iiy whose swift aid
Their niistress, mounted, through the empty skies
In her light chariot quickly is convey'd

;

Holding their course to Paplios. where their quceii
Means to immure herself, and not be seen.

,«!tJ
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THE ARGUMENT.
Lucius TARQOIMUS, (for his excessive pride surnamed .Saperbu;,) after he had caused his own father-in-
law, Servius Tullius, to be cruelly murdered, and contrary to the Rom. in laws and customs, not requiring or
staying for the people's suffrages, had possessed hiniselfof tiickim^dom, went, accompanied with his sons and
other noblemen of Rome, to besiege Ardea. Daring which siege tne princijial men of the army meeting one
evening at the tent of Scxtus T.arquinius, the king's son, in their discourses after su]jper. every one com-
mended the virtues of his own wife; among whom, CoUatinus extolled the incomparable chastity of his wife
Lucretia. In that pleas,ant humour they all posted lo Rome; and intending, by their secret and sudden
arriv.il, to make trial of that which every one had before avouched, only CoUatinus finds his wife (though it

were late in the itight) spinning amongst her maids : the other ladieswere all found dancing and revelling, or
in several tlisports. Whereupon the noblemen yielde<l CoUatinus the victory, and his wife the fame. .\t that
time Sextus Tariiuinius, being inflamed with Lucrece' beauty, yet smothering his passions {or the present.
departed with the rest back to the camp ; from whence he shortly after privily withdrew liimself, and was
(according to his estate) royally entertained and lodged by Lucrece at Coliati'am. The same night he
treacherously stealeth into her chamber, violently ravished her, and early in the morning speedeth awaj'.
Lucrece, in this lamentable plight, hastily despatcheth messengers, one to Rome for her father, and .another
to the cainp for CoUatine. "They came, the one accompanied with Junius Brutus, the other with Publius
Valerius ; and finding Lucrece attired in mourning habit, ilemanded the cause of her sorrow. She, first taking
an oath of them for her revenge, revealed the actor, and the whole manner of his dealing, and withal
suddenly stabbed herself. Which done, with one consent they all vowed to root out the whole hated family of
IheTarquins ; and, bearing the de.adbodyto Rome, Brutus acquainted the people with the doer anil manner of
the vile deed, with a bitter invective ag.ainst the tyranny of the king : wherewith the people were so moved,
that with one consent and a general acclamation, tlie Tarquins were all exiled, and the state 20veriliuciit
changed from kings to consuls.

From the besieged Ardea all in post,
Dome by the trustless wings of false desire,

l.ust-breathed Tarquin leaves the Roman host,
And to Collatium bears the lightlcss fire

Whicli, in p.ale embers hid, lurks to aspire.
And girdle with embracing flames the waist
Of CoUatine's fair love, Lucrece the chaste.

2.

itaply that name of " chaste" unhapp'Iy set
This hatcless c<!ge on his keen appetite

;

When Coltatine unwisely did not let

To prai'e the clear unm.atched red and white
Which triumphe<l in that sky of his delight.
Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven's bcatltics,

With pure aspects did him peculiar duties.

3-

For he the night before, in Tarquin's tent,

Unlock'd the treasure nf his happy state :

Wh.at priceless wealth the heavens had him lent
]n the possession of his beauteous mate ;

Reckoning his fortune at such high-proud rate,
Tliat kings might be espoused to more fame,
But king nor peer to such a peerless dame.

4.

() happiness cnioy'd but of a few

!

And. if possess d, as soon dceay'd .and done
As is the mominfj's Silver-melting dew
Ag.iinst the goUlen splendour of the stin I

All expir'd <Iate. canc-ell'd ere well begun :

Honour and hftauly, in the owner's arms.
Arc weakly forlrcss'd from a world of harms.

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade
The eyes of men without an orator;
What needeth, then, apology be made.
To set fort'n tjiat which is so singular J

Or why is Collatine the publisher
Of th.it rich jewel he should keep unknown
I-'rom thievish ears, because it is his own'i

6.

Perchance his boast of Lucrece" sovereignty
Suggested this prouil issue of a king;
I-"or by our ears our hearts oft tainted be :

Perchance that envy of so rich a thing.
Braving compare, disdainfully did sting fvaunt
His high-pitched thoughts, that meaner men should
That golden hap which their superiors want.

7-

But some untimely thought dirl instigate
His all-too-timeless speed, if none of ilio.e :

His honour, his affairs, his friendc, his st.ite.

Neglected all, with swift intent he goes
To quench the coal which in his liver glows.
O rash false heat, wr.ip|jed in repentant cold.
Thy hasty spring still blasts, and ne'er grows old i

8,

When at Collatium this false l',rd arriv'd
W'ull was he wclcoin'd by the Roman dame.
Within whose face beniiiv and virtue striv'd
Which of them both should underprop her fame :

When virtue bragg'd, beauty would blush fur shame:
When bc.iuty ho.isird bliislies. in despite
Virtue wiiulil ^l.im that o'er wilh silver while.
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But beauty, in that white intituled,

Prom Venus' doves doth challenge that fair field :

Then virtue claims from beauty beauty's red,
"Whicli virtue ^ave the gfoldeir age, to gild
Their silver cheeks, and call'd it then their shield

;

Teaching them thus to use it in the fight,

—

When shame assail'd, the red should fence the white.

This heraldry in Lucrece' face was seen,
Argu'd by beauty's red, and virtue's white

:

Of cither's colour was the other queen,
Proving from world's minority their right

:

Yet their ambition makes them still to fight

;

The sovereignty of either being so great.
That oft they interchange eatli other's seat.

This silent war of lilies and of roses,
Which Tarquin view'd in her fair face's field,

I u their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses

;

Where, lest between them both it should be kill'd,

The coward captive vanquished doth yield
To those two armies that would let him go,
Kather t'nan triumph in so false a fee.

Now thinks he that her husband's shallow tongue
(The nigjrard prodigal that prais'd her so)
1 11 that high task hath done her beauty wrong.
Which far exceeds his barren skill to show

:

Therefore that praise which Collatine doth owe.
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise,
In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes.

13-

This earthly saint, adorid by this devil,
I^ittle suspecteth the false worshipper

;

For unstain'd thoughts do seldom dream on evil

;

Birds never lim'd lio secret bushes fear

:

^o guiltless she securely gives good cheer
And reverend welcome to her princely guest.
Those inward ill no outward harm express'd:

14-

For that he colour'd with his high estate,

Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty

;

That nothing in him seem'd inordinate.
Save sometime too much wonder of his eye.
Which, having all, all could not satisfy ;

But, poorly' rich, so wanteth in his store.

That, cloyd with much, he pineth still for more.

IS-

But she, that never cop'd with stranger eyes,
<^ould pick no meaning from their parling looks.
Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies
Writ in the glassy margents of such books :

She touch'd no unknown baits, nor fear'd no hooks

;

Nor could she moralize his wanton sight.

More than his eyes were opea'd to the light

i6.

He stories to her ears her husband's fame.
Won in the fields of fruitful Italy

;

And decks with praises CoUatine's high name.
Made glorious by his manly chivalry.
With bruised arms and wreaths of victory

:

Her joy with heav'd-up hand she doth express.
And, wordless, so greets heaven for his success.

17-

Far from the purpose of his coming thither,
1 le makes excuses for his being there

:

No cloudy show of stormy blustering weather
Uoth yet in this fair welkin once appear :

Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear,
Upon the world dim darkness dnth display.
And in her vaulty prison stows the day.

i8.

For then is Tarcjuin brought unto his bed.
Intending weariness with heavy spright

;

For, after supper, long he questioned
With modest Lucrece, and wore out the night

:

Now leaden slumber with life's strength doth fight;
And every one to rest themselves b'-'take, [wake.
Save thieves and cares, and troubled minds thai

19.

-\s one ofwhich doth Tarquin lie revolving
The sundry dangers of his will's obtaining

;

Vet ever to obtain his will resolving.
Though weak-built hopes persuade him to abstaining

:

Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gaining
;

And when great treasure is the meed propos'd.
Though death be adjunct, there's no death suppos'u.

Those that much covet are with gain so fond.
That what they have not, that which they possess,
1 hey scatter and unloose it from their bond,
And so, by hoping more, they have but less

;

Or, gaining more, the profit of excess
Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain.
That they prove bankrupt in this poor-rich gain.

The aim of all is but to nurse the life

With honour, wealth, and ease, in waning age

;

And in this aim there is such thwarting strife.

That one for all, or all for one we gage ;

As life for honour in fell battles' ra^e

:

Honour for wealth ; and oft that wealth doth cost
The death of all, and all together lost.

So that, in venturing ill, we leave to be
The things we are, for that which we expect

;

And this ambitious foul infirmity,

in having much, torments us with defect
Of that we have : so then we do neglect
The thing we have ; and, all for want of wit.

Make something nothing, by augmenting it.

23-
.

Such hazard now must doting Tarquin make,
Pawning his honour to obtain his lust

;

And for himself himself he must forsake

:

Then where is truth if there be no self-trust?

When shall he think to find a stranger just.

When he himself himself confounds, betrays
To slanderous tongues, and wretched hateful dayiS

24.

Now stole upon the time the dead of night.
When hea\'y sleep had clos'd up mortafeyes

:

No comfortable star did lend his light.

No noise but owls' and wolves' death-boding cries

;

Now serves the season that they may surprise
The silly lambs : pure thoughts are dead and still*

Wliile Itist and murder wake to stain and kill.

And now this lustful lord leap'd from his bed,
Throwing his mantle rudely o'er his arm :

Is madly toss'd ^ --tween desire and dread ;

Th' one sweetly Hatters, th' other fearcth harm ;

But honest fear, bewitch'd with lust's foul charm.
Doth too too oft betake him to retire.

Beaten away by brain-sick rude desire.

=6.

His falchion on a flint he softly smiteth.
That from the cold stone sparks offiredofly;
\Vhcreat a waxen torch forthwith he liglitoih,

AV'hicli must be lode-star to his lustful eye ;

And to the flame thus speaks advisedly :

" As from this cold flint I enforc'd this fire,

So Lucrece must I force to my desire."

Here pale with fear he doth premeditate
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise.

And in his inward mind he doth debate
What following sorrow may on this arise

:

Then looking scornfully, he doth despise
His naked armour of still-slaughter d lust.

And justly thus controls his thoughts unjust

:

28.

" Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend if not
To darken her whose light excelleth thine

;

And die, unhallow'd thoughts, before you Mot
With your uncleaiiness that which is divine

:

Off'er pure incense to so pure a shrine :

I .et fair humanity abhor the deed [weed.
That spots and stains love's modest snow-white
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sg.

" O shame to taiiglithood and to shining arms I

< ) foul dishonour to my household's grave

!

C> impious act. includine all foul harms 1

A martial man to be soft fancy's slave J

True valour still a true respect should have

;

Then my digression is so vile, so base,
Tliat it will live engraven in my face.

30-

" Ye.i, though I die, the scandal will survive,

And be an eyesore in my golden coat

;

Some loathsome dash the lierald will contrive,

To cipher me how fondly I did dote;
That my posterit>* shara'd with the note.
Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin

"To wish tiiat I their fether had not been.

31-

" ^Vhat win I, if I gain the thing I seek?
A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy.
Who buys a minute's mirth to wall a week 2

Or sells eternity to get a toy ?

For one sweet grape who will the vine destroy ?

(Jr what fond beggar, but to touch the crown.
IVould with the sceptre straight be strucken down

32-
'

' If CoUatinus dream of my intent,
^Vill he not wake, .and in a desperate rage
Post hither, this %iie purpose to prevent?
This siege that hath engirt his marriage.
This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage.
This dying virtue, this surviving shame.
\Vhose cnme n-ill bear an ever-during blame ?

SI-

" O what excuse can my invention make.
When thou shalt charge me with so black a deed ?
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints shake.
Mine eyes forego their light, my false heart bleed ?

The guilt being great, the fear doth still exceed :

And extreme fear can neither fight nor fly,

But, cow2ird-like, with trembling terror die.

34-

" Had CoDatinus kill'd my son or sire.

Or lain in ambush to betray my life.

Or were he not my dear friend, this desire
Might have excuse to work upon his wife.
Asm revenge or quittal of such strife

:

But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend.
The shame and fault finds no excuse nor end.

33-

" Shameful it is :—ay. if the (act be known

:

Hateful it is ;—there is no hate in loving

:

I 11 beg her love ;—but she is not her own

:

The worst is but denial, and reproving

:

My will is strong, past reason's we.ik removing.
Who fears .a sentence, or an old man's saw,
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe."

36.

Thus, graceless, holds he disputation
'Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning will.

And with good thoughts makes dispensation,
' rging the worser sense for vant.Tgc still

;

Which in a moment doth confound and kill

All pure effects, and doth so far proceed.
That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed.

37-

Ouoth he. " She look me kindly by the hand.
And g'Xz'd for tidings in my ea^er eyes.
i"eanng some hanl news from the warli'ite band,
Where her beloved Coll.itinus lies,

I) how her fear did make her colour rise !

I'irst red as rose that on lawn we lay.
Then white as lawn, the roses look away.

38.

" And how her hand, in my hand being lock'd,
Torcd it to tremblu with her loyal fear I

Which struck her sad. and then it faster rock'd,
1 'mil her Imshand's welfare she did hear;
Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheer.
That h.nd Narcissus seen her as she stood.
Self-love had never drown'd him in the flcod.

39.

" ^\'hy hunt I. then, for colour or excuses?
All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth ;

Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses ;

Love thrives not in the heart that shadows dreadeth:
.\fltction is my captain, and he leadeth ;

And when his gaudy banner is display'd.

The coward fights, and will not be dismay'd.

40.

" Then, ch'ildish fear, avauntt debating, die I

Respect and reason, wait on wrinkled age 1

My heart shall never countennand mine eye

:

Sad pause and deep regard beseem the sage :

My pEirt is youth, and beats these from the stager
Desire my pilot is, beauty my prize ;

Then who fears sinking where such treasure lies!"

4t-

.\s corn o'ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear
Is almost chok'd by unresisted lust.

/Vway he steals with open listening ear,

hull of foul hope, and full of fond mistrust

;

Both which, as servitors to the unjust.
So cross him with their opposite persuasion.
That now he vows a league, and now invasion.

AVithin his thought her heavenly image sits,

And in the selfsame seat sits CoUatirie :

That eye which looks on her confounds his wits

;

That eye which him beholds, as more divine,
Unto a view so false will not incline ;

But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart.
AVhich, once corrupted, takes the worser part

;

And therein heartens up his servile powers.
Who, flatter'd by their leader's jocund show.
Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours :

.\nd as their captain, so their pride doth grew.
Paying more sla\-ish tribute than they owe.
By reprobate desire thus madly led.

The Roman lord marcheth to Lucrece" bed.

44-

The locks between her chamber and his will,

Each one by him enforc'd. retires his ward ;

P-->t. as they open, they all rate his ill.

Which drives the creeping thief to some regard

:

The threshold grates the door to have him heard ;

Night-wand'nng weesels shriek to see hirn there

;

They fright him, yet he still pursues his fear.

45-

\s each unwilling portal yields him way,
fhrough little vents and crannies of the place
The wind wars with his torch, to make him stay.
And blows the smokeof it into his face.
Extinguishing his conduct in this case ;

But his hot heart, which fond desire doth scorcl!,
Puffs forth another wind that fires the torch

:

46.
And being lighted, by the light he spies
I.ucretia's glove, wherein her needle sticks:
He takes it from the rushes where it lies.

And griping it, the nccid his finger pricks ;

iVs who should s.ay, this glove to wanton tricks
Is not inur'd ; return again in h.aste ;

Thou see'st our mistress' orn.anients are chaste.

47-

But all these poor forbidings could not stay him :

1 lo in the worst sense construes their denial

:

The doors, the wind, the glove that did delay hini,
I le takes for accidental things of trial

;

Or .as those bars which stop the hourly di.i!.

Who with a lingering stay his course doth let.

Till every minute pays the hour his debt.

4«.

.So, so," quoth he, " those lets attend the time.
I.ike little frosts that sometime threat the spring.
In .add .1 more rejoicing to the prime.
And give the sne.apcd birds more cause to sing,
P.'iin i)ays the income of c.ich precious thing;
Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates, shelves anil

sands.
The merchant fears, ere rich at home he lands."
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49.

Now 15 lie come unto (lie chamber door,
That bhuts liim from the heaven of his thou£;lit,

"Which with a yielding latch, and with no more,
Hath barr'd him from the blessed thing he sought.
So from himself impiety hath wrought.
That for his prey to pray he dotli begin,
As if the heaven should countenance his sin.

SO-

But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer.
Having solicited the eternal power,
That his foul thoughts might compass his fair fair.

And they would stand auspicious to the hour.
Even there he starts :—quoth he, '• I must deflower ;

The powers to whom I pray abhor this fact.
How can they, then, assist me in the act

!

51-

" Then love and fortune be my gods, my guide

!

My will is back'd with resolution :

Thoughts are but dreams till their effects be tried ;

The blackest sin is clear'd with absolution ;

Against love's fire fear's frost hath dissolution.
The eye of heaven is out, and misty night
Covers the shame that follows sweet delight."

S=.

This said, his guilty hand pluck'd up the latch.
And with his knee the door he opens wide :

The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl will catch :

Thus treason works ere traitors "be espied.
^Vho sees the lurking serpent, steps aside ;

But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such thinjr.
Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting.

53-

iTito the chamber -wickedly he stalks.
And gazeth on her yet unstained bed.
The curtains being close, about he walks.
Rolling his greedy eyeballs in his head

:

By their high treason is his heart misled ;

Which gives the watchword to his hand full soon.
To draw the cloud that hides the silver moon.

S-)-

Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed sun.
Rushing from forth a cloud, bereaves our sight

;

F-ven so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun
To wink, being blinded with a greater light

:

\\Jiether it is that she reflects so bright.
That dazzleth them, or else some shame supposed

;

But blind they are, and keep themselves enclosed.

S3-

O had they in that darksome prison died !

Then had they seen the period of their ill;

Then Collatine again, by Lucrece' side.
In his clear bed might have reposed still

:

But Ihey must ope,' this blessed league to kill

;

And holy-thoughtcd Lucrece to their sight
Must sell her joy, her life, her world's delight.

se-

ller lily hand her rosy cheek lies under.
Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss:
"Who. therefore angry, seems to part in sunder,
.Swelling on either side to want his bliss ;

Between whose hills her head entombed ii

:

"Where, like a virtuous monument, she lies.

To be admir'd of lewd unhallow'd eyes.

'Without the bed her other fair hand was.
On the green coverlet ! whose perfect white
Show'd like an .'Ipril daisy on the grass,
^\'ith pearly sweat, resembling dew of night.
Her eyes, like marigolds, had sheath'd their light.

And canopied in darkness sweetly lay.

Till they might open to adorn the day.

S8.

Her hair, like golden threads, play'd with her breath
() modest wantons ! wanton modesty !

Showing life's triumph m the map of death.
And death's dim look in life's mortality :

Each in her sleep themselves so beautify.
As if between them twain there were no strife.

But that life liv'd in death, and death in life.

59-

Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with blue
A pair of maiden worlds unconquered.
Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew.
And him by oath they truly honoured.
These worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred ;

"Who, like a foul usurper, went about
From this (air throne to heave the owner out,

6o.

'What could he see but mightily he noted?
"What did he note but strongly he desir'd ?

Wh.-it he beheld, on that he (imily doted.
And in his will his wilful eye hetir'd.
"With more than admiration he admir'd
Her azure veins, her alabaster skin.

Her coral lips, her snow-white dimpled chin,

6i.

As the grim lion fawneth o'er his prey.
Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied.

So o'er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin slay.

His rage of lust by gazing quaUfied ;

Slack'd, not suppress'd ; for standing by her side,

His eye, which late this mutiny restrains.

Unto a greater uproar tempts'his veins

:

62,

And they, like straggling slaves for pillage fighting,

Obdurate vassals, fell exploits effecting.

In bloody death and ravishment delighting.

Nor children's tears, nor mothers' groans respecting.
Swell in their pride, the onset still expecting :

Anon his beating heart, al.irum striking.

Gives the hot charge, and bids them do their liking,

63-

His drumming heart cheers up his burning eye.
His eye commends the leading to his hand

;

His hand, as proud of such a dignity.
Smoking with pride, march'd on to make his stan-J

On her bare breast, the heart of all her land ;

Whose ranks of blue veins, as his hand did scale,

Left their round turrets destitute and pale.

64.

Thej', mustering to the quiet cabinet
"Where their de.Hr governess and lady lies,

Do tell her she is dreadfully beset.
And fright her with confusion of their cries

:

She, much amaz'd, breaks ope her lock'd-up eyes,
Who. peeping forth this tumult to behold.
Are by his flaming torch dimm'd and controU'd.

65.

Imagine her as one in dead of night
From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy waking,
That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly 5|irite,

Whose grim aspect sets every joint a-shaking

;

What terroi: 'tis ! but she. in worser taking.
From sleep disturbed, heedfuUy doth view
The sight which makes supposed terror true.

66.

Wrapp'd and confounded in a thousand fears.

Like to a new-kill'd bird she trembling lies

;

She dares not look ; yet, winking, there appears
Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes

:

Such shadows are the weak brain's forgeries:
Who, angry that the eyes fly from their lights.

In darkness daunts them with more dreadful siglits

67-

His hand, that yet remains ufion her breast,

(Rude ram, to batter such an ivory wall I)

May feel her heart (poor citizen I), distressed

AVounding itself to death, rise up and fall.

Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal.

'i'his moves in him more rage, and lesser pily.

To make the breach, and enter this sweet city.

First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin
To sound a parley to his heartless foe :

Who o'er the white sheet peers her whiter chin.

The reason of this rash alarm to know,
A\'liich he by dumb demeanour seeks to show

;

But she with vehement prayers iirgeth still

Under ,vhat colour he commits this ill.

1
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69.

Thus he rcjilies :
" Tlic colour in thy face

(That oven for ant;fr makes the lily pale*
And tlio red rose blush at lier own discrrace)

Shall plead for me, and tell my loving tale :

Under that colour am I come to scale
Thy never-conqucr'd fort : the fault is thine.

For those thine eyes betray thee unto mine.

70.

"Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide:
Thy beauty liatii ensnar'd thee to this night.
Where thou with patience must my will abide ;

My will that marks thee for my earth's delight,
"Which I to conquer sought with all my might

:

But as reproof and reason beat it dead.
By thy bright beauty was it newly bred.

" I see what crosses my attempt will bring

:

I know what thorns the growing rose defends
I think the honey guarded with a sting

:

All this, beforehand, coimsel comprehends :

But will is deaf, and hears no heedful friends;
Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty.
And dotes on what he looks, 'gainst law or duty.

72.

*' I have debated, even in my soul,
AS'hat wrong, what shame, what sorrow I shall breed
But nothing can affection's course control,
Or stop the headlong fury of his speed.
I know repentant tears ensue the deed.
Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity;
Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy."

73-

This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade,
Which, like a falcon towering in the skies,
Coiicheth the fowl below with his wing's sliade.
Whose crooked beak threats if he mount he dies :

So under his insulting falchion lies
Harmless Lucretia, marking what he tells
"VVith trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon's beils.

74.
" Lucrece," quoth he, "this night I must enjoy thee

:

If ihou deny, then force nmst work my way,
I'or in thy bed I purpose to destroy thee

:

That done, some worthless slave of thine I'll slay.
To kill thine honour with thy life's decay

;

And in thy dead arms do I mean to place him.
Swearing I slew hnn, seeing thee embrace him.

75-

" So thy sun-iving husband shall remain
The scornful mark of every open eye

:

Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this disdain.
Thy issue blurr'd with nameless bastardy

:

And thou, the author of their obloquy,
Shalt have thy trespass cited up m rhymes,
And sung by children in succeeding times.

76.

" But if thou yield, I rest tin- secret friend :

Tho fault unknown is as a thought unacted

;

A little harm, done to a great good end,
J'or lawful policy remains enacted.
The poisonous simple sometimes is compacted

In a pure compound ; being so applied.
His venom in effect is purified.

77-

" Then, for thy husban;l .nd thy children's sake,
Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot
The shame that from them no device can take.
The blemish that will never be forgot

;

Worse than a slavish wipe, or birt&hour's blot

:

For marks descried in men's nativity
Arc nature's faults, not their own infamy."

78.

Here with a cockatrice' dead-killing eye
He rousctli up him«clf, and makes a pause

;

^Vhile she, the picture of pure piety,
I.ikc a while hin<l under the grypes sharp cl.iws,
rlc-ads in a wiUleriicss, where arc no l,iws.
To the rough beast that knows no grntle riKhti
Nor aujjlit obeys bu'. hi!> foul appetite.

75.

Rut when a black-fac'd cloud tUc- world iloth threat
in his dim mist the aspiring inoniitaiiia hiding,

I-Vom earth's dark womb some t;ci;tle ljii';! 'i"Ih get,

Which blows these pitchy vapoiirs Irom tliulr biding,
Hiiidering their present fall by this dividing.

So his iinliallow'd haste her words del.ays,

And moody Pluto winks while Orphevis plays.

So.

Yet. foul night-waking cat, he doth but dally.

While in his holdfast foot the weak mouse pantclh

:

Her sad behaviour feeds his vulture folly.

A swallowing gulf that even in plenty wanteth :

His ear her prayers admits, but his heart granteth
No penetrable entrance to her plaining:

Tears harden lust, though marble wear with raining.

Si.

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix'd

In the remorseless wrinkles of his face :

Her modest eloquence with sighs is mi.x'd,

^\'hich to her oratory .adds more grace.
She puts the period often from his place.
And 'midst the sentence so her accent breaks.
That twice she dotii begin ere once she speaks,

82.

She conjures h.im by high almighty Jove.
By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friendship's oath,
By her untimely tears, lier husband's love,

Sy holy human law. and common troth.

By he.iven and earth, and all the power of both.
That to his borrow'tl bed he make retire.

And stoop to honour, not to foul desire.

83.

Ouoth she, "Reward not hospitality
^Vith such black payment as thou hast prcteildscl

;

Mud not the fountain that gave drink to thee

;

Mar not the thing that cannot be .amenderl

;

End thy ill aim, before thy shoot be ended :

He is no woodman that doth bentl his bow
To strike a poor unseasonable doe.

84.

' My husband is thy friend.—for liis sake spare me

;

Thyself art mighty,—for thine own sake leave me

;

Myself a weakling.—do not, then, ensnare me ;

Thou look'st not like deceit,—do not deceive me.
My sighs, like whirlwinds, labour hence to lieave

thee

;

If ever man were mov'dwith woman's moans
Be moved with my tears, my sighs, my groans.

85.

" All which together, like a troubled ocean.
Heat at thy rocky and wreck-threatening heart.
To soften it with their continual motion ;

I'or stones dissolvd, to water do convert.
(). if no harder than a stone thou an.
Melt at my tears, and be comp.asbionatc

!

Soft pity enters at an iron gate.

06.

" In Tarquin's likeness I did entertain thee :

Hast thou put on his shape to do him shame?
Tn all the host of heaven I complain me.
Thou wrong'st his honour, wonnd'st his princely nama
Thou art not what thou seem'st . and if the s.ame.
Thou seem'st not what thou art, a god, a king

;

For kings like gods should govern everything.

87.

" How will thy shame be seeded in thine age.
When thus thy vices bud before thy spring!
If in thy hope thou dar'st do such outr.agc.
What <lar'st thou not when once thou art a king ]

O be remember'd, no outrageous tiling

I'rom vassal actors can be wip'd away
;

Then kings' misdeeds cannot be hid in clay.

S8.

" This deed will make thee only lov'd for fear:
Hut h.ippy monarchs still are fear'd for love

:

Willi full offenders thou perforce must bear,
Wh. n they in thii: the like offences prove :

If but for fear oftliis, thy will remove
;

I '.r princes, are the glass, the school, the book.
Where; iubjccli' eyci do learn, do read, do looV-

zz
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Rg.

And wilt thou be the school where Lust shall learn?
Must he in thee read lectures of such shame?
Wilt thou be glass, wherein it shall discern
Authority for sin, warrant for blame,
To privilege dishonour in thy name !

Thou back'st reproach against long-lived laud,
And mak'st fair reputation but a bawd.

go.

"Hast thou command! by him that g-ave it thee,
From a pure heart command thy rebel will

:

Draw not thy sword to guard iniquity,
For it was lent thee all that brood to kill.

Thy princely office how canst thou fulfil.

When, pattern'd by thy fault, foul Sin may say.
He learn"d to sin, and thou didst teach the way?

91.

" Think but how vile a spectacle it were.
To view thy present trespass in another.
Men's faults do seldom to themselves appear

;

Their own transgressions partially they smother

:

This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy brother.
O, how are they wrapp'd in with infamies,
That from their own misdeeds askaunce their eyes

" To thee, to thee, my heav'd-up hands appeal.
Not to seducing lust, thy rash reher

:

I sue for exil'd majesty's repeal

;

1-et him return, and flattering thoughts retire :

His true respect will'prison false desire.
And wipe the dim mist from thy doting eyne.
That thou shall see thy state, and pity mine."

93-
" Have done," quoth he ; "my uncontrolled tide
Turns not, but swells the higher by this let.
Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires abide.
And with the wind in greater fury fret

:

The petty streams that pay a daily debt
T o their salt sovereign, mth their fresh falls' haste
Add to his flow, but'alter not his taste."

94.

" Thou art," quoth she, " a sea. a sovereign king

;

And lo, there falls into thy boundless flood
r.lack lust, dishonour, shame, misgoverning.
Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood.

"

If all these petty ills shall change thy good.
Thy sea within a puddle's womb is hers'd.
And not the puddle in thy sea dispers'd.

9S.
" So shall these slaves be king, and thou their slave

;

Thou nobly base, they basely dignified ;

Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler grave ;

Thou loathed in their shame, they in thy pride

:

The lesser thing should not the greater hide

;

The cedar stoops not to the base shrub's foot.
But low shrubs wither at the cedar's root.

96.

" So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy state"—
" Mo more," quotli he ;

" by heaven, I will not hear
^ield to my love ; if not. enforced hate, [thee :

1 nstead of love's coy touch, shall rudely tear thee ;

That done, despitefuUy I mean to bear thee
I-^nto the base bed of some rascal groom.
To be thy partner in this shameful doom."

97-

This said, he sets his foot upon the light.

For light and lust are deadly enemies :

Shame folded up in blind concealing night",

When most unseen, then most doth'tjTannize.
The wolf hath seiz'd his prey, the poor lamb cries

;

Till with her o^vn white fleece her voice controU'd
Entombs her outcry iu her lips' sweet fold :

98.

For with the nightly linen that she wears.
He pens her piteous clamours in her head ;

Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears
That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed.
O, that prone lust should stain so pure a lied !

The spots whereof could wcepiing purify.
Her tears should drop on.them DcrDctuallv.

99.

Kut she hath lost a dearer thing than life,

.\nd he hath won what he would lose .igain :

This forced league doth force a further strife
;

This momentary joy breeds months of pain ;

This hot desire converts to cold disdain :

Pure Chastity is rifled of her store.

And Lust, the thief, far poorer tlian before.

Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk.
Unapt for tender smell or speedy tlight.

Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk
The prey wherein by nature they delight

;

So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night

:

His taste delicious, in digestion souring.
Devours his will, that liv'd by foul devouring

O, deeper sin than bottomless conceit
Can comprehend in stiJl imagination

!

Drunken Desire must vomit his receipt.

Ere he can see his own abomination.
While lust is in his pride, no exclamation
Can curb his heat, or rein his rash desire.
Till, like a jade, self-will himself doth tire.

And then with lank and lean discolour'd cheek,
AVith heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless pace.
Feeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek.
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case

:

The flesh being proud, desire doth fight with gra^;.,

For there it revels ; and when that decays.
The guilty rebel for remission prays.

103.

So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome,
Who this accomplishment so hotly chas'd

;

For now against himself he sounds this doom,

—

That through the length of times he stands disgrac'd

:

Besides, his soul's fair temple is defac'd:
To whose weak ruins muster troops of cares,

To ask the spotted princess how she fares.

104.

She says, her subjects with foul insurrection

Have batter'd down her consecrated wall,

.•\nd by their mortal fault brought in subjectiou
Her immortality, and made her thrall

To living death, and pain perpetual

:

Which in her prescience she controled still.

But her foresight could not forestall their will.

103.

Even in this thought through the darknight he bLcalilli,

A captive victor that hath lost in gain

;

liearing away the wound that nothing healeth,
The scar that will, despite of cure, remain

;

Leaving his spoil perplex'd in greater pain.
She bears the load of lust he" left behind.
And he the burden of a guilty mind.

106.

I le like .a thievish clog creeps sadly thence

;

She like a wearied lamb lies panting there ;

He scowls, and hates himself for his offence :

She, desperate, with her nails her flesh doth tear ;

He faintly flies, sweating with guilty feai

;

She stays, exclaiming on the d'lreful night

;

He runs, and chides his vanish'd loath'd delight.

107.

lie thence departs a heavy convertite

;

She there remains a hopeless castaway ;

He in liis speed looks for the morning light

:

She prays she never may behold the day

;

" For day," quoth she, " night's scapes doth open lay,

And my true eyes have never practis'd how
To cloak offences with a cunning brow.

108.

" They think not but that every eye can see
The s.ame disgrace which-thcy themselves behold;
And therefore would they still in darkness be.

To have their unseen sin remain untold ;

For they their guilt with weeping will unfold.

And grave, like water that doth eat in steel,

Upoii my checks what helcless shame 1 feci."
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log.

Hero she exclaims a^jamst repose and rest.

And bids her eyes hereafter still be blind.

She wakes her heart by beating on her breast.

And bids it leap from thence, where it may find

Some purer chest to close so pure a mind.
Frantic with p-icfthus breathes she forth her spite

Against the unseen secrecy of night

:

"O comfort-kiUing nijjht, imajje of hell!

Dim rejjister and notary ofshame

!

Black stage for tra.?edies and murders fell

!

V.ast sin-concealingf chaos I nurse of blame

!

Blind muffled bawd ! dark harbour for defame 1

Grim cave of death ! whispering conspirator.
With close-tongu'd treason and the ravisher

!

" O hateful, vaporous, and foggy nigiit I

Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime.
Muster thy mists to meet the eastern light.

Make war against proportion'd course'of time

;

Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed.
Knit poisonous clouds about his golden head.

V With rotten damps ravish the morning .air ;

I-et their exhal'd unwholesome breaths make sick
I'he life of purity, the supreme fair,

Kre he arrive his weary noontide prick ;

And let thy misty vapours march so thick.
That in their smoky ranks his smother (1 light
May set at noon, and make perpetual night.

"3-
" Were Tarquin night, (as he is but nighfs child,)
The silver-shining queen he would disdain ;

Her twinkling handmaids too, by him defil'd.

Through nighfs black bosom should not peep again:
So should I have copartners in ray pain

;

And fellowship in woe doth woe assuage.
As palmers' chat makes short their pilgrimage.

114.

" Where now I have no one to blush with me,
To cross their arms, and hang their heads with mine.
To mask their brows, and hide their infamy ;

But I alone alone must sit and pine.
Seasoning the earth with showers of silver brine,
Mingling my talk with lear.s. my grief with groans,
Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans.

115.

" O night, thou furnace of foul-reeking smoke,
I.ct not the jealous day behold that face
Which untlerneath thy black all-hiding cloak
Immodestly lies martyr'd with disgrace I

Keep still possession of tliy gloomy place.
That all the faults which m thy reign arc made,
May likewise be scpiilcher'd in iliy shade 1

116.

" Make me not object to the tell-tale day I

The light will show charactcr'd in my brow.
The story of sweet cliastity's decay.
The impious breach of holy wedlock vow

:

Ye.i. the illiterate, that know not how
To cipher what is writ in learned books.
Will quote my loathsome trespass in my looks.

117.

" The nurse, to still her child, will tell my story.
And fright her crying babe with Tarquin's name

;

The orator, , "> deck his oratory.
Will couple my reproach to Tarquin's shame

;

Feast-finding minstrels, tuningmy defame,
Will tie the hearers to attend each line.

How Tarquin wrongeU me, I CoUatinc.

118.

' Let my jjood n.ime. that senseless reputation,
For Colfatme's dear love be kept unspotted ;

I f that be made A theme for disputation,
1 he branches of another root are rotted,
AikI undeserv'd re!<roach to him allotted,

Th.it is as clear from this attaint of luiiie,
A'. 1, ere this, iva^ pure to Cullatiiic.

119.

O unseen shame I invisible disgrace !

O imfelt sore i creft-wounding, private scar

!

Keproach is stainpd in Collatinus' face.

Anti Tarquin's eye may read the mot afar.

How he in peace is wounded, not in war.
.Vlas. ho>v many bear such shameful blows.
Which not themselves, but he that gives tIio:;i

knows

!

" If, Collatine, thine honour lay in me.
From me by strong assault it is bereft.
My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee.
Have no perfection of my summer left.

But robb'd and ransack'd by injurious theft

:

In thy weak hive a wandering wasp hath crept,

.\.nd suck'd the honey which thy chaste bee kept.

•

' Yet am I guilty of thy honour's wrack,

—

\'ct for thy honour did I entertain him

;

Ct.iming from thee. I could not put him back,
l-'jr it had been dishonour to disdain him :

ISesides, of weariness he did complain him.
And talk'd of virtue :—O unlook'd for evil,

When virtue is profan'd in sucli a devil 1

122.

" Why should the worm intrude the maiden bud!
Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows' nests?
Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud ?

Or tvrant folly lurk in gentle breasts?
Or kings be breakers of their own behests?
But no perfection is so absolute.
That .some impurity doth not pollute.

123.

** The aged man that coffers up his gold
Is jilagued with cramps, and gouts, and painful fits

;

-•^.nd scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold.
But like still-pining T,-intalus he sits.

And useless barns the harvest of his wits :

Having no other pleasure of his gain.
Hut torment that it cannot cure his pain.

124.

"So then he hath it. when he cannot use it.

And leaves it to be inaster'd by his young

;

Who in their pride do presently abuse it

:

Their father was too weak, and they too strong.
To hold their cursed-blessed fortime long.
The siveets we wished for turn to loathed sours,
Even in the moment that we call them oury..

123.

" Unruly blasts wait on the tender spring

;

Unwholesome weeds take root v/ith precious flowers
The adder hisses where the sweet birds sing ;

What virtue breeds, iniquity devours

:

We have no good that we can say is ours.
But ill->annexed Opportunity
Or kills his life, or else his quality

126.

" O Opportunity, thy guilt is great

!

'Tis thou that execut'st the traitor's treason

;

Thou sett'st the wolf where he the Iamb may get;
Whoever plots the sin, thou point'si the se.ison :

'Tis thou that spurn st .it right, at l.uv. at reason

;

And in thy shady cell, where none may spy him.
Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by him.

127.

' Thou mak'st the vestal violate her oath

;

Thou blow'st the fire when temperance is thaw'd

;

Thou smotlier'st honesty, thou murder'st troth

:

Thou foul abettor I thou notorious bawd I

Thou pLantest scandal, and disTjlacest laud

:

Thou ravisher, thou traitor, thou false thief.

Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief I

123.

" Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame,
Thy private leUsting to a public fast,

Tliy smoothing titles to a ragged name,
Tliy sugar'd tongue to biticr wormwood taste;
1 hy violent vanities can never last

How comes it, tin n. vile (Jpportunity,
Being so bad, such numbers seek for thee?
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12(5.

" When wilt tliou be the humble suppliant's friend.
And brin? him where his suit may be obtain'd?
M'hen wiit thou sort an hour ,efreat strifes to end?
(Jr free that soul which wretchedness hath chain'd?
tiive physic to the sick, ease to the pain'd?
The poor, lame, blind, hait. creep, cry out for tlicc

;

liut they ne'er meet with Opportunity.

130.

" The patient dies while the physician sleeps

;

The orphan pines while the oppressor feeds :

Justice is feasting while the widow weeps

!

Advice is sporting v/hile infection breeds :

Thou grant'st no time for charitable deeds ;

Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and murder's rages,
Thy heinous hours wait on them as their pages.

131-

" Wlien truth and virtue have to do with thee,
A thousand crosses keep them from thy aid :

They buy thy help ; but Sin ne'er gives a fee,

lie gratis comes ; and thou art well appay'd
As well to hear as grant what he hath said.

iMy Collatine would else have come to me
"When Tarquin did, but he was stay'd by thee.

132.

*' Guilty thou art of murder and of thefV,

Guilty of perjury and subornation :

Guilty of treason, forgery, and shift.

Guilty of incest, that abomination

;

An accessary by thine inclination
To all sins past, and all that .are to come,
From the creation to the general doom.

133-

" Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly night,
Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care,

Hater of youth, false slave to false delight.
Base watch of woes, sin's pack-horse, virtue's snare;
Thou nursest all, and murderest all that are

:

O, hear me, then, injurious, shifting Time
Be guilty ofmy deatli, since of my crime.

134-

" Why hatli thy servant. Opportunity,
Betray'd the hours thou gav'st me to repose,
Cancell'd my fortunes, and enchained me
To endless date of never-ending woes?
Time's office is to fine the hate of foes

;

To eat up errors by opinion bred.
Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed.

135-

'* Time's glory is to calm contending kings,
To unmask falsehood, and bring truth to light*

To stamp the seal of time in aged things.

To wake the morn, and sentinel the night.

To wrong the wronger till he render right,

To ruinate proud buildings with thy hours.
And smear with dust their glittering golden towers

136.

"To fill with worm-holes stately monuments.
To feed oblivion with decay of things.

To blot old books, and alter their contents.
To pluck the quills from anciciit ravens' wings.
To dry the old oak's sap. and cherish springs.
To spoil antiquities of hammer'd steel.

And turn the giddy round of Fo'fune's wheel

;

137-

" To show the beldam daughters of her d.aughter.
To make the child a man. the man a child.

To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughter,
To tame the unicorn and lion wild.
To mock the subtle, in themselves bcguil'd ;

'I'o cheer the ploughman with increaseful crops.
And waste huge stones with little water-drops.

138.

"Why wnrk'st thou mischief in thy pilgrimage.
Unless thou rouldst return to make amends!?
One poor retiring minute in an age
Would purch;ise thee a thousand thousand friends.
Lending him wit that to bad ilebtors lends : |back,

O, this dre.ad night, wouldst thou one hour come
1 could prevent this storm, and shun thy wrack I

tig.

Thou ceaseless lackey to eternity,
With some mischance cross Tarijuin in his flight!
Devise extremes beyond extremity.
To make him curse this cursed crimeful night

:

Let ghastly shadows his lewd eyes affright

;

And the dire thought of his committed evil

Shape every bush a hideous shapeless devil.

" Disturb his hours of rest with restless tranceSi
."Vlilict him in his bed With bedrid groans ;

Let there bechance him pitiful mischances.
To make him moan ; but pity not his moans

:

Stone him with harden'd hearts, Iiarder than stonesj
And let mild women to him lose their mildness,
^VilJer to him than tigers in their wildness.

141.

" Let him have time to tear his cnrled hair.

Let him have time against himself to rave.
Let him have time of Time's help to despair.
Let him have time to live a loathed slave.
Let him have time a beggar's orts to crave

:

And time to see one that by alms doth live

Disdain to him disdained scraps to give,

142.

" Let him have time to see his friends his foes,

And merry fools to mock at him resort

;

Let him have time to mark how slow time goes
In time of sorrow, and how swift and short
His time of folly and his time of sport

;

And ever let his nnrecalling crime
Have time to wail the abusing of his time.

143.

" O Time, thou tutor both to good and bad,
Teach me to curse him that thou taught 'st this iUl
At liis own shadow let the thief run mad.
Himself himself seek every hour to kill! [spills

Such wretched hands such wretched blood should
1-or who so base would such an office have
As slanderous dcath's-man to so base a slave J

144-

" The baser is he, coming from a king.
To shame his hope with deeds degenerate:
The mightier man, the mightier is the thing
That makes him honour'd. or begets him hate

;

For greatest scandal waits on greatest state.

Tlie moon being clouded presently is miss'd.

But little stars may hide them when they list.

I4.=;-

" The crow may bathe his coal-black wings in mire,
.\nd unperceiv'd fly with the filth away

:

But if the like the snow-white sw.in desire.

The stain upon his silver down will stay.

Poor grooms are sightless night, kings glorious day;
Gnats are unnoted wheresoe'er they fly.

But eagles gaz'd upon with every eye.

146.

"Out, idle words, servants to shallow fools I

Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators I

Busy yourselves in skill-contending schools ;

Debate where leisure serves with dull debaters;
To trembling clients be you mediators

:

For me, I force not argument a straw.

Since that my case is past the help of law.

147-

" In vain I rail at Opportunity,
.\t Time, at Tarquin. and uncheerful Night

;

In vain I cavil with my infamy.
In vain I spurn at my confirin'd despite :

This helpless smoke of words doth me no right.

The remedy indeed to do me good.
Is to let forth my foul defiled biood,

14S.

" Poor liand. why quiver'st thou at this decree?
i lonour thyself to rid nie of this shame ;

1-or if I die, my honour lives: in thee;
Hut if I live, thou liv'st in my defame :

Since thou couKlst not defend thy loy.il dame.
And wast .ifrard to srr.atch her wicked foe.

Kill bolh tlr, , -Ifand her for yielding so,"
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r49.

This s.ll<1, ftom her bctumbled couch she slartctli,

To lind souii: desperate instrument of death ;

lint this no slaughter-house no tool imparteth,
'I'o make more vent for passage of her breath

:

Which, thronging throui;h her lips, so vanisheth

As smoke from ^tna,' that in air consumes.
Or that which from discharged cannon fumes.

150-

" In v.iin," quoth she, " I live, and seek in vain
Some happy mean to end a hapless life.

I fe;!r'd by Tarquin's falchion to be sl.iin,

Yet f.ir the selfsame purpose seek a knife :

but when I fear'd, I was a loyal wife :

So am I now :—O no, that cannot be

:

Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me.

131-

" O 1 that is gone for which I sought to live.

Anil therefore now I need not fear to die.

To clear this spot by death, at least I give
A badge of fame to slander's livery :

A dying life to Uving infamy :

Poor helpless help, the treasure stol'n away.
To burn the guiUless casket where it lay V

152.

• Well, well, dear Collatine, thou shalt not know
The stained taste of violated trotli ;

1 will not wrong thy true atfection so.

To flatter thee with an infringed o.ith ;

This bastard grafl" shall never come to growth;
He shall not boast, who did thy stock pollute.

That thou art doling father of his iruit.

'53-

"Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought.
Nor laugh with his companions at thy state :

Hut thou shalt know thy mterest was not bought
Basely with gold, but stolen from forth thy gate.
For me, I am the mistress of my fate.

And with my trespass never will dispense.
Till life to deatli acquit my forc'd offence.

I54-

" I will not poison thee with my attaint
Nor fold my fault in clcanly-coin'd excuses
My sable ground of sin I will not paint.

To hide the truth of this false night's abuses ;_

My tongue shall utter all ; mine eyes, like sluices.

As from a mountain-spring that feeds a dale,

Shall gush pure streaiiLS to purge my impure tale."

>53-

T.y this, lamenting Philomel had ended
The well-tun'd warble of her nightly sorrow.
And solemn nigl.t with slow-sad gait desceaded
To ugly hell ; when, lo, the blushing morrow
Lends light to all fair eyes th.it light will borrow :

liut cloudv Lucrece shauies herself to see.

And therefore still in night would cloister'd be.

156-

Revealing day through every cranny spies.

And rtcnis to point her out where she sits weeping

;

'1 whom she sobbing speaks: " O eye of eyes,
\Vhy pry'st thou through my window J leave thy

peeping :

Mock with thy tickling beams eyes that are sleeping
Brand not my forehead with liiy piercing light.

For day hath nought to do what's done by night.

'S7-

Thus cavils she with everything she sees ;

True grief is fond and testy as a child.

Who wayw.ird once, Iiis mood with nought agrees
Old woes, not inf.tnt sorrows, bear them mild ;

Continuance tainoi the one : tlu; other wild.

Like an unpractised swimmer plunging still.

With too much labour drov/ns for want of skill.

158.

So f,lie, deep-drenched in a sc.t of care.
Holds disputation with each thing she views,
And to herself all sorrow doth compare ;

No object but her p.ission's strength renews ;

And av one shifts, .inoilur str.iight ensues ;

Som':time her grief is dumb, and hath no words
;

Sometime 'lis mad, and too much I.dk alfor.! ^.

ISO.

The lifllo birds that tunc their morning's joy.

Make lur moans mad with their sweet melody :

I'or mirth doth search the bottom of annoy ;

.Sad s;iuls are slain in merry company ;

Grief best is pleas'd with grief's society :

True sorrow then is feelingly suflic'd.

When with like semblance it is sympathyz'd.

160,

'Tis double death to drown in ken of shore

;

He ten times pines that pines beholding food :

To see the salve doth make the wound ac'ne more

;

Great grief grieves most at that would do it good :

Deep woes roll forward like a gentle flood,

Who, being stopp'd, the bounding banks o'erflows

;

Grief dallied with, nor law nor liniit knows.

iCi.

" You mocking birds," quoth she, " your tunes en-

V.'ithin your hollow-swelling feather'd breasts, [tomb
.\ik1 in my hearing be you "inute and dumb

:

I My restless discord loves no stops nor rests

;

A woful liostess brooks not merrj' guests :)

Kelish your nimble notes to pleasing ears :

Distress likes dumps when time is kept wilJi tenrs.

162.

"Come, Philomel, that sing'st of ravishment.
Make thy sad grove in my'dishevell'd hair :

As the dank earth weeps at thy languishmcnt.
So I at each sad strain will strain a tear.

And with deep groans the diapason bear

;

I'or burthen-wise 1 '11 hum on Tarquin still.

While thou on Tereus descant'st better skill,

163.

" And whiles against a thorn thou bear'st Ihy part,

To keep thy sharp woes waking, wretched I,

To imitate thee well, against my heart
Will fix a sharp knife, to aff'right mine eye;
Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall and die.

These means, as frets upon an instrument,

Shall tune our heartstrings to true languishmcnt.

164.

" And for, poor bird, thou sing'st not in the day,
As shaming any eye should thee behold,
.Some dark deep desert, seated from the way.
That knows nor parching heat nor freezing cold,

We will find out ; and there we will unfold
"To creatures stern sad tunes, to change their kinds:
Since men prove beasts, let beasts bear gentle

minds."
16:;.

As the poor frighted deer, that stands at gaze.
Wildly determining which way to fly.

Or one encompass'd with a winding maze.
That cannot tread the way out readily ;

So with herself is she in mutiny,
To live or die which of the twain were better.

When life is sham'd, and death reproacli's debtor.

166.

" To kill myself," quoth she.
'

Hut with my body my j.'m.i -,

They that lose half with ii

Than they whose whole i . .

That motncr tries a mercii
Who, having two sweet b:

Will slay the other, and be nurse to none.

167.

" My body or my soul, which was the dearer.

When the one pure, the other made divine V

Whose love of either to myself was nearer,

When both were kept f'lr heaven and Cipllatinet

Ah me I the bark peel'd from the lolly pine,

His leaves will wither, and his sap decay ;

bo must my soul, her bark being peel'd .iway,

1O8

" Her house is sack'd, her quiet interrupted.
Her m.ansion battcr'd by the enemy ;

icred temple spotted, spoil'd, corrupted,

rdnck. what were it.

l',|...ll:..i-:n?
_

I
;._.: bear it,

.. .! ,11 M.nfubion.
Iii-,i..ii (.-me.

,
wh.jai de.alh lakes

ily engirt with daring infamy ;

I let it not bi

J Th,

.
'ly.

this blemish'd fort I m.'tke ;x)me hole
oiigh which I may convev fhW ixonli'.i'l



714

169.

" Yet (lie I will not till my Collatine
Have heard the cause of my untimely death ;

That he may vow. in that sad hour of mine.
Revenge on him that made me stop my breath.

My stained blood to Tarquin I'll bequeath.
Which by him tainted, shall for him be spent,
And as his due writ in my testament.

" Mine honour I'll bequeath unto the knife
That wounds my body so dishonoured.
Tis lionour to deprive dishonour'd life ;

The one will live, the other being dead

:

So of shame's ashes shall my fame be bred

;

For in my death I murder shameful scorn

:

My shame so dead, mine honour is new-born.

171.

" Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost,

What legacy shall T bequeath to thee 2

My resolution, love, shall be thy boast.
By whose example thou reven.g'd mayst be.

How Tarquin must be us'd. read it in me

:

Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe.

And, for my sake, serve thou false Tarquin so.

172.

" This brief abridgment of my will I make :

—

M y soul and body to the skies and ground

;

My resolution, husband, do thou take ;

Mine honour be the knife's that makes my wound

;

My shame be his that did my fame confound

;

And all my fame that lives disbursed be
To those that live, and think no shame of me.

" Thou, Collatine, shalt oversee this will

;

How was I overseen that thou shalt see it

!

My blood shall wash the slander of mine ill

;

My life's foul deed, my life's fair end shall free it.

Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly say, ' So be it
:'

Yield to my hand ; my hand shall conquer thee

:

Thou dead, both die, and both shall victors be."

174-

This plot of death when sadly she had laid.

And wip'd the brinish pearl from her bright eyes.

With untun'd tongue she hoarsely call'd her maid,
Whose swift obedience to her mistress hies ;

For fleet-wing'd duty with thou.e;ht's feathers flies.

Poor Lucrece' cheeks unto her maid seem so

As winter meads when sun doth melt their snow.

Her mistress she doth give demure good-morrow.
With soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty.
And sorts a sad look to her lady's sorrow,
(For why, her face wore sorrow's livery ;)

But durst not ask of her audaciously
Why her two suns were cloud-eclipsed so.

Nor why her fair clieeks over-wash'd with woe.

176.

But as the earth doth weep, the sun being set.

Each flower moisten'd like a melting eye ;

Even so the maid vnth swelUng drops 'gan wet
Her circled eyne, enforc'd by sympathy
Of those fair suns, set in her mistress' sky.

Who in a salt-wav'd ocean quench their light,

Which makes the maid weep like the dewy ni.ght.

177.

A pretty while these pretty creatures stand.

Like ivory conduits coral cisterns filling

:

One justly weeps ; the other takes in hand
No cause, but company, of her drops spilling

:

Their gentle sex to weep are often willing ;

Grieving themselves to guess at others' smarts.

And then they drown their eyes, or break then-

hearts.
178.

For men h.nve marble, women waxen, minds.

And therefore are they form'd as marble will

:

The wc.ik oppress'd. the impression of stranfre kmus
Is form'd in lUem by force, by fraud, or skill

:

Then call them not the authors of their ill,

No more than wax shall be accounted evil.

Wherein is st.inip'd the semblance of a devil.

Their smoothness, like a goodly champaign plain.
Lays open all the little worms that creep ;

In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain
Cave-keeping evils that obscurely sleep :

Through crystal walls each little mote will peep :

Though men can cover crimes with bolrl stern looks,
Poor women's faces are their own faults' books.

No man invei.gh against the wither'd flower.
But chide rough winter that the flower hath kiU'd:
Not that devour'd, but that whicli doth devour.
Is worthy blame. O, let it not be hild
Poor women's faults, that they are so fulfilled

With men's abuses : those proud lords, to bl.Tme.
Make weak-made women tenants to their shame.

iSi.

The precedent whereof in Lucrece view,
Assail'd by night with circumstances strong
Of present death, and shame that might ensue
By that her death, to do her husband wrong

:

Such danger to resistance did belong.
That dying fear through all her body spread ;

And who cannot abuse a body dead?

By this, mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining :

" ^'y si''!'" quoth she. " on what occasion break
Those tears from thee that down thy cheeks arerain-

If thou dost weep for grief ofmy sustainintj, [ingV

Know, gentle wench, it small avails my mood :

If tears could help, mine own would do me good.

183.

" But tell me, girl, when went"—(and there she stay'd

Till after a deep groan) " Tarquin from hence S"
" Madam, ere I was up," replied the maid,
" The more to blame my sluggard negligence :

Yet with the fault I thus far can dispense

;

Myselfwas stimng ere the break of day.
And, ere I rose, was Tarquin gone aw.iy.

184.

" But. lady, if your maid may be so bold.
She would request to know your heaviness."
" O peace '." quoth Lucrece ;

" if it should be toV!,

The repetition cannot make it less:

For more it is than I can well express

:

And that deep torture may be call'd a hell.

When more is felt than one hath power to toll.

iSs.

" Go, get mo hither paper, ink, and pen,

—

Yet save that labour, for I have them here.

What should I say ?—One of my husband's men
Bid thou be ready, by and by, to bear
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear

:

Bid him with speed prepare to carry it

;

The cause craves haste, and it will soon bo writ."

186.

Her maid is gone, and she prepares to write.

First hovering o'er the paper with her quill

:

Conceit and grief an eager combat fight

;

What wit sets down is blotted straight with will

;

This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill

:

Much like a press of people .it a door.

Throng her inventions, which shall go before.

187.

At last she thus begins :
" Thou worthy lord

Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee.

Health to thy person I next vouchsafe to afford

(If ever, love, thy Lucrece thou wilt see)

Some present speed to come and visit me.
Sri. I commend me from our house in grief:

My woes are tedious, though my words are brief."

1S8.

Here folds she up the tenor of her woe.
Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly.

By this short schedule Collatine may know
Her grief, but not her griefs true quality

:

She flares not thereof make discovery.

Lest he should hold it her own gross abuse.

Ere she with blood had stain'd her stam'd excuse.
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Besides, the life and feelinaf of her passion
She hoards, to spend whcu he is by to hear her

;

When sighs, and ^oans, and tears niay gfr.icc the
ilf lier disgrace, the better so to clear her [f.tfiiian

I'roni that suspicion which the world might bear lier.

Tn shun this blot, she would not blot tlie letter

With words, till action might become them better.

190.

To see sad sights moves more than hear tl>cm told

;

I'or then the eye interprets to the ear
The heavy motion that it doth behold,
When ever>' part a part of woe doth bear.
'Tis but a part of sorrow that we hear ;

Deep sounds make lesser noise than shallow fords,
And sorrow ebbs, being blown with wind of words.

191.

Her letter now is seai'd, and on it writ,
" -Vt Ardea to my lord with more than haste."
The post attends, and she delivers it.

Charging the sour-fac'd groom to hie .is fast
As lagging fowls before the northern blast.

Speed more than speed but dull and slow she
Extremity still urgeth such extremes. [deems

:

192.

The homely villein court'sies to her low

;

And, blushing on her, with a steadfast eye
Receives the scroll, wthout or yea or no'.

And forth with bashful innocence doth hie.
But they whose guilt mthin their bosom? lie

Imagine every eye beholds their blame

;

For Lucrece thought he blush'd to sec her shame :

'93-

When, silly groom ! God wot, it was defect
(If spirit, life, and bold audacity.
Such harmless creatures have a true respect
To talk in deeds, while others saucily
Promise more speed, but do it leisurely

;

Even so, this pattern of the worn-out age
Pawn'd honest looks, but laid no words to gage.

194.

His kindled duty kindled their mistrust,
That two red tires in both their faces blaz'd

:

She thought he blush'd, as knowing T.arquin's lust,
And, blushing with him. wistly on him gaz'd ;

Her earnest eye did make him more .amaz'd :

The more she saw the blood his cheeks replenish,
The more she thought he spied in hersome blemish.

193.

But long she thinks till he return a(;^ain,

And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone.
The weary time she cannot entertain,
!-or now 'tis stale to sigh, to weep, and groan

:

So woe hath wearied woe. moan tired moan.
That she her plaints a little while doth stay.
Pausing for means to mourn some newer way.

10.
At Last she calls to mind where hangs a piece
< tf skilful painting, made for Priam's Troy

;

Before the which is drawn the power of Greece,
l-or Helen's rape tlie city to destroy,
Thre.n'ning cloud-kissing Ilion with annoy;
Which the conceited painter drew so proud.
As heaven (it secm'd) to kiss the turrets bow'd.

197.

A thousand lamentable objects there.
In scorn of n.iture. art gave lifeless life :

Many .a dry drop seem'd .a weeping tear,
Sheet for the slaugliter'd husband liy the wife :

The red bloo<l reck'd, to show the painter's strife

;

And dying eyes gleam'd forth their ashy liglils,

Like cfying coals burnt out in tedious nights.

198.

There might you sec the l.ibouring pioneer
Begrim'd with sweat, ami smear^-d all witi< du'.t

;

And from the towers of Troy there woiilcl .ipi)e.ir
The very eyes of men through Inopholcs thrust.
Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust

:

Such swcc-t obscrv.ance ill this work was h.id,
That cnc might see those far-off eyes look sad.

715

In :,'re.it commanders grace and majesty
\'ou might behoUl triumphing in tlieir faces ;

In youtli, quick bearing and dexterity

;

.•\nd here and there the painter interlaces
Pale cowards, marching on with trembling paces

;

Which heartless peasants did so well re'seinljlc.

That one would swe.n' he saw thciu quake ajid
tremble.

200.

In Ajax and Ulysses, O what art
Of physiognomy might one behold !

rile face of either 'cipher'd either's heart

;

Their face their manners most expressly told

:

In Ajax' eyes blunt rage and rigour roU'd j

But the mild glance 'that sly Ulysses lent,
Show'd deep regard and smiling government.

201.

There pleading mig;ht you see grave Nestor stand,
As 'twere encouraging the Greeks to fight

;

Making such sober action with his hand.
That it begiiil'd attention, charm'd the sight :

In speech, it seem'd, his beard, all silver white,
W'agg'<l up and down, and from his lips did fly

Thin' winding breath, \vliich puii'd up to the ^ky.

202.
About him were a press of gaping faces,
"W'hich seem'd to swallow up his sound advice :

AH jointly listening, 'Out ^\-ith several graces,
.'\s if some mermaid did their e.ars entice ;

Some high, some low,—tlie painter was no nice
;

The scalps of many, .ilmost hid behind.
Tojump up higher seem'd, to mock the mind.

203.

Mere one man's hand Ican'd on another's head.
His nose bein^ shadow d by his neighbour's ear

:

Here one, being throng'd, bears back, .all boU'n and
Another, smother'd, seems to pelt and swe.tr ; [red*
.A.nd in their rage such signs of rage they bear.
As, but for loss of Nestor's golden words.
It seem'd they would debate with angry swords.

204.

For much imaginary work was there

;

Conceit deceitful, so compact, so kind,
Phat for Achilles' image stood his spear,
(Jrip'd in an armtd hand ; himself, behind.
Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind:
A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head.
Stood for the whole to be imagined.

205.

And from the walls of strong-besieged Troy,
^V'hen their brave hope, bold Hector, march'd to (icld,
-S'.nnd many Trojan mothers, sharing joy
T" see their youthful sons bright weapons wield

;

A :id to their nope they such odd action yield,
I hat through their light joy seemfrd to ,appe.-r
(Like bright things stain'd) a kind of heavy fear.

206.

And, from the sfrond of Dardan, where they fought.
To Simois reedy banks, the red blood ran,
^\'llOse waves to imitate the battle sought
With swelling ridges ; and their ranks beg.an
To break upon the galled shore, and then
Retire ag.ain, till, mectin^grcater ranks.
They join, and shoot their foam at Simois banks.

207.

To this wcll-painted piece Is Lucrece come.
To find a face where all distress is stcll'il.

Many she sees where cares have carved some.
Hut none where all distress and dolour dwell'd.
Till she despairing Hecuba beheld.

.Staring on Priam's wounds with her old eyes,
Which bleeding under Pyrrhus' proud foot lies.

203.

' n her the p.iinter had anatomiz'd
Time's ruin, beauty's wreck, and grim care's reign

j

Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkles were disguis'il

;

' >f wh.at she was no scmblim did remain :

I Icr blue blood 1 hang'd tn bl.ick in every vein.
Wanting the spring that those shrunk pipes had fed
.Show'd life imprison'd in a body dead.
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=05.

On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes,
And shapes her sorrow to the beldame's woes,
Who nothine: wants to answer her but cries.

And bitter words to ban her cruel foes :

The painter was no god to lend her those

;

And therefore Lucrece swears he did her wron^:;

To give her so mudi grief, and not a tongue.

'• Poor instrument," quoth she, "without a sound,
\U tunc thy woes with my lamenting tongue

;

And drop sweet halm in Priam's pamted wound.
And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done him wrong

;

And with my tears quench Troy that burns so long

;

And with my knife scratch out the angry eyes
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies.

211.

" Show me the strumpet that began this stir.

That with my nails her beauty I may tear.
Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur
This load of wrath, that burning Troy doth bear;
Thy eye kindled the fire that burnetii here :

And here in Troy, for trespass of thine eye,
The sire, the son, the dame, and daughter, die.

212.

" 'Why should the private pleasure of some one
Becoine the public plague of many mo?
Let sin, alone committed, light alone
Upon his head that hath transgressed so ;

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe ;

For one's offence why should so many fall,

To plague a private sin in general!

213-

" Lo, here weeps Hecuba, iiere Priam dies.
Here manly Hector faints, here Troilus swounds.
Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies.

And friend to friend gives unadvised wounds.
And one man's lust these many lives confounds :

Had doting Priam check'd his son's desire.
Troy had been bright with fame, and not with fire."

214.

Here feelingly she weeps Troy's painted woes

:

For sorrow, like a heavy-hanging bell.

Once set on ringing, with his own weight goes ;

Then little strength rings out the doleful knell

:

So Lucrece, set a-work, sad tales doth tell

To pcncil'd pensiveness and colour'd sorrow ;

She lends them words, and she their looks doth
borrow.

215.

She throws her eyes about the painting round.
And whom she finds forlorn she doth lament:
At last she sees a wretched image bound,
'That piteous looks to Phrygian "shepherds lent:

His face, though full of cares, yet show'd content

:

Onward to "Troy with the blunt swains he goes.
So mild, that Patience seem'd to scorn his' woes.

2l6.

I n him the painter labour'd with his skill

To hide deceit, and give the har:nless show
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still,

A brow unbent, that seem'd to welcome woe

;

Cheeks, neither red nor pale, but mingled so
That blushing red no guilty instance gave.
Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts have.

217.

But, like a constant and confirmed devil,
He entertain'd a show so seeming just.
And therein so ensconc'd his secret evil.

That jealousy itself could not mistrust
F.alse-creeping craft and perjury should thrust

Into so bright .a-d>ay such black-fac'd storms.
Or blot with hell-born sin such saint-like forms.

21S.

The well skill'd workman this mild image drew
For perjur'd .Sinon, whose enchanting story
The credulous old Priam after slew

;

"Whose words, like wild-fire, burnt the shining glory
Of rich-built llion, that the skies were sorrj-,"

And little stars shot from their fixed places.
When their glass fell wherein they vicw'd their faces.

I

2>9-

This picture she advisedly perus'd,
And chid the painter for his wondrous skill.

Saying, some shape in Sinon's was abus'd ;

So fair a form lodg'd not a mind so ill

:

And still on him she gaz'd ; and gazing still.

Such signs of truth in his plainface she si>ied.
That she concludes the picture was belied.

220.

" It cannot be," quoth she, " that so much guiie."—
(She would have said.) " can lurk in such a look ;"

But Tarquin's shape came in her mind the while.
And from her tongue " can lurk "from " cannot" took;
" It cannot be," sire in that sense forsook.
And turn'd it thus, " It cannot be. I find.

But such a face shotld bear a wicked mind

:

" For even as subtle Sinon here is painted.
So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild.
(As if with grief or travail he had fainted.)
To me came Tarquin .armed : so beguil'd
With outward honesty, but yet defil'd

With inward vice ; as Priam him <iid cherish,
So did I Tarquin : so my Troy did perish.

222.

" Look, look, how listening Priam ^vets his eyes.
To see those borrow'd tears that Sinon sheds I

Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wise?
For every tear he falls a Trojan bleeds

:

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds ;

Those round clear pearls of his, that move thy pity,
Are balls of quenchless fire to burn thy city.

223.

** Such devils steal eifects from lightless hoU
;

For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold.
And in th.at cold hot-burning fire doth dwell

;

These contraries such unity do hold.
Only to flatter fools, and make them bold :

So Priam's trust false Sinon's tears doth flatter.

That he finds means to burn his Troy with water."'

224.

Here, all enrag'd, such passion her assails,

That patience is quite beaten from her breast.
She tears the senseless Sinon with her nails.

Comparing him to that unhappy guest
Whose deed hath made herself herself detest

:

At last she smilingly with this gives o'er :

"Fool, fooll" quoth she, "his wounds will not bo
sore."

Thus ebbs and flows the current of her sorrow,
.'^nd time doth weary time with her compkiining.
She looks for night, and then she longs for morrow.
And both she thinks too long with her remaining :

Short time seems long in sorrow's sharp sustaining':

Tliough woe be heavy, yet it seldom sleeps ;

And they that watch see time how slow it creeps.

226.

Which all this time hath overslipp'd her thought.
That she with painted images hath spent

;

Being from the feeling of her own grief brough
By deep surmise of others' detriment

:

Losing her woes in shows of discontent.
It easeth some, though none it ever cur'd.

To think their dolour others have endur'd.

227.

But now the mindful messenger, come back.
Brings home his lord and other company ;

Who finds his Lucrece clad in mourning black:
And round about her tear-distained eye
Blue circles stream'd. like rainbows in the sky

:

These water-galls in her dim element
Foretell new storms to those already spent.

228.

Which when her sad-beholding husband saw,
Amazedly in her sad face he stares

;

Her eyes, though sod in tdars, look'd red and raw.
Her lively colour kill'd with deadly cares.

He hath no power to ask her how .she fares :

Both stood, like old acquaintance in a tr.incc.

Jlct far from home, wondering each other's change.
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At last he takes lier by the bloodless hand,
And thus begins :

" \\'lKit uncoutli ill event
Hath thee befallen, that thou dost trembling stand?
Sweet love, what spite hath thy (air fair colour spent!
^\hy art thou thus attir'd in discontent?
Unmask, dear dear, this mocd/ hea\'iness.

And tell thy grief, that we may give redress."

230.

Three times with sighs she gives her sorrow fire,

Hre once she can discharjje one word of woe :

At length address'd to answer his desire.

She modestly prepares to let them know
Her honour is ta'en prisoner by the foe

;

While CoUatine and his consorted lords
^Vith sad attention long to hear her w ords.

23 1.

And now this pale swan in her watery nest
Begins the sad dirge of her certain ending:
" Few words, " quoth she, " shall tit the trespass best,
Where no excuse can give the fault amending:
I n n.e more woe than words are now depending

;

Anfl my laments would be drawn out too long,
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue,

232.

" Then be this all the task it hath to say :—
Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed
A stranger came, and on that pillow lay
^\'here thou wast wont to rest thy weary head;
Anil what wrong else may be imagined
By foul enforcement might be done to me.
From that, alas, thy Lucrece is not free.

233-

" For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight,
V\ith shining falchion in my chamber canie
A crcepmg creature, with a flaming ligiit.

And softly cried, "Awake, thou Roman dame.
And entertain my love : else lasting shame
On thee and thine this night I will inflict,

if thou my lore's desire do contradict.

234.

" ' For some hard-favour'd groom of thine,' quoth he
' I'liless thon yoke thy liking to my will,

I'll iimrder straight, and then I'll slaugliter thee,
A ml swear I found you where you diil fuUil

'i he loathsome act of lust, and so did kill

The lechers in their deed : this act will bo
My fame, and thy perpetual infamy.'

233-

" 'With this, I did begin to start and cry

;

And then against my heart he set his sword.
Swearing, unless I took all patiently,

1 should not live to speak another word.

;

So should my shame still rest upon record.
And never be forgot in mighty Uonic
The adulterate death of Lucrece and her groom.

236.

" Mine enemy w.is strong, mine poor self weak.
And far the weaker with so strong .1 fear

:

My bloody judge forbade my tongue to speak ;

No rightful plea might plead for justice there :

His scarlet lust came evidence to swear
That my poor beauty had purloin'<l liis eyes

:

And when the judge is robb'd, the prisoner dies.

237-

"O teach me how to make mine own excuse I

Or. .at the least, this refuge let me find.

—

Though my gross blood be stain'il with this abuse,
liiiinaculate and spotless is my mind ;

'J h;it was not fore d ; that never was inclin'd
To accessary yieldings, but still pure
Doth in her puison'il closet yet endure."

235.

I.o. here, the helpless merchant of this loss.
AN'ilh head declm tl, and voice damm'd u|j with woe,
\y;th sad-set eyes, an?l wretched arms across,
From lips new-waxen pale bei;ins to blow
The griefaw;iy that slops his .answer so :

But. wretched as he is, he strives in vain

;

What he breathes out his breath drinki up ,igain.

239.

As through an arch the violent roaring tide
Outruns the eye that doth behokl his haste.
Yet in the eddy boundeth in his pride
Back to the strait that forc'd him on so fast

;

In rage sent out, rccall'd in rage, being past

:

Even so his sighs, his sorrows, make a saw,
To push grief on, and back the same grief draw.

240.

Which speechless woe of his poor she attendeth,
.\nd his untimely frenzy thus awaketh :

"Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendelh
Another power; no flood by raining slaketh.
My woe too sensible thy passion inaketh
More feehng painful : let it. then, sulhce
To drown one woe, one pair of weeping eyes.

241.

" And for my sake, when I might charm thee so.

For she that was thy Lucrece,—now attentl me :

Be suddenly revenged on my foe,

Thine, mine, his own : suppose thou dost defend me
I-'rom what is past : the help that thou shalt lend mi:
Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ;

For sparing justice feeds iniquity.

" But ere I name him. you. fair lords. ' quoth she,
(Speaking to those that came with Collatine.)
" Shall plight your honourable faiths to me.
With swift pursuit to venge this wrong of mine

:

For 'tis a meritorious fair design
To chase injustice with revengeful arms: fharms.
Knights, by their oatiis, should right poor ladies

243-

At this request, with noble disposition
Fach present lord 'Degan to promise aid,
As bound in knighthood to her imposition.
Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray "d.

But she, thai yet her sad task hath not s,aid.

The protestation stops. " O. speak," quoth she,
" How may this forced stain be wiped from me?

244.

" What is the ciuality of mine offence,
Being constrain'd with dreadful circumstance?
M:4ymy pure mind with the foul act dispense.
My low-aeclined honour to advance?
May any terms acfiuit me from this chance?
The poison'd fountain clears itself ag.ain ;

.^nd why not I from this compelled stain?"

245-

With this, thy all at once began to say.
Her body's stain her mind untainted clears :

^V']lile with a joyless smile she turns away
The face, that map which deep impression bears
Of hard misfortune, carv'd in it with tears.
" No, no," quoth she, " no dame, hereafter livingf.

By my excuse shall claim excuse s giving."

246.

Here with a sigh, as if her heart would break.
She throws forth Tarquin'snamc, "He, he,"shes.ays.
Hut more than " he" her poor tongue could not speak
Till after many accents and delays.
Untimely breathings, sick and sliort assays,
She utters this :

" He. he, fair lords, 'tis he.
That guides this hand to give this wound to me."

247-

Even here she she.athed in her harmless breast
A harmful knife, that thence her soul unshe.ath'd ;

That blo>v did bail it from the <lcep unrest
Of that polluted prison where it breath'd :

Her contrite sighs unto the clouds bcqucath'J
Her winged sprite, and through her wounds dothfly
Life's lasting date from cancelld destiny.

248.

Stone-still, astonish'd with this deadly deed,
Stood Collatine and .all his lordly crew

;

Till Lucrece" father, that behohls her bleed.
Himself on her self-slaiightir'd body threw;
AncI from tin,- purple foiint.iin Hriitus drew
The murderous knife, and as it Lft the place,
I ler blood, in poor revenue, held it ill chase

;
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249-

And bubbling from her breast, it doth divide
In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood
Circles her body in on every side,

Who, like a late-sack'd island, vastly stood
Bare and unpeopled in this fearful flood.

Some of her blood still pure and red remain'd,
And some look"d black, and that false Tarquiu

stain'd.

2S0.

About the mourning^ and congealed face,
Of that black blood a watery 'ri?^ol g'oes.

Which seems to weep upon the tainted place :

And ever since, as pitying Lucrece' woes,
Corrupted blood some watery token shows :

And blood untainted still doth red abide,
Bluslnng at that which is so putrefied.

2SI.

" Daughter, dear daughter," old Lucretius cries,

' That life was mine which thou hast her;i depriv'd.
If in the child the father's image lies,

"Wliere shall I live now Lucrece is unliv'd?
Thou wast not to this end from me deriv'd.

I f children predecease progenitors.
We are their offspring, and they none of ours.

252-

" Poor broken glass, I often did behold
In thy sweet semblance my old age new born ;

But now that fair fresh mirror, dim and old.
Shows me a barebon'd death by time outworn

:

O, from thy cheeks my image thou hast torn.
And shiver'd all the beauty of ]ny glass.
That I no more can see what once I was I

253-

' O time, cease thou thy course, and last no longer.
If they surcease to be that should survive.
Shall rotten death make conquest of the stronger,
And leave the faltering feeble souls alive ?

The old bees die, the young possess their hive :

Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again, and see
Thy father die, and not thy father thee !

"

254-

By this, starts Collatine as from a dream.
And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place

;

And then in key-cold Lucrece' bleeding stream
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face.
And counterfeits to die with her a space ;

Till manly shame bids him possess his breath.
And live to be revenged on her death.

2SS-

The deep vexation of his inward soul
Hath serv'd a dumb arrest upon his tongue

;

Who, mad that sorrow should liis use control,
<h keep him from heart-easing words so long.
Begins to talk ; but through his lips do throng
Weak words, so thick come in his poor heart's aid,
That no man could distinguish what he said.

236.

Vet sometime "Tarquin" was pronounced plain,
Hut through his teeth, as if the name he tore.
This windy tempest, till it blow up rain,
I !eld back his sorrow's tide, to make it more ;

At last it rains, and busy winds give o'er :

Then son and father weep with equal strife,

WIjq should weep most, for daughter or for wife.

The one doth c.ill her liis, the other his.

Yet neither may possess the claim they lay.
The father says, " She's rauie." " O. mine She Is,"
Replies her husband :

" do not take away
My sorrow's interest ; let no mourner say
He weeps for her, for she was only mine.
And only must be wail'd by Collaiiuc.

'

25S.

" O." quoth Lucretius, " I did give that life

Whicli she too early and too late hath spill'd."

Woe. woe," quoth Collatine. " she was my wife, .

ow'd her, and 'tis mine that she hath kill'd."

.My daughter" and " My wife " with clamoi'.rs fill'd

The dispers'd air, who, holding Lucrece' life,

Answer'd their cries, " My daughter" and "My wife."

2S<5-

Brutus, who pluck'd the knife from Lucrece' side.

Seeing such emulation in their woe.
Began to clothe his wit in state and pride,
[iurying in Lucrece' wound his folly's slio'.v.

He with the Romans was esteemed so
As silly jeering idiots are with kings.
For sportive words, and uttering foolish things

;

260

But now he throws that shallow habit by.
Wherein deep policy did him disguise

,

And arm'd his long-hid wits advisedly.
To check the tears in CoUatinus' eyes.
'

' Thou wronged lord of Rome," quoth he, *' arise

:

Let my unsounded self, suppos'd a fool.

Now set thy long-experienc'd wit to school.

261.

" Why, Collatine, is woe the cure for woe ?

Do wounds help wounds, or grief help grievous deed.". ?

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow ?

For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds I

Such childish humour from weak minds proceeds

:

Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so.

To slay herself, that should have slain her foe.

262.

' Courageous Rom.an, do not steep thy heart
Tn such relenting dew of lamentations ;

iiut kneel with me, and help to bear thy part.
To rouse our Roman gods with invocations.
That Ihey will suffer these abominations,
(Since Rome herself in them doth stand disgrac'd.)
By our strong arms from forth her fair streets cl!ar.'d.

263.

" Now, by the Capitol that we adore,
.\nd by this chaste blood so unjustly stain'd.

By heaven's fair sun that breeds the fat earth's store,

By all our country rights in Rome maintain'd,
.\nd by chaste Lucrece' soul that late complain'd
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife.

We will revenge the death of this true wife."

264.

This said, he struck his hand upon his breast,

And kiss'd the fatal knife to end his vow

;

.4nd to his protestation urg'd the rest.

Who. wonciering at him, did his words allow

:

Then jointly tothe ground their knees they bow

;

And that deep vow, which Brutus made before,
He doth again repeat, and that thc\' sv.-ore.

When they had sworn to this advisid doom.
They did conchide to bear dead Lucrece thence
To sliow her bleeding body thorough Rome,
And so to publish Tarquin's foul oifence

;

Which being done with speedy diligence.
The Romans plausibly <lid give consent
To Tarquin's everlasting banishment.
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TO
THE ONLV BEGETTER OF THESE ENSUING SONNETS,
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ALL HAPPINESS
AND

THAT ETERNITY PROMISED BY OUR EVER LIVING POET,
WISHETH

THE WEI.L-WISHING ADVENTURER
IN SETTING FORTH,

T. T.*

From fairest creatures we desire increase.
That thereby beauty s rose might never die,

But as the riper should by time decease,
H is tender heir might bear his memory

:

IJut thou, contracted to thine own bri^lit eyes,
Fecd'st tliy light's flame with self-substantial I'uel,

Making a famine where abundance lies.

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.

Thou that art now the world's fresh ornament.
And only herald to the gaudy spring,
Witliin thine own bud buriest thy content.
And, tender churl, mak'st waste in niggarding.

Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee.

2.

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow.
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's held.
Thy youth's proud liverj', so gaz'd on now.
^V'illbe a tatter'd weed, of small worth held I

Then being ask'd where all the beauty lies,

Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,

—

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes.
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.
How much more praise deserv'd thy beauty's use.
If thou couldst answer— '* This fair child ofmine
Shall sum my count, and make my old excuse,"

—

Proving his beauty by succession thine !

This were to be new-made when thou art old.

And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st it cold

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou viewest.
Now is the time that face should form another ;

Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewesl.
Thou dost beguile ihc world, unbless some mother.
For where is she so fair, whose un-ear'd womb
Disdains the tillage of thy husbandry 1

Or who is he so fond will be the tomb
Of his self-love, to stop posterity 1

Thou art thy mother's gl.iss. and she in thee
Calls back the lovely April of her prime

:

So thou through windows of thine age sh.aU sec.

Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time.

But if thou live, remembcr'd not to be.
Die single, and thine image dies with thcc.

4.

Unthrifky loveliness, why dost thou spend
Upon thy self thy beauty's legacy ?

Nature's bequest gives nothing, but doth lend.
And being frank, she lends to those arc free.

Then, beauteous niggard, wliy dost thou abuse
The bounteous larj'ess given thee to give?
Profitless usurer, \vny dost thou use
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live?
For having traflic with thyself alone.
Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive.
Then how, when nature c.ills thee to be gone,
^Vhat acceptable audit canst tTiou leave ?

Thy unus'd beauty must be tomb'd with thee,
Which, us'd lives thy executor to be.

5-

Those hours, that with (fentle work d':! ff.ine
The lovely gaze where every eye d"th (Iwcll,

Will play the tyrants to the very same,

.\nd that unfair which fairly doth excel

;

For never-resting time leads summer on
To hideous winter, and confounds him there

:

Sap check'd with frost, and lusty leaves iiuitc gone.
Beauty o'ersnow'd, and bareness everywhere:
Then, were not summer's distillation left.

A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass.
Beauty's effect with beauty were bereft.
Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was :

But flowers distilld, though they with winter meet,
Leese,but their show, their substance stilUivcs.sweet

6.

Then let not winter's ragged hand deface
!a thee thy summer, ere thou be distill'd ;

Make sweet some phial; treasure thou some place
With beauty's treasure ere it be self-kill'd.

That use is not forbidden usury,
Which happies those that pay the willing loan;
That's for thyself to breed another thee.
Or ten times happier, be it ten for one ;

Ten times thyself were happier than thou art,
If ten of thine ten times rehgur'd thee :

Then what could death do, if thou shouldst depart,
I-eaving the living in posterity '/

Be not self-will'd, for thou art much too fair
To be Death's conquest, and make worms thine heir.

7-

Lo, in the orient when the gracious light
Lifts -up his burning head, each under eye
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight.
Serving with looks his sacred majesty ;

And having climb'd the steep-up heavenly hill,

Resembling strong youth in his middle age,
Vet mortal looks adore his beauty still.

Attending on his golden pilgrimage

:

iJut when from high-most pitch, with weary car.
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day.
The eyes, fore duteous, now converte<l are
From his low tract, and look another way :

So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon,
Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a son.

8.
Music to hear, why he.ir'st thou music sadly?
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in joy.
Why lov'st thou that which thou rcreiv'st not gladly,
I Jr else receiv'st with pleasure thine annoy ';

If the true concord of well-timed somuis.
By unions married, do ofl'end thine ear,
rhey do but sweetly chide thee, who confounds
In singleness the (jarts that thou shouldst bear.
Mark how one string, sweet husband to another.
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering

:

Kesembling sire and child and happy mother.
Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing

:

Whose speechless song, being many, seeming one,
Sings this to thee, " Thou single wilt prove none."

9.
Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye
That thou consum'st thyself in single life?
Ah ! if thou issueless 5h.i!t hap to die.
The world will wail thee, like a makulcss wife ;

The world will be thy widow, and still weep
Th.it thou no form of thee hast left behind.
When everjf private widow well may keep.
By children's eyes, her husbamrs shape in mind.

* T. T.—That is, Thomas Thorpe, the original publisher.
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J-ook, wliat an unllirift in tlic world d'jtli spend,
iihif'.s but his place, for still.the world enjoys it

;

But beauty's waste hatti in the world an end.
And kept nnns'd. the user so destroys it.

Ni) love toward others in that bosoui sits.

That on himself such murderous shanic conmiits.
10.

7-'or shame ! deny that thou bear'st love to any,
Who for thyself art so improvident,
>'irant. if thou wilt, thou art belov d of many,
\iut that thou none lov'st is most evident

;

For thou art so possess'd with murderous hate.

That 'gainst thyself thou stick'st not to conspire,

.Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate.
_

AVhichto repair should he thy chief desire.

O, change thy thought, that 1 may change my mind I

Shall hate be fairer lodg'd than gentle love?
I'e, as thy presence is, gracious and kind,

Vr to thyself, at least, kind-hearted j:'ro\e :

Make thee another self, for love of me.
That beauty still may live in thine or thee.

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast tjiou growest
In one of thine, from that which thou departest

;

And that fresh blood which youngly thou bestowest.
Thou mayst call thine, when th.ou from youth con-
Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase ; ^vcrtcst.

Without this, folly, age. and cold decay

:

If all were minded so, the times should cease,
And threescore years would make the world aw-ay.
I-et those whom Nature hath not made for store.

Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly perisli

:

Look, whom she best endow'd, slie gave thee more •,

Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty clierish

She carv'd thee for her seal, and meant thereby
Tliou shouldst print more, nor let that copy die.

When I do count the clock that tells the time.
And see the brave day sunk in hideous night

;

IVhen I behold the violet past prime.
And sable curls, all siher'd o'er with white;
When lofty trees I see barren of leaves.
Which erst from iieat did canopy the herd.
And sunnner's green, all girded up in sheaves.
Borne on the bier with white and bristly beard ;

Then of thy beauty do I question make.
That thou among the wastes of time must go.
Since sweets and beauties do themselves forsake,
And die as fast as they see others grow

;

And nothing 'gainst 'time's scythe can make defence,
Save breed, to brave him wlien he takes thee hence.

O that you were yourself i but, love, you are
No longer yours, than you yourself here live :

Against this coming end you should prepare,
And your sweet semblance to some otlier give.
So sliould that beauty which you hold in lease
Find no determination : then you were
Yourselfagain, after yourselfs decease.
When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,
tVhich husbandry in honour might uphold,
Against the stormy gusts of winter's day.
And barren rage of death's eternal cold?
O ! none but unthrifts :—dear my love, you know
'i'ou had a father; let your son say so.

^^ot from the stars do Imyjudgment pluck ;

And yet methinks [ have .astronomy,
Jlut not to tell of good or evil luck,
(Jf jilagues, of dearths, or season's quality;
Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell.

Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind,
Or say with princes if it sliall go well.
By oft predict that I in heaven find

:

But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive.
And, constant stars, iii them I read such art.
As trutli and beauty shall together thrive.
If from thyself to store thou wouldst convert

:

Or else of thee this I prognosticate.

—

Thy end is truth's and beauty's doom and date
IS-

When T consider ci'ery thing that grows
Holds in perfection but a little moment.
That this huge state presenteth naught but shows
Whereon the stars in secret influence comment

;

When I perceive that men as plants increase.
Cheered and check'd ever by the selfsame sky

;

Vaunt in tlieir youthful sap, .-rt height decrease,
And wear tlieir brave state out of memory

;

Then the conceit of this inconstant stay
Sets you most rich in youth before my sight.

Where w.asteful time debateth with decay.
To change your day of youth to sullied night;
And, all in war with 'fime. for love of you.
As he takes from you, I engraft you new.

i6.

But wherefore do not you a mightier way,
Make war upon this bloody tyrant. Time ?

And fortify yourself in your decay
With means more blessed than my barren rliymc?
Xow stand you on the top of happy hours;

'

And many maiden gardens, yet unset.
With virtuous wish would bear you living flo« ;r3.

Much liker than your painted counterfeit

;

So should the lines of life that life repair.
\Vhich this. Time's pencil, or my pupil pen.
Neither in inward worth, nor outward fair.

Can make you live yourself in eyes of men.
To give away yourself, keeps yourself still

:

And you must live, drawn by your own sweet skill.

17-

Who will believemy verse in time to come.
If it were fiU'd with your most high deserts?
Though yet, Heaven knows, it is but as a tomb
Wliicii hides your life, and shows not half your parts.

If 1 could write the beauty of your eyes.
And in fresh numbers number all your graces.
The age to come would say. " This poet lies.

Such heavenly touches ne'er touch'd earthly faces."

So should my papers, yellow'd with their age.
Be scorn'd, like old men of less truth than tongue

;

And your true rights be lerin'd a poet's rage.
And stretched metre of an antique song

:

But were some child of yours alive that time.
You should live twice,—^in it, and in my rhyme.

i8.

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate :

Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date

:

.Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines.
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd :

And every f?ir from fair sometime declines.
By ch.ance. or nature's chansjing course, untrnnm'd ;

But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Xor lose possession of that fair thou owcst

:

.N'or shall Death brag thou wander'st in his shade.
When in eternal hues to time thou growcst

:

So long as men can breathe, or eyes can sec.

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

19.

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion's paws,
And make the earth devour her own sweet l>rood :

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger's jaws,
.\nd burn the long-liv'd phoenix in her lilood

;

Make glad and sorry seasons as tliou fleets.

And do whate'er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,
To the wide world, and all her fading sweets

;

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime :

O, carve not witli thy hours my love's fair brow.
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen

;

Him in thy course- untainted do allow,

For beauty's pattern to succeeding men.
Yet, do thy worst, old Time ; despite thy wrong.
My love shall in my verse ever live young.

20.

A woman's face, with nature's own liar.d painted.
Hast thou, the m.aster-mistress of my passion;
.\ woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted
W'iih shifting change, as is false women's fasl'.ion ;

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling.

Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth

;

A man in hue, all hues in his controlling,
Wliich steals men's eyes, and women's souls amazcth.
And for a woman wert thou tirst created ;

Till Nature, as .she wrought thee, fell a-doting.
And by addition nie of thee defeated.
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.
But since she prick' d thee out for woman's pleasure^

Mine be thy love, and thy love's use their treasure.

21.

Sn.is it not with me as with that Muse.
Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his verse ;

\\'ho heaven itsulffor ornament doth use,
.\nd every fair wiih hjs fuir dolh rehearse

;
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Miking a coiiplcnicnt of proud Gomparc,
\\itli5un and moon, wilh earth and sea's rich stems,

Uith April's firstborn tlmvcrs. and all things rare

That heaven's air in this liiipre rondnre hems.
D. let nie, true in love, but truly write,

And then believe me, my love is as fair

As any mother's child, tliough not so bright

As those gold candles fix'd in heaven's air

:

Let them say more that like of hearsay well

;

I will not praise, that purpose not to sell.

My glass shall not persuade me 1 am old.

So long as youth and thou are of one date ;

hnt when in thee time's furrows I behold.
Then look I death my days should expiate.

I"or all th.at beauty that doth cover thee.
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart,
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me

:

How can I, then, be elder than thou art?
O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary.
As I, not for myself, but for thee will

;

Hearing thy heart, which I will keep so chary
^s tender nurse her babe from faring ill.

Presume not on thy heart when mine is slain

;

Thou gav'st me thine, not to give back again.

=3-

As .in unpcrfect actor on the stage,
Who with his fear is put besides his p-irt,

Or some fierce thing replete with too much rage,

Wjiose strength's abundance weakens his own heart

;

So I, for fear of trust, forget to say
The perfect ceremony of love's rite,

And m mine own love's strength seem to decay,
O'ercharg'd with burden of nime own love's might.
O, let my books be. then, the eloquence
And dumb presagers of my spe.iking breast;
Who plead for love, .and look for recompense.
More than that tongue that more hath moreexprcss'd.
O, learn to read what silent love hath writ

:

To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit

24-

Mine eye hath pl.ay'd the painter, and hath stell'd

Thy beauty's form in table ofmy heart

;

My body is the frame wherein 'lis held.

And perspective it is best painter's art.

For through the painter must you see his skill,

To find where your true image pictur'd lies,

Which ia my bosom's shop is hanging still.

That h.ith his windows glazed with thine eyes
Now sec ivhat good turns eyes for eyes have done ;

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine for me
Are windows to my breast, wherethrough the sun
Delights to peep, to pize therein on thee ;

\Qt eyes this cunning w.ant to grace their art.

They draw but what they see, know not the heart.

Let those who arc in favour with their stars,

< If public honour and proud titles boast.

M'liilst I. whom fortune of such triumph bars,

I'nlook'd for jov in that I honour most.

Creat princes' favourites their fair leaves spread,

liut as ihc marigold at the sun's eye

;

And in themselves their pride lies buried,

I or at a frown they in their glory die.

The painful warrior f.imoused for fight.

After a thousand victories once foil'd.

Is from the book of honour razed quite.

And .lil the rest forgot for which he toil'd :

Then happy I, that love and am belov'd.

'Where I may not remove, nor be rcmov'd.

26.

Lord of my love, to whom in vassal.age

Thy merit halli my duly strongly knit.

To thee I send this written embassage.
To witness duty, not to show my wit.

Duty so great, which wit so poor .as mine
May make s.em li.ire, in wanting vi'ords to show it

;

liut that I hope soiiiii good conceit of thine

In thy soul's thought, .all naked, will bestow it

;

Till whatsoever star that guides my moving,
l'..iiils on me graciously with fair a.pect.

And puts apparel f'n my latter'd loving.

To shov/ me worthy of thy sweet respect

:

Then may 1 d.ire to ho.ist how I do love fhec :

Till then, not show iiiy head where thou mayst
prove me.

-7-

Wearv w rtli toil, I haste me to my 1 cd.

The dear rcpoiO for limbs with travel tir'd ;

Iliit llicn begins .1 journey in my head.
I'o work my mind, wlicn body s work 's expir'd ;

For then my thoughts (from far where 1 abide)
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee.
.\nd keep my drooping eyelids open wide,
Looking on darkness which the blind do sec

:

Save that my soul's imaginary sight
I'lesents thy shadow to luy sightless view.
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night.

Makes bl.ick night beauteous, and hcf old face ncv/.

Lo, thus, by day my limbs, l>y niglit my mind,
For thee and for myself no quiet find.

2S.

How can L then, return in happy plight.

That am debarr'd the benefit of rest ?

When day's oppression is not eas'ti by night.

But day by niglit. and night by day, oppress'd2
And each, though enemies to cither s reign.

Do ill consent shake hands to torture me
;

Tlie one by toil, the other to complain
How far I toil, still farther ofTfroiii thee.

I tell the day, to please him, thou art bright.

And dost liiiii grace when clouds do blot the heaven

:

So flatter 1 the swart-complexion'd night

:

W'lien sparkling stars twire not, tliou gild'st the even.
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer,

And night doth nightly make grief's length seem
stronger.

39.

When in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes.
I all alone beweep my outcast state,

.-Viid trouble deaf Heaven with my bootless cries.

And look upon myself, and curse my fate.

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featiird like liim, like him with friends possessed,

Desiring this man's art. and that m.an's scope,
With what I mosc enjoy contented least

;

Vet in these thoughts myself .almost despising.
Happily I think on thee.—and then my state

(Like to the lark at break of day arising

From sullen earlli) sings hymns at heaven's gate ;

For thy sweet love remember'd, such wealth brings.

That fhen I scorn to change my state with kings.

When to the sessions cf sweet silent thought
I summon up remembrance of things past,

I- sigli the lack of many a thing I sought.
And witli old woes now wail my dear times' waste :

Then can I drown an eye unus'd to flow.

For precious friends hid in death's dateless night,

.\nd weep afresh love's long-since cancell'd woe.

.Vnd moan the expense of many a vanish'd siglit.

Then can I grieve at grievances foregone.
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er

The sad account of fore-benioan6d moan,
Which I new p;iy as if not paid before.

But if the while 1 think on tliee. dear friend,

All lossc» arc restor'd, and sorrows end.

31.

TIiv bosom is endeared with all hearts,

Whicli I by lacking have supposed dead ;

And there icigiis love, and all love's loving parts.

And all those friends v.hich I thought buried.
V many a holy and obsequious tear

Hath dear religious love stol'n from mine eye.
As interest of the dead, which now appear
But things remov'd, that hidden in thee lie !

Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,

Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone.
Who all their parts of me to thee did give
That due of many now is thine alone

:

Tlicii images I lov'd I view in thee,

And thou (all they) hast all the all of me.

If thou sunivc my well-contented day,
Wlien that churl Death my bones with dust shall

And shalt by fnrlnne once more resnrvey (cover,
riic-sc poor rude lines of thy deceased lover,—
Compare them with the bettering of the time;
And though they be oiitstripp'd by every pen,
Ueserve them for my Inve, not for their rhyme,
(exceeded by the height of h.ippier men.
O. then vouchsafe me but this loving thought.—
Had my friend's muse grown with this growing age,

A dearer birth than Ihiij liis love had brought.



To march in ranks of better equipaGfe '.

Hut since he died, and poets better prove,
Theirs for their style I'll read his foi" his love."

33-
Full many a glorious morning' have I seen
Flatter the mountain-tops -with sovereign eye,
Kissing with golden face the meadows green,
Gilding pale streams with heavenlj^ alchemy ;

Anon permit the basest clouds to ride
With ugly rack on his celestial face.
And from the forlorij world his visage hide.
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace :

Hven so my sun one early morn did shine,
A\'ith all triumphant splendour on my brow ;

But, out ! alack ! he was but one hour mine.
The regent cloud hath mask'd him from me now.
Yet him for this ray love no whit disdaineth

;

Suns of the world may stain, when heaven's sun
staineth.

34,
Why didst thou promise such a beauteous day.
And make me travel forth without my cloak,
To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way.
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke?
'Tis not enough that through the cloud thou break,
To dry the ram on my storm-beaten face,
For no man well of sucli a salve can speak.
That heals the wound, and cures not the disgrace :

Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief

:

Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss:
The offender's sorrow lends but weak relief
To him that bears the strong offence's cross.

Ah! but those tears arc pearl which thy love sheds,
And tliey are rich, and ransom all ill deeds.

35-
No more be griev'd at that which thou hast done

;

Roses have tliorns, and silver fountains mud ;

Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and sun,
And loathsome canker lives in sweetest bud.
All men make faults, and even I in this.

Auth6rising thy trespass with compare.
Myself corrupting, salving thy amiss.
Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are

:

For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense,
(Thy adverse party is thy advocate.)
And 'gainst myself a la-wful plea commence: 1

Sucli civil war is in my love and hate,
Tiiat I an accessory needs must be
To that sweet thief, which sourly robs from me.

36.

Let me confess that we two must be twain.
Although our imdivided loves are one :

So shall those blots that do with me remain,
Without thy help, by me be borne alone.
In our two loves there is but one respect.
Though in our lives a separable spite.

Which though it alter not love's sole effect.

Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love's delight.
I may not evermore acknowledge thee.
Lest my bewailed guilt should cio thee shame ;

Nor thou with public kindness honour me.
Unless thou take that honour from thy name

:

But do not so ; I love thee in such sort,

As thou being mine, mine is thy good report
37-

As a decrepit father takes delight
To see his active child do deeds of youth.
So I, made lame by fortune's dearest spite.

Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth ;

For whether beauty, birth, or wealth, or wit.

Or any of these all, or all, or more.
Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit,

1 make my love engrafted to this store :

So then I am not lame, poor, nor despis'd.
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance give.
That I in thy abundance am suffic'd.

And by a part of all thy glory live.

Look what is best, that best I wish in thee :

This wish I have : tlien ten times happy me I

3S.

How can my Muse want subject to invent.
While thou dost breathe, that pour'st into my verse
Thine own sweet argument, too excellent
For every vulgar paper to rehearse?
O. give th^'seif the thanks, if aught in mc
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight : I

For who's so dumb that cannot write to thee.
Wlicn thou thyself dost give invention light?

j

I5e thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in worth
Than those old nine, which rhyiners invocatc

;

.^.nd he that calls on thee, let him bring forth
Eternal numbers to outlive long date.

If my slight Muse do please these curious days.
The pain be mine, but thine sliall be the praise.

39-
O, how thy worth with manners may I sing.

When thou art all the better part of me ?

What can mine own praise to mine own self bring ?

And what is't but mine own. when I praise thee?
Even for this let us divided live.

And our dear love lose name of single one.
That by this separation I may give
That due to thee, which thou deserv'st aione.

absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove.
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave
To entertain the time with thoughts of love,

—

(Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth deceive.) '

And that thou teacliest how to make one twain.
By praising him here, who doth hence remain.

40.

Take all my loves, my love, yea, take them all

;

What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?
No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call

;

All mine was thine, before thou hadst this more.
Then, if for my love thou my love receivest,
1 cannot blame thee, for my lo\ e thou usest

;

But yet be blaui'd, if thou thyself deceivest
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty

;

And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief
To bear love's wrong', than hate's known injury.

Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows,
Kill me with spite ; yet we must not be foes.

41-
Those pretty wrongs that liberty' commits,
When I am sometimes absent from thy Iieart,

Thy beauty and thy years full well befits.

For still temptation follows where thou art.

Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won,
Beauteous thou art. therefore to be assail'd ,

And when a woman woos, what woman's son
Will sourly leave her till she have prevail'd?
Ah me ! but yet thou mightst my seat forbear.
And chide thy beauty and thy straying youth.
Who lead thee in their riot even there
Wlicre thou art forc'd to break a two-fold truth

;

Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee,
Thine, by thy beauty being false to me,

42.
That thou hast her, it is not all my grief.

And yet it may be said I lov'd her ciearly ;

That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief,

A loss in love that touches me more nearly.
Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye :

—

Thou dost love her, because thou know'st I love her
;

And for my sake even so doth she abuse me.
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve her.

If I lose thee, my loss is my love's gain,
And, losing her, my friend hath found that loss

;

Both find each other, and I lose both twain.
And both for my sake lay on me this cross :

But here's the joy ; my friend and I are one

;

Sweet flattery !—then she loves but me alone.

43-
When most I wink, then do mine eyes best see.
For all the day they view things unrespected;
But when I sleep, in dreams they look on thee.
And darkly bright, are bright in dark directed

;

Then thou, whose shadowshadows doth make bright.

How would thy shadow's form form happy show
To the clear day with thy much clearer light.

When to unseeing eyes thy shade shines so?
How would, I say, mine eyes be blessed made
By looking on thee in the living day,
When in dead night thy fair imperfect shade
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes doth stay ?

All days are nights to see, till I see thee.

And nights, bright days, when dreams do short

tliee rae.

44.
Tf the dull substance of.my flesh were tliought.

Injurious distance should not stop my way ;

For then, despite of space, 1 would be brougl-.t,

From limits far remote, where thou dost stay.

No matter then, although my foot did stand



Upon the farthest earth remov'd from tliee

,

For nimble thought can jump both sea and land.

As soon as thuik the place where he would bo.

But ah, thought kills uie, that I am not thought,

To leap large lengths of miles when thou art i;one,

But that, so much of earth and water wrought,

J must attend time's leisure with my moan

;

Receiving nought by elements so slow
But heavy tears, badges of cither's woo :

45-

The other two. slight air and purging fire.

Are both mth thee, wherever I abide;
The first my thought, the other my desire.

These present-absent with swift motion slide.

1-or when these quicker elements are gone
!n tender embassy of love to thee.
My life, being made of four, with two alone
Sinks down to death, oppress'd with melancholy

;

Until life's composition be recur'd
By those sweet messengers retum'd from thee.
Who even but now come back again, assur'd
Ofthy fair health, recounting it to me

:

This told, I joy ; but then 'no longer glad,
I send them back again, and straight grow sad.

46.

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war.
How to divide the conquest of thy sight

;

Mine eye my heart thy picture's sight would bar,
My heart mine eye the freedom of that right.

My heart doth plead that thou in hira dost lie,

—

(A closet never pierc'd with crystal eyes,)
But the defendant doth that plea deny.
And says in him thy fair appearance Ues.
To 'cide this title is impaimelled
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart ;

And by their verdict is detennined
The clear eye's moiety, and the dear heart's part

:

As thus,—mine eye's due is thine outward part,

And my heart's right thine inward love of heart.

47-
Eetwixt rame eye and heart a league is took.
And each doth good turns now unto the other

:

When that mine eye is famish'd for a look.
Or heart in love -with sighs himself doth smother,
Wkh my love's picture then my eye doth feast.

And to the painted banquet bids my heart

;

Another time mine eye is my heart's guest.
And in his thoughts m love doth share a part :

So. either by thy picture or my love.

Thyself away art present still with me ;

I'or thuu not farther than my thoughts canst move.
And 1 am still with them, and they with thee ;

Or, if they sleep, thy picture in my sight
Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's delight.

48.

How careful was I when I took my way.
Each trifle under truest bars to thrust,
'i'h.it to my use it might unused stay
Irom hands of falsehood, in sure wards cf trust I

But thou, to whom ray jewels trifles are.
Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief.

Thou, best of dearest, and mine only care,
yvrt left the prey of every vulgar thief.

Thee have 1 not lock'tl up in any chest.
Save where thou art not, though I feel thou art,

^\'ithin the gentle closure of my breast,
I'rom whence at pleasure thou mayst come and part

;

And even thence thou wilt be stolen, I fear,

I-or truth proves thievish for a prize so dear;

<>•
Against that time, if ever mat time come.
When I sli.Jl see thee frown on my defects,
WliLiias thy love hath cast his utmost sum,
Call'd to tliat audit by advis'd respects

;

Against iliat lime when thou shalt strangely p.ass,
And scarcely greet nic with that sun, thme eye.
When love, converted from the thing it was.
Shall reasons fintl of settled gr.avity,

—

Against that time do I ensconce me here
Within the knowledge of mine own de«ii:rt.

And this my hand against myself uprcar,
Tn guard the Lawful reasons on thy part:
To leave poor me thou h.ast the strength of laws,
Since, why to love? I can .allege no cause.

SO.
How heavy do I journey on the way,
'ifVwu what I seek,—my weary travel's end,—

[ETS. 723

Doth te.ich that case and that repose to say,
•' Thus far the miles are measur'd from thy friend 1"

The beast that bears me, tired with my woe.
Plods dully on, to bear that weight in me.
As if by some instinct the wretch did know
His rider lov'd nut speed, being made from thec

:

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on
That sometimes anger thrusts into his hide

;

Which heavily he answers with a groan.
More sharp to me than spurring to his side

;

For that same groan doth put this in my mind.
My grief lies onward, and my joy behind.

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence
Of my dull bearer, when from thee 1 speed

:

From where thou art why si lould I haste me thence J
Till I return, of posting is no need.
O, what excuse will my poor beast then find.
When swift extremity can seem but slow 'i

Then should I spur, though mounted on the wind,
In winged speed no motion shall I know

:

Then can no horse with my desire keep pace

;

Tlierefore desire, of perfect love being made.
Shall neigh (no dull flesh) in his fiery race

;

But love, for love, thus shall excuse my jade,

—

since from thee going he went wilful-slow.

Towards thee I'll run, and give hiin leave to go.

S=-
So am 1 as the rich, whose blessed key
Can bring him to his sweet up-locked treasure.
The which he will not every hour survey,
For blunting the fine point of seldom pleasure.
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare.
Since, seldom coming, in the long year set.

Like stones of worth they thinly placad are.
Or captain jewels in the carkanet.
So is the time that keeps you, as my chest.
Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide.
To make some special instant special-blest,
By new unfolding his imprison'd pride.
Blessed are you, whose worthiness "gives scope.
Being had, to triumph, being lack'd, to hope,

S3-
What is your substance, whereof are you made?
Tliat millions of strange shadows on you tend'^
Since every one hath, every one, one shade,
.\nd you, but one, can every shadow lend.
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit
Is poorly imitated after you

;

On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set.

And you in Grecian tires are painted new

:

Speak of the spring, and foison of the year

;

The one doth shadow of your beauty show.
The other as your bounty doth appear

;

.•Vnd you in every blessed shape we know.
In all external grace you have some part.
But you like none, none you, for constant heart.

54-
O, how much more doth beauty beauteous seem.
By that sweet ornament which truth doth give 1

T'ic rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem
For that sweet odour which doth in it live.

The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye
As the perfumed tincture of the roses,
Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly
When summer's breath their masked buds discloses
But, for their virtue only is their show.
They live unwoo'd, andururespected fade;
Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so

;

Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made ;

And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth
When that shall fade, by verse distils youi'truth.

Not marble, nor the gilded monuments
of princcs,Sliall outlive this powerful rhyme;
But you shall shine more bright in these contents
Than unswept stone, besmear'd with sluttish time.
When w.isteful war shall statues overturn,
-Vnd broils root out the work of iii,asonry,

Xor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall burn
'fhe living record of your memory.
'Gainst death and all-ublivious enmity
Shall you pace forth ;

your praise shall still find room«
Fven m the eyes of .all iiostcrity
That wear this world out to the ending doom.
So, till the judgment that yourself arise.
You live in this, and dwellin lovers' eyes.
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55.

Sweet love, renew thy force; be it not said,

Thy edife sliould IjUmter be than appetite.
Which but to-day by feeding is allay'd.

To-morrow sharpen'd in his former might

:

So, love, be thou; although to-day thou fill

Thy hun;,'ry eyes, even till they wink with fulness,

To-morrow see again, and do not kill

The spirit o( love with a perpetual dulness.

Let this sad interim like the ocean be
A\liich parts the shore, where two contracted new
Come daily to the banks, that, when they see
Keiurn of love, more blest may be the view ;

Or call it winter, which, being full of care, [rare.

Makes sunmier's welcome thrice more wish'd, more
57-

Being your slave, what should I do but tend
Upuix the hours and times of your desire 'i

1 have no precious time at all to spend,
Kor services to do, till you require.

Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour,
AVhilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you.
Nor think the bitterness of absence sour.

When you have bid your servant once adieu ;

Nor dare I question with my jealous thought
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose.
But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought,
Save, where you are, how happy you make those.
So true a fool is love, that in your will,

(Though you do anything,) he thinks no ill.

58.

That God forbid, that made me first your slave,

I should in thought control your times of pleasure,
Or at your hand the account of hours to crave.

Being your vassal, bound to stay your leisure I

O, let me suffer, being at your beck.
The imprison'd absence of your liberty;

And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each check,
Without accusing you of injury.

Be where you list, your charter is so strong.

That you yourself may privilege your time
To what you will ; to you it doth belong
Yourself to pardon of selfdoing crime.

I am to wait, though waiting so be hell

;

Not blame your pleasure, be it ill or v.ell.

59-

If there be nothing new, but that wlucn is

Hath been before, how are our brains begul'.'d,

Which, labouring for invention, bear amios
The second burden of a former child

!

O, that record could with a backward look.

Even of five hundred courses of the sun.

Show me your image in some antique book.
Since mine at first m character was done I

That I might see what the old world could s.iy

To this composed wonder of your frame ;

Whether we are mended, or whe'r better they.

Or whether revolution be the same.
O I sure I am, the wits of former days
To subjects worse have given admiring praise.

60.

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore
So do our minutes hasten to their end;
Hach changing place with that which ";oes before,

In sequent'toii all forwards do contend.

Nativity, once in the main of light.

Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown d.

Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glory fight.

And Time, that gave, doth now his gift confound.

Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth,

And delves the parallels in beauty's brow ;

Feeds on tlie rarities of nature's tnith.

And nothing stands but for his scythe to mov.'

:

And yet, to times in hope my verse shall stand,

Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.
6r,

Is it thy will thy image should keep open
My heavy eyelids to the weary night

;

Dost thou desire my .slumbers shoukl be broken.

While shadows, like to thee, do mock my sight!

Is it thy spirit that thou send'st from thee

Ho far from home, into my deeds to pry ;

To find out shames and idle hours in me.
The scope and tenor of thy jealousy !

O, no ! tliy love, though much, is not so great

:

It is my love that keeps mine eye awake ;

Mine own true love that doth my rest defeat.

To play the watchman ever for thy s-ike ;

i-or thee v,atch I, whilst thou dost wake elsewiier^,
From me far off, with others all too near.

62
Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye.
And all my soul, and all my every part

;

-Vnd for this sin there is no remedy.
It is so grounded inward in my heart.
.Methinks no face so gracious is as mine.
\o shape so true, no truth of such account

;

And for myself mine own worth do deliiie,
jVs I all other in all worths surmount.
Hut when my glass shows me myself indeed,
Beated and chopp'd with tann'd antiquin

,

.M ine own self-love quite contrary I read

;

Self so self-loving were iniquity.
Tisthee (myself) that for myself I pr.iise.

Painting my age with beauty of thy days.

.\gainst my love shall be, as I am now.
With Time's injurious hand crush'd and o'erworn.
Wlien hours have drain'd his blood, andfiUed his brow
With lines and wrinkles ; when his youthful morn
Hath travell'd on to age's steepy night;
.\nd all those beauties, whereof now he's king,
.\re vanishing or vanish'd out of sight.

Stealing away the treasure of his spring

;

r or such a time do I now fortify
Against confounding age, his cruel knife
That he shall never cut from memory
-My sweet love's beauty, though my lover's life :

His beauty shall in these black lines be seen.
And they shall live, and he in them still green,

64.
When I have seen by Time's fell hand defac'ci
The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age ;

When sometime lofty towers I see down-raz'd.
And brass eternal, slave to mortal rage;
When I have seen the hungry ocean gain
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,
.\nd the firm soil win of the watery main.
Increasing store with loss, and loss with store

;

When I have seen such interchange of state.
Or state itself confounded to decay ;

Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate,

—

That Time will come and take my love away.
This thought is as a death, which cannot choose
But weep"to have that which it fears to lose.

6>
Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea^
But sad mortality o'ersways their power.
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea.
Whose action is no stronger than a flower'^

O, how shall summer's honey breath hold out
Against the wreckful siege of battering days,
W'hen rocks impregnable are not so stout.

Nor gates of steel so strong, but time decays?
O fearful meditation I where, alack.
Shall time's best jewel from Time's chest lie hiil?

Orwhat strong hand can hold his swift foot back i
Or who his spoil ofbeauty can forbid ?

O, none, unless this miracle have might.
That in black ink iny love may still shine brighi^

66.
Tir'd with all these, for restful death I cry,

—

.\s, to behold desert a beggar born,

.A.nd needy nothing trimm'd in jollity.

And purest faith unhappily foresworn.
And gilded honour shamefully misplac'd,
.'\.nd maiden virtue rudely strumpeted.
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,.
And strength by limping sway disabled.
And art made tons^e-tied by authority.
And folly (doctor-hke), controlling skill,

.\nd simple truth miscall'd smiplicity.
And captive good attending captain ill

:

Tir'd with all these, from these would I begone.
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone.

.\h, wherefore, with infection should he live,

.\iid with his presence grace impiety,
^

That sin by him advantage should achieve.
And lace itself with his society :

Why should false paintiiig imitate his cheek.
And steal dead seeing of his inward hue '!

Why should poor beauty indirectly seek
Roses 01 shadow, since his rose is true
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^V!ly should he live, now Nature bankrupt is.
Hegirar'd of blood to blush tlu-oui;h lively veins'
lor she hath no exchequer now but his.
Anil, pvcud of many, lives upon his ijains.
O. hnu she stores, to show what wealth she had
In days lonjr since, before these last so bad.

<^-
Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn,
1. hen beauty liv'd and died as flowers do now,
<.efore these bastard sijrns of fair were borne,
t'r durst inhabit on a hvint; brow :

before the golden tressesof the dead,
I he riffht of sepulchres, were shorn aw.iy,
I o live a second life on second head ;Lre beauty s dead fleece made another cay

:

In him those holy antique hours are seen.
Without all ornament, itself, and true,
Makin* no summer of another's HTcen,
Koobing no old to dress his beauty new
And hnn as lor a map doth Nature store,
X o show false Art what beauty was ofyore.

69.
Those parts of thee that the worlds eye doth view,
A\ ant nothing that the thought of hearts can mend;
All tongues (the voice of souls) trive thee that due,r ttering bare truth, even to as foes commend

;

I hine outward thus with outward praise is crown d •

But thpse same tongues, that give thee so thine own.
In other accents do this praise confound.
By seeing farther than the eye hath shown.
They look into the beauty of thy mind
And that, in giiess. they measure by tliv deeds

:

T hen (churls) their thoughts, although their eyes were
kind.

To thy fair flower add the rank smell of weeds :

«ut -.vhy thy odour matcheth not thv show,
A he solve is this,—that thou dost common grow.

70.
That thou art blain'd shall not be thy defect,
l^or slanders mark w;is ever yet the fair;
The ornament of beauty is suspect,A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air.
So thou be good, slander doth but approve
Thy worth the greater, being wood of time ;'Of "^•mker vice the sweetest buds doth love.
And thou prosenfst a pureunstainsd prime,
rho'.i hast pass'd by the ambush of voting days,
Fither not assail'd, or victor being c'harg'd ;

> et this thy praise c.innot be so thy praise.
To tie up envy, evermore enlarg'tl

;

If some suspect of ill inask'd not thy show,
1 hen thou alone kingdoms of hearts shouklst owe.

7t.
^'o lurtjcr mourn for me when I .am dead.
Than you shall liear the surly sullen bell
<;iv« warning to the world that I am fled
J-"rom this vile wurld. with vilest wonns to dwell

:

rNay, if you read this line, remember not
The hand that writ it ; for I love yon so.
That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot.
If thinking on me then should in.ike you woe.
< '. if (I say) you look upon this verse,
^^'hen I perhaps conipoiinded am with cl.iy,
I>o not so much .as iny poor name rehearse;
Itut let your love even with my life decay ;

I .est the wise world should look into your moan,
And mock you with nie after I am gone.

73-
'1. lest the world should task you to recite
^Vhat merit livd in me. that you should Inve
_' ftcr my death,—dc.ir li.ie. forget inc ([uite,
'ror you in me can nnrliing worthy prove ;

jnlessyou would devise some virtuous lie.

To do more for inc ih.nn mine own desert,
;\nd hang more pr.iise iiiinn deccasod I

Th.an niggard truth wfinid willingly impart

:

.0. I:r1 your true love 111. ly seem false in this,
That you for love sin- ik well of ine untrue.
My name be buried wli..ri> my body is.

Anrl live no more to sh.iuu: nor me nor you,
l-or t am shani'd by ih..t which I tiring forth.
And so should you, {fj love things nothing worth.

That lime of year thou iri.iyst in mr behold
When yellow leaves, . r w-w, or few. do hang
IJpon those boughs which 'tiake against the cold,
li.ire ruin'd choirs, wlr.rt late the -..weet birds ta'.ig

725
In me thouseest the twilight of such di;"
As after nunset ladeth in tlie west

;

u Inch by and by black night doth take ii-.v„j,
peath s second self, that seals up all in res:.
In me thou seest the glowing of such fire.
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie.
As the death-bed whereon it must expire.
Consum d with that which it was nourish d by

Ihis thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more
strong,

To love that well which thou must leave ere long.
74-

Hut be contented : when that fell arrest
\Vithout all bail shall carry me away.
.My life hath in this line some interest.
Which for memorial slill with me shall stay.W lieu thou reviewest tills, thou dost review
The very part was consecrate lo thee

:

The eitrth can have but earth, which is his due

;

My spirit IS thine, the better part of me :

So. then, thou hast but lost the dregs of life.
The prey of worms, my body being dead

;

The cowartl conquest of a wretch's knife.
Too base of thee to be reinembersd.
The worth of that, is that which it contains.
And that is this, and this with thee remains.

So are you to my thoughts, as food to life.
Or as sweet-season d showers are the ground J
And for the peace of you I hold such strife
.\s 'twixt a miser and his wealth is found ;\ow proud as an cnjoyer. and anon
Doubting the tilching age will steal his treasure

;

Now counting best to be with vou alone.
Ihen better'd that the world may see my pleasure;
Sometime all full with feasting on your sight.
And by and by clean starvnd'for a look ;

Possessing or pursuing no delight.
Save wliat is had or must from you be took.
Tims do I pine .and surfeit day by day.
Or yluttoning on all, or all away.

76-
\V hy IS my verse so barren of new pride.
So far from variation or quick change ?
Why. with the time, do I not glance aside
To new-fouiid methods and to compounds strange!W hy write I still all one. ever the same,
Andkeep invention in a noted weed.
That every word doth almost tell iny name.
Showing their birth, and where they did proceed?
O. know, sweet love. I always write of you.
And you and love are still my argument

;

So all my best is dressing old words new.
Spending again what is already spent

:

I- or as the sun is daily new and old.
So IS my love still telling wliat is told.

Thy gl.ass will show thee how thy beauties wear,
I hy dial how thy precious minutes waste

;

The vacant leaves thy minds imprint will bear
And of this book this le.irning mayst thou t.iste".
The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show.
Of mouthed gr.aves will give thee memory:
1 jiou by thy dial s shady stealth mayst know
1 inie's thievish progressto eternity.
Look, w hat thy memory cannot coiilain.
(oniinit lo these wa.ste blanks, and thou .slialt find
Those children nursc<l. deliver'd from thy brain.To take a new.icquaiiil.iut.e of thy mind.
These oftices, so oft as lli..,i wilt look,
Shall profit thee, ami iiuich enrich thy book.

78.
So oft have I iiivok'd thee for my Muse,
\"d found such fair ,-issistaiice in my verse,
/V-. every alien pen h.ath got my use.
.\nd underthec their iioesy.lisperse.
riiiiie eyes, that taught the <himb on high to sing.
An. I heavy ignorance aloft to fly,

H.ive added feathers to the learn^d's wing,
And ipven gr.acc a <louble in.ajesly.
let I.e most prouil of .hat which 1 compile,
\Vhr.sc influence is thine, .ijid born of thfc:
In oihc-rs' works thou dost but nienfl ihe style
Ami arts with thy swc.t graces gr.ued he •

Hut Ihoii art all my art. and dost advance '

As hi-.'h as learning my rude ignorance. 3 \
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"Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid.

My verse alone had all thy gentle grace ;

But now my gracious numbers are decay'd.
And my sick muse doth give anotlier place,

I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument
Deserves the travail of a worthier pen

;

Yet what of thee thy poet doth invent.
He robs thee of, and pays it thee again.
He lends thee virtue, and he stole that word
From thy behaviour ; beauty doth he give,
And found it in thj' cheek j he can afford
No praise to thee but what in thee doth live.

Then thank him not for that which he doth say,
Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost pay.

So.

O, how I faint when I of you do write,
Knowing a better spirit doth use your name.
And in the praise thereof spends all his might,
To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your fame 1

But since your worth (wide as the ocean is)

The humble as the proudest sail doth bear.
My saucy bark, inferior far to his.

On your broad main doth wilfully appear.
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat,

"Whilst he upon your soundless deep doth rtdc ;

Or, being wreck d, I am a worthless boat.
He of tall building, and of goodly pride;
Then, if he thrive, and-I be cast away.
The worst was this,—my love was my decay.

8i.

Or I shall live your epitaph to make.
Or you survive when I in earth am rotten ;

From hence your memory death cannot take,
Although in me each part will be forgotten.
Your name from hence immortal life shall have.
Though I, once gone, to all the world must die:
The earth can yield me but a common grave.
When you entombed in men's eyes shall lie.

Your monument shall be my gentle verse.
Which eyes not yet created shall o"er-read ;

And tongues to be, your being shall rehearse,
"When all the breathers of this world are dead ;

You still shall live (such virtue hath my pen)
Where breath most breathes,—even in the mouths

of men.

I grant thou wert not married to mj' Muse,
And therefore mayst without attaint o'erlook
The dedicated words which writers use

.

Of their fair subject, blessing every book.
Thon art as fair in knowledge as in hue.
Finding thy worth a limit past my praise;
And therefore art enforc'd to seek anew
Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering days.
And do so. love ; yet when they have devis'tl

What strained touches rhetoric can lend.
Thou, truly fair, wert truly sympathiz'd
In true plain words Dy thy true-telling friend

:

And their gross painting might be better i:s*d

Where cheeks need blood,—in thee it is abus'd.
S3-

I never saw that you did painting need.
And therefore to your fair no pamting set

;

I found, or thought I found, you did exceed
Tlif I larren tender of a poet's debt

:

And therefore have I slept in your report.
That you yourself, being extant, well might show
How far a modem quill doth come too short.

Speaking of worth, what worth in you doth grow.
1 his silence for my sin you did impute.
Which shall be most my glory, being dumb

;

For I impair not beauty, being mute.
When others would give life, and bring a tomb.
There lives more life in one of your fair eyes,
Than both your poets can in praise devise.

84-

Who is it that says most? which can say more
Than this rich praise,—that you alone are you?
In whose confine inunured is the store
Which should example where your equal grew.
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell.
That to his subject lends not some small glory ;

But he that writes of you, if he can tell

That you are you, so dignities his story.
Let him hut copy what m you is writ.
Not making worse what nature made so clear,

And such a counterpart shall fame liis wit.

Making his style admired everywhere.
You to your lieauteous blessings add a curse,
Beingfond on praise,whichmakesyour praises worse.

My tongue-tied Muse in maimers holds her still.

While comments of your praise, richly compil'd,
Reserve their character with golden quill.

And precious phrase by all tlie muses fil'd.

1 think good thoughts, while others write good worda
And, like unletter'd clerk, still cry *' amen "

To every hymn that able spirit affords,
In polish'd form of well-refined pep.
Hearing you prais'd, I say, *' 'Tis so, 'tis true."
And to the most of praise add something more

'

But that is in my thougfht, whose love to j'ou.

Though words come Iiindmost. holds his rank before.
Then others for the breath of words respect.^
Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in effect,

'
86.

^V'as it the proud full sail of his great verse.
Bound for the prize of ail-too-precious you.
That did my ripe thoughts in my brain inherse.
Making their tomb the womb wherein they grew3
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead 2

No, neither he, nor his compeers by night
Giving him aid, my verse astonished.
He, nor that affable familiar ghost
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence.
As victors of my silence cannot boast

;

I was not sick of any fear from thence:
But when your countenance fil'd up his line

Then lack'd I matter ; that enfeebled nunc.
87.

farewell ! thou art too dear for my possessing.
And like enough thou know'st thy estimate :

The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;
My bonds in thee are all determinate.
For how do I hold thee but by thy granting 2
And for that riches where is my deser\'ing'i
The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting.
And so my patent back again is swerving.
Thyself thou gav'st, thy own worth then'not knowing,
Or me, to whom thou gav'st it. else mistaking

;

So thy great g:ft, upon misprison growing.
Conies home again, on better judgment making.

1 iius have I had thee, as a dream doth flatter,

In sleep a king, but, waking, no such matter.
S3.

A\'henthou shalt be disposed to set me light,

And place my merit in the eye of scorn.
Upon thy side againsr myself I'll fight,

And prove thee virtuous, though tliou art forsworn.
\\'ith mine own weakness, being best acquainted,
Upon thy part I can set down a story
Of faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted ;

That thou, in losing me. shalt win much glory ;

And I by this will be a gainer too

;

T'nr bending all my loving thoughts on thee.
The injuries that to myself I do.
Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me.
Such is my love to thee I so belong,
Tliat for thy right myself will bear aXl wrong.

89.
Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault.

And 1 will comment upon that oftence

:

Speak of my lameness, and I straight will halt.

Against thy reasons making no defence.
Thou canst not. love, disgrace me half so ill.

To set a form upon desired change.
As I'll myself disgrace : kno^ving thy will,

I will acquaintance strangle, and look strange ;

Be absent from thy walks ; and in my tongue
Tliy sweet-beloved name no more shall dwell,
r^cst I (too much profane.) should do it wrong,
And haply of our old acquaintance tell.

For thee, against myself I'll vow debate,
For I must ne'er love him whom thou dost hato.

90.
Tlien hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now

;

Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cnwv,
Join with the .spite of fprtune, make mcbov.,
And do not drop in for an after-loss

:

Ah, do not, when my heart liath scap'd this sorrow,
Come in the rearward of a conquer'd woe

;

Give not a windy night a rainy morrov/,
To linger out a purpos'd overthrow.
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Tlie owner's tongue dotli publish everywhere.
Our love was new. ami then but in tlie spring.
When I was wont to greet it witli my lays

;

As Philomel in suimner's front cloth siuif.
And stops her pipe in growth of riper days :

Not that the summer is less pleasant now
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night,
But that wild nmsic burthens every bough,
And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.

Therefore, like her, I sometimes hokl ray tongue,
Because I would not dull you with my song.

J03.
Alack, -what poverty my Muse brings forth.
That having such a scope to show her pride.
The argument, all bare, is of more wtirtli,

Than wlien it hath my added praise beside !

O, blame me not, if I no more can write '.

I.ook in your glass, and there appears a face
That over-goes my blunt invention quite.
Dulling my lines, and doing me disgrace.
Were it not sinful, then, striving to mend.
To mar the subject that before was well!
For to no other pass my verses tend,
Than of your graces and your gifts to tell

:

And more, much more, than in my verse can sit.

Your own glass shows you, when you look in it.

104.
To me, fair friend, you never can be old.
For as you were when first your eye I eyed.
Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold
Have from the forests shook three summers' pride.
Three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn'cl
In process of the seasons have I seen.
Three April perfiunes in three hot Junes burn'd.
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.
Ah, yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand.
Steal from his figure, and no pace perceiv'd

;

So your sweet hue, which methinks still doth stand, -

liatli motion, and mine eye maybe deceiv'd:
For fear of which, hear this, thou age unbred.—
lire you were born, was beauty's summer dead.

105.
Let not my love be call'd idolatrj-,
Nor my beloved as an idol show.
Since all alike my songs and jiraises be
To one, of one, still such, and ever so.
Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind.
Still constant in a wondrous excellence :

Therefore my verse, to constancy confin'd.
One thing expressing, leaves out difiTerence.
• F.-iir, kind, and true," is all my argument.
"Fair, kind, and true," varying to other words ;

And in this change is my invention spent.
Three themes in one, which wondrous scope affords.

" Fair, kind, and true," have often liv'd alone.
Which three, till now, never kept seat in one.

106.

When in the chronicle of wasted time
] see descriptions of the fairest wights.
And beauty making beautiful old rhyme.
In praise of ladies cTead, and lovely knights ;

Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty's best.
Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow,
I see their antique pen would have express'd '

Even such a beauty as you master now.
So all their praises are but prophecies
Of this our time, all you prefigurins^

,

And, for they look'dbut with divining eyes,
They had not skill enough your worth to' sing

:

',

For we, which now behold these present days. .

Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praiNC. t

107.
Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul
Of the wide world dreaming on things to come.
Can 3'et the lease of my true \ovc co"iitrol,

Suppos'd as forfeit to .a confin'd doem.
The mortal moon hath her eclipse endur'd.
And the sad .augurs mock their own presage ;

Incertainties now crown themselves assur'd,
And peace proclaims olives of endless age.
Now with the drops of this most balmy time
My love looks fresh, and Death to me subscribes.
Since, spite of him. I'll live in this poor rhyme.
While he insults o'er dull and .speechless tribes :

And thou in this shall find thy monument,
lyhcu tyrants' gtests and tombs of brass are spent

. ,
loS.

What's in thebram, that ink may character.
Which hath not figur'd to thee my true spirit?
What's new to speak, what new to register.
That may express my love, or thy dear merit ?

Nothing, sweet boy ; but yet, like prayers (livine,
I must each day say o'er the very same ;

Countmg no old thing old, thou mine, I thine,
Even as when first I hallow'd thy fair name.
So that eternal love in love's fresh case
Weighs not the dust and injury of age.
Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place.
But makes antiquity for aye his page ;

Finding the first conceit of love there bred,
\\'here time and outward form would show it dead,

log.

O. never say that I was false of heart,
Though absence seem'd my flame to qualify.
As easy might 1 from myself depart,
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth lie :

That is my home of love : if 1 have rang'd.
Like him that travels. I return again.
Just to the time, not with the time exchang'd.
So that myself bring water for my stain.

Never believe, though in my nature reign'd
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood.
That it could so preposterously be .stain'd,

To leave for nothing all thy sum of good ;

h'or nothing this wide universe I call,

Save thou, my rose ; in it thou art my alL

ITO,

Alas, 'tis true I have gone here and there.
And made myself a inotley to the view,

i Gor'd mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is mos>
' Made old offences of anections new

;

[dear,
'j Most true it is that I have look'd on truth
Askance and strangely : but,' by all above,

I

These blenches g.ave my heart another youth.
And worse essays prov'd thee ray best of love.

Now all is done, save what shall h.ave no end :

Mine appetite I never more will grind
On newer proof, to try an older friend,

A god in love, to whom I am confin'd.

Then give me welcome, next my heaven the best,
Even to thy pure and most most loving breast,

lit.

O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide
! The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds,

'j Th.at' .-iid not better for my life provide
Than public means, which pubhc manners breeds.
Tlience comes it that my name receives a brand;

I
And .almost thence my nature is subdu'd

j

To what it works in. like the dyer's hand

:

,1 Pity me, then, and wish I were renew'd :

I

j

Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink

I

Potions of eysell gainst my strong infection ;

No bitterness that 1 will bitter think.
Nor double penance, to correct correction.

Pity me, then, dear friend, and I assure ye.
Even that your pity is enough to cure me.

112.

Your love and pity doth th' impression fill

Which vulgar scandal stamp'd upon my brow;
For what care I who calls me well or ill.

So you o'ergreen my bad, my good allow ?

You are my all-the-world, and I must strive

To know my shames .and praises from your ton^ic

:

None else to me, nor I to none alive.

That my steel'd sense or changes right or wron^j.

In so profound abysm I throw all care
Of other's voices, that my adder's sense
To critic and to flatterer .stopped are.

M.-.rk how with my neglect I do dispense

:

You are so strongly in my purpose bred.
That all the world besides methinks arc dead.

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind;
And that which governs me to go aboiU
Doth part his function, and is partly blind,

-Seems seeing, but effectually is out

;

For it no form delivers to the heart
Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it doth latch;
Of his ciuick objects hMh the mind no part
Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch

if it see the rud'st or gentlest sight,

j
The most sweet favour, pr defornied'st creature,



the mountain or the sea. the day or niglit,

The crow or duve, it shapes theiii to your feature

:

Incapable of more, replete with you.
My most true mind thus m.aketli mine untriie.

114.

Or whether doth my mind, being crown'd with you,
Drink up the monarch's plague, this flattery ?

Or whether shall I say, mine eye saith true.

And tnat your love taught it this alchemy.
To make of monsters and things indigest
Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble.
Creating every bad a perfect best.

As fast as objects to his beams assemble ?

O, 'tis the first ; 'tis flattery in my seeing.
And my great mind most kingly drinks it up :

Mine eye well knows what with his gust is 'greeting'.

And to his palate doth prepare the cup :

If it be poison'd, 'tis the lesser sin

That nune eye loves it, and doth first begin.

Those lines that I before have writ, do lie ;

Even those that said £ could not love you dearer

:

Yet then my judgment knew no reason why
My most full tiame shouUl afterwards burn clearer.
But reckoning Time, whose million'd accidents
Creep in "twixt vows, and change decrees of kings.
Tan sacred beauty, blunt the snarp'st intents.

Divert strong minds to the course of altering things;
Alas, why, fearing of Time's tyranny.
Might I not then say, " Now I love you best,"*

"•Vhen I was certain o'er incertairity.

Crowning the present, doubting of the rest ?

I-ove is a babe ; then might 1 not say so.

To give full growth to tnat which still doth gFOw J

116.

i.et me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it .ilteration finds,

Or bends wth the remover to remove :

O, no I it is an ever-fixed mark.
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ;

It is the star to every wandering b.ark.

Whose worth's unknown, although his height be taken.
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle's compass come ;

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks.
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.

If this be error, and upon me prov'd,
I never writ, nor no man ever lov'd.

117.

Accuse me thus :—that I have scanted all

Wherein I should your great deserts repay

;

Forgot upon your dearest love to call,

"Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day ;

That I have frequent been with unknown minds.
And given to time j-^ur own dear-purchas'd right ;

That' I have hoisted s;iil to all the winds
Which sliouUl transport me furthest from your sight.
Book both :ny wilfulness and errors down.
And on just proof surmise accumulate ;

Bring me within the level of your frown.
But shoot not at me in your wakcn'd hate r

Since my appeal says I did strive to prove
The constancy and virtue of your love.

iiS.

Like as, to m.ake our appetites more keen.
With eager compounds we our palate urge ;

As, to prevent our maladies unseen.
We sicken to shun sickness when wc purge :

liven so, being full of your ne'er-cloying sweetness,
1 o bitter sauces did I frame my feeding ;

And, sick of wclf.ire. found .» kmd of meetncss
To be diseas'd, ere that there was true needing.
Thus policy in love, to anticipate
The ills that were not, grew to faults .assur'd.

And brought lo medicine .a healthful st.itc.

Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be cur'd

;

But thente I learn, and find the lesson true.
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you.

119.
What potions h.ave I drink of Syren tears,
DistilI'd from liiiiliecks foul as hell within.
Applying fears to hopes, and hopes lo fears,
fjtill Io<iing when I saw niysvlfto win I

W'hat wretched errors li.illi my lie.irt committed,
•V'hilst it hath thought itself so blessed never I

How have mine eyts out of tln-inijliercs been fitted
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In the ilistraction of this madding fever I

benclit of ill I now I find true
That butter is by evil still made better

;

And ruind love, when it is built anew,
Grows fairer tnan at first, more strong, far greater.
So 1 return rebuk'd to my content.
And gain by ill tliiice more than I have spent.

120.

That you were once unkind befriends me now,
Antl for that sorrow, which I then did feel.

Needs must 1 under my transgression bow.
Unless my nerves were brass or hammer'd steeL
For if you were oy my imkindness shaken,
As I by yours, you've p.ass'd a hell of time

;

And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken
To weigh how once I suffer d in your crime.
O, th.at our night of woe might have remember'd
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits.

And soon to you, as you to me, then tender'd
The humble salve which wounded bosoms fits I

But that your trespass now becomes a fee :

Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ransom me.
I2r.

'Tis better to be vile than vile esteem'd.
When not to be, receives reproach of being :

And the just pleasure lost, which is so deom'd
Not by our feeling, but by others' seeing :

For why should others' false adulterate eyes
Give salutation to my sportive olood ?

Or on my frailties why are frailer spies.
Which in their wills count bad what I think good f

No,— I am that I am ; and they that level
At my abuses, reckon up their own :

1 in.ay be straight, though they themselves be bevel

;

By their rank thoughts my deeds must not be shown;
Unless this general evil they maintain.

—

AU men are bad, and in their badness reign.
122.

Thy gift, thy fables, are within my brain
l-'uH character'd with lasting memory.
Which shall above that idle rank remain.
Beyond all date, even to eternity

;

Or, at the least, so long as brain and heart
Have faculty by nature to subsist

;

Till each to raz'd oblivion yield his part
Of thee, thy record never can be miss'd.
That poor retention could not so much hold.
Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score ;

Therefore to give them from me was I bold.
To trust those tables that receive thee more

;

To keep .an adjunct to remember the"
Were to import forgetfulness in me.

123.
No, Time, tliou sh.alt not boast that I do change
Thy pyramids built up with newer might
lo me are nothing novel, nothing strange

;

They .are but dressings of a former sight.
Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire
What thou dost foist upon us that is old ;

And rather make them born to our desire.
Than think that wc before have heard them told.
Thy registers mid thee I both defy.
Not wondering at the present nor the past

;

Fur thy records and what we see do lie,

Matle more or less by thy continual haste :

This I do vow. and this shall ever be,
I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee.

124.

If my dear love were but the child of st.itc.

It might for Fortune's bastard be unfalhcr'd,
As subject to Times love, or to Time's hale.
Weeds among weeds, or flowers with llonxra gather "d.

No. it was builded f.ir from accident

:

It suffers not in smiling pomp, nor f.alls

Under the blow of thralled disconlent.
Whereto the inviting time our fashion calls:
It fi-.irs not policy, that heretic.
Which works on leases of short number'd
Hut all alone stands hugely poHtic,
That it nor grows with heat, nor drowns with showers.
To this I witness call the fools of time,
Which die for goodness, who have liv'd for crime.

"5-
Were't nught to me I bore the canopy,
\Vith my extern the (Mitward honouring.
Or laid great praises for eternity,
Which prove more :.liort than waste or tuiningl
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Have I not seen dwellers on form and favour
Lose all, and more l>y paying too riiucli rent,

For compound sweet foregoing simple savour,
Pitiful thrivers, in their gazinc spent V

No; let rac be obsequious in thy heart,
And talce tliou my oblation, poor but free.

Which is not inix'd with seconds, knows no art.

But mutual render, only me for thee.
Hence, thou suborn'd informer ! a true soul.
When most impeach'd, stands least in thy control.

126.

thou, my lovely boy, who in thy power
Dost hold Time's fickle glass, his sickle, hour :

Who hast by waning grown, and therein show'st
Thy lovers withering, as thy sweet self grow'st

;

If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack,
As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee back
She keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill

May time disgrace, and wretched minutes kill.

Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure '.

She may detaui, but not still keep, her treasure :

Pier audit, though delay'd, answer'd nuist be.
And her quietus is to render thee.

127.
In the old age black was not counted fair.

Or if it were, it bore not beauty's name ;

But now is black beauty's successive heir.
And beauty slander'd with a bastard's sliamc

:

For since each hand hath put on nature's power,
Fairing the foul with art's false borrow'd face,
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy hour.
But is profan'd, if not lives in disgrace.
Therefore my mistress* eyes are raven black

;

Her eyes so suited, and they mourners seem
At such, who, not born fair, no beauty lack.
Slandering creation with a false esteem :

Vet so they mourn, becoming of their woe,
Tliat every tongue says, beauty should look so.

128.

How oft, when thou, my music play'st,

Upon that blessed wood whose motion sounds
With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently sway'st
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds.
Do I envy those jacks that nimble leap
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand.
Whilst my poor lips which should that harvest reap.
At the wood's boldness by thee blushing stand I

To be so tickled, they would change their state
And situation with those dancing cnips.
O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait.

Making dead wood more bless'd 'Uian living lips.

Since sancy Jacks so happy are in this,

Give themthy fingers, me thy lips to. kiss.

129.

The expense of spirit in a waste ofshame
Is lust in action ; and till action, lust

Is perjur'd, murderous, bloody, full of blame.
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust

;

Enjoy'd no sooner, but despised straight;
Past reason hunted ; and no sooner had.
Past reason hated, as a swallow'd bait.

On purpose laid to make the taker mad :

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so ;

H.ad, having, and in quest to have, extreme ;

A bliss in proof,—and prov'd. a very woe;
Before, a joy propos'd ; behind, a dream.

All this the world well knows ; yet none knows well
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell.

130.

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun

;

Coral is far more red than her lips' red :

If snow be wliite, why then her breasts are dim

;

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks

;

And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath Ih.nt from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak,—yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound :

1 grant I never saw a goddess go,

—

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground.
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare.

131.

Thou art as tyrannous, so as thou art.

As those whose beauties proudly make them cruel;
For well thou know'st to my dear doting heart
Xhou art the fairest and most precious jewel

Yet, in good faith, r.nmo say that thee behold.
Thy face hath not the power to make love groan :

To say they err, I dare not be so bold.
Although I sivear it to myself alone.
And, to be sure that is not false I swear.
A thousand groans, but thinking on thv facei
(ine on anotiier's neck, do witness bear
Thy black is fairest in my judgment's place.
In nothing art thou black, save in thy deeds.
And thence this slander, as I think, proceeds.

132.
Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitying me.
Knowing thy heart torment me with disdain.
Have put on black, and loving mourners be,
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain.
And truly not the morning sun of heaven
Better becomes the grey cheeks of the east.
Nor that full star that ushers in the even.
Doth half that glory to the sober west.
As those two mourning eyes become thy face

:

O, let it, then, as well"beseem thy heart
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee grace,
And suit thy pity like in every part.
Then will I swear beauty herself is black.
And all they foul that thy complexion lack.

133-
Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to groan
For that deep wound it gives iny friend and me I

Is 't not enough to torture me alone.
But slave to slavery my sweet'st' friend must be J

Me from myself thy cruel eye "hath taken.
And my next self thou harder hast engross'd :

Of him, myself, and thee. I am forsaken
;

A torment thrice three-fold thus to be cross'd.
Prison my heart in thy steel bosom's ward.
But then my friend's heart let my poor heart bail
Whoe'er keeps me, let my heart be his guard

;

Thou canst not then use rigour iii my gaol

;

And yet thou wilt ; for I, being pent in thee.
Perforce am thine, and all that is in me.

134-
So, now I have confess'd that he is thine.
And I myself am mortgag'd to thy will.

Myself I'll forfeit, so that other mine
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still:

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free.
For thou art covetous, and he is kind

;

He learn'd but, surety-like, to write for me.
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind.
The statute of thy beauty thou wilt take.
Thou usurer, that putt'st forth all to use.
And sue a friend, came debtor for my sake

;

So him I lose through my unkind abuse.
Him have I lo.st ; thou hast both him and mr ;

He pays the whole, and yet am I not free.

AVhoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Iff/',

And //'V// to boot, and //V// in over-plus

:

More than enough am 1 that vex thee still.

To thy sweet will making addition thus.
Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious.
Not once vouchsafe to hide my will in lliiiLeS

Shall will in others seem right gracious.
And in my will no fair acceptance shhic?
The sea, all water, yet receives rain still.

And in abundance addeth to his store

;

So thou, being rich in //'/A', add to thy H'n'l
One will of mine, to make thy large M'zV/ more.
Let no unkind, no fair beseechers kill

;

Think all but one, and me in that one // ';//.

136.

If thy soul check thee that I come so near.
Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy H'l/i,

And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there ;

Thus far for love, iny love-suit, sweet, fulfil.

// 'M will fulfil the treasure of thy love, .

Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one.
In things of great receipt with ease we prove,
Among a nuniber one is reckon'd none :

Then in the number let me pass untold,
Tliough in thy stores' account I one must be ;

For nothing hold me. so it please thee iwld
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee :

Make but "my name thy love, and love that still.

And then thou lov'st nie,—for myname is 11 'iV/.

137-
Thou blind fool. Love, what dost thou to mine eyes,
That they behold, and see not what they see it
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732 A lover's complaint.

If it be not, tlien lovi- d.ith well rlenote

Love's eye is not so true as nil men s : no.

How can itV (). how can Love's eye be true.

That is so vex'<i with watching- and with tears ?

No marvel, then, thouffh I mistake my view ;

The Sim itself sees not till heaven clears.

O cunning I-ove ! with tears thou keep'st me blind.

Lest eyes well-seeing thy foul faults should hnd.

149.

C.inst thou, O cruel ! say I love thee not.

When I, against myself, with thee partake?
Do 1 not think on thee, when I forgot

Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake ?

NVho hateth thee that I do call my friend ?

< )n whom frown'st Ihou that I do fawn upon?
N.iy, if thou lou'rst on me, do I not spend
Revenge upon myself with present moan?
\Vh.it inerit do I in myself respect.
That is so proud thy service to despise.
When all my best doth worship thy defect,

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes';

But, love, hate on. for now I know thy mind ;

Those that can see thou lov'st, and I am blind.

150.

O, from what power hast thou this powerful might,
With insnthciency my heart to sway?
To make me give the lie to my true sight,

And swear that brightness doth not grace the day?
AV'hence hast thou this becoming of things ill.

That in the very refuse of thy deeds
There is such strength and warrantise of skill.

That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds ?

'Who taught thee how to make me love thee more,
The more 1 hear and see just cause of hate?
O, Ihtiugh I love what others do abhor,
\\'ith others thoushouldst not abhor my state:

If thy muvorthiness rais'd love in rae,

More worthy I to be belov'd of thee.

Love is too young to know what conscience is ;

yet who knows not, conscience is born of love ?

Then, gentle cheater, urge not my amiss,

I^est giiilty of my faults thy s^veet self prove ;

For, thou betraying me, I do betray
My nobler part to my gross body's treason :

My soul doth tell my body that he may
Triumph in love ; flesh stays no further reason ;

But, rising at thy name, doth point out thee

As his triumphant prize. Troud of this pride.

He is contented thy poor drudge to be.

To stand in thy affairs, fall by t>.y side.

No want of conscience hold it that I call

Her—love, for whose dear love I rise and fall.

152.

In loving thee thou know'st I am forsworn,
But tliou art twice forsworn, to me love swearing

;

In act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith torn.

In vowing new hate after new love bearing.
But why of two oaths' breach do I accuse thee.
When 1 break twenty? I am perjur'd most

;

1-or all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee.
And all my honest faith in thee is lost

:

For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep kindness.
Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy ;

.\iul, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to blindness.
Or made them swear against the thing they see

;

For I have sworn thee fair.—more perjur'd I,

To swear, against the truth, so foul a he I

153-

Cupid laid by his brand, and fell asleep :

A maid of Dian's this advantage found.
And his love-kindling fire did quickly steep
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground;
^V'hich borrow'd from this holy fire of Love
A tlateless lively heat, still to endure.
And grew a seething bath, which yet men prov^
Against strange maladies a sovereign cure.

But at my mistress' eye Love's brand new-fired.
The boy for trial needs would touch my breast

;

1, sick withal, the help of bath desird.
And thither hied, a sad distemper'd guest,
But found no cure : the bath for my help lies

Where Cupid got new fire,—my mistress eyes.

154.

The little Love-god, lying onv:e asleep.
Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand.
Whilst many nymphs that vow d chaste life to keep.
Came tripping by; but in her maiden hand
The fairest votary took up that fire

\\'hich many legions of true hearts had vvann'd;
And so the general of hot desire
^\'as. sleeping, by a virgin hand disarm'd.
This brand she quenched in a cool well by,
\\'liich from Love's fire took heat perpetual.
Growing a bath and healthful remedy
For men diseas'd : but I, my mistress' thrall,

f'ame there for cure, and this by that I prove.
Love's fire heats w.iter, water cools not love.

A Lover's Complaint.

From off a hill whose concave womb re-worded
A plaintful story from a sistering vale,

My spirits to attend this double voice accorded.
And down I laid to hst the sad-tun'd tale :

I-re long espied a fickle maid full pale.

Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain.

Storming her world with sorrow s wind and rain.

I'pon her head a platted hive of straw.
Which fortified her visage from the sun.
Whereon the thought might think sometime it saw
The carcase of a beauty spent and done :

Time had not .scythed all that youth begun,
Nor youth all quit ; but, spite of Heaven's fell rage,
Some beauty peep'd through lattice of sear'd age.

Oft did she heave her napkin to her eyne,
Which on it had conceited characters.
Laundering the silken figures in the brine
That seasond woe had pelleted in tears.

And often reading what contents it bears
As often shriekirvg undistingiiish'd woe.
In clamours of all size, both high and low.

4.

•Sometimes her levell'd eyes their carri.nge ride,

.\s they did battery to the spheres intend ;

Sometime, diverted, their poor balls are tied

To tir orbed earth ; sometimes they do extend
Their view right on ; anon their g.azes lend
To every place at once, and, nowhere fix'd.

The mind and sight distractedly commix'd.

Her hair, nor loose, nor tied in formal plat,

Proclaim'd in her a careless hand of pride ;

For some, untuck'd. descended her sheav'd hat.

Hanging her pale and pined cheek beside

;

Some in her thre.aden fillet still did bide.

Ami, true to bondage, would not break from thcncCj

Though slackly br;>ided in loose negligence.

6.

A thousand favours from a maund she drew
Of amber, cryst.al, nnd.of beaded jet.

Which one by one she in a river threw,

U))on whose weeping marggnt she was set

;

Like usury, applying wet to wet.

Or monarch's hands, that let not bounty r,ill

Where want cries, " Some," but where excess begs all
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Of folded schedules had she many a one,
M'liich she perus'd, sij^h'd. tore, and gave the flood

;

Crack'd many a rin;^ of posied gold and bone,
Bidding them find their sepulchres in iimd ,

Found yet more letters sadly pcnn'd in bloud,
With sleided silk feat and iitfectcdly

linswath'd, and seal'd to curious secrecy.

8.

These often bath'd she in her fluxive eyes,
And often kiss'd. and often 'gan to tear

;

Cried, " O false blood, thou register of lies,

\\hat unapproved witness dost thou bear !

Ink would have seem'd more black and damned here I'

'I'his said, in top of rage tlie lines she rents,
Big discontent so breaking their contents.

A reverend man that graz'd his cattle nigh.
Sometime a blusterer! that the ruffle knew
Of court, of city, and had let go by
The swiftest hours, observed as they flew.
Towards this afflicted fancy fastly»ilrew

;

And. privileg'd by age. desires to know
Jn brief the grounds and motives of her woe.

lO.

So slides he down upon his grained bat,
And comely-distant sits he by her side

;

When he again desires her, being sat.
Her grievance with his hearing to divide r

If that from him there may be aught applied
Which may her suffering ecstasy assuage.
'Tis promis'd in the charity of age.

II.

" Father," she says, " though in me you behold
The injury of many a blasting hour.
Let it not tell your judgment I am old ;

Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power:
I miglit as yet have been a spreading flower,
Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied
Love to myself, and to no love beside.

12.

" But. woe is me I too early I attended
A youthful suit (it was to gain my grace)
Of one by nature's outwards so commended.
That maidens' eyes stuck over all his face :

Love lack'd a dwelling, and made him her place

;

And when in his fair parts she did abide,
She was new lodg'd, and newly deified.

'3-

" His browny locks did hang in crooked curls

;

And every light occasion of^the wind
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls.
\\ hat's sweet to do. to do will aptly find:
Each eye that saw him did enchant the mind;
For on his visage was in little drawn.
What largeness thinks in Paradise was sawn.

M-
" Small show of man was yet upon his chin ;

His phoL-nlx down began but to appear.
I ike unshorn velvet, on th.it termless skin.
Whose bare outbragg'd the web it sccm'.t to wear

:

Yet show'd his visage by that cost most dear

;

And nice afTeclions wavering stood in doubt
If best were as it was, or best without.

" His qualities were beauteous as his form.
For maiden-tongu'd he was, and Ihcrcol' free

:

Yet. if men niov'd him. was he such a storm
As oft twixt .May and April is to sec.
When winds bre.ithc sweet, unruly thoutrh they be.
His rudeness so with his authoriz d youth
iJid livery falseness in a pride of truth.

i6.

" ^VelI could he ride, and of>en men would say,
• Th.it horse his mettle from his rider takes

:

I'roud of subjection, noble by the sway.
What rounds, what bounds, what course, what stop he
And controversy hence a fpiestion takes, (makes I'

Whether the horse by him l>ecame his deed,
Or he his manage by the well-doinj; steed.

'7-

" But quickly on this side the verdict went

:

His real habitude gave life and grace
To appertainings and to ornament,
Accomplish'd in himself, not in his case :

All aids, themselves made fairer by their place.
Came for additions : yet their purpos'd trim
Piec'd not his grace, but were all grac'd by him.

i8.

' So on the tip of his subduing tongue
AH kind of arguments and question deep.
All replication prompt, and reason strong.
For his advantage still did wake and sleep :

To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep.
He had the dialect and difrercnt skill.

Catching all passions in his cralt of will

:

19-

'That he did in the general bosom reign
Of young, of old : and sexes both enchanted.
To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain
In personal duty, following where he haunted : ,

Consents bewitch'd, ere he desire, have granted
;

And dialogu'd for him, what he would say,
.\sk'd their own wills , and made their wills obey.

' Many there were that did his picture get,
To serve their eyes, and in it put their mind ;

Like fools that in the imagination set
The goodly objects which abroad they find
Of lands and mansions, theirs in thought assigned ;

And labouring in more pleasures to bestow them,
Than the true gouty landlord which dolh owe lliem

' So many have, that never touch 'd his hand.
Sweetly suppos'd them mistress of his heart.
.My woful self, that did in freedom stand,
.\.nd was my own fee-simple, (not in part,)
What with his art in youth, and youth in art.
Threw my affections in his charmed jjower,
Reserv'd the stalk, and gave hiwi all my flower.

" Yet did I not, as some my equals did.
Demand of him, nor, being desired, yielded ;

Finding myself in honour so forbid.
With safest distance I mine honour shielded :

Experience for me many bulw.irks builded
(Jf proofs new-bleeding, which rein.iin'd tlie full

Of this false jewel, anu his amorous spoil.

23-

" But, ah, who ever shunn'd by precedent
The destin'd ill she must herself assay?
Or forc'd examples, 'gainst her own content.
To put the by-pass'd perils in her way?
Counsel may stop a while what will not stay :

For when we rage, advice is often seen
By blunting us to make our wits more keen.

24.

" Nor gives it satisfaction to our blood.
That we must curb it upon others' prnr)f :

To be forbid the sweets th:it seem so good.
For fear of harms that preach in our behoof.
O appetite, from judgment stand aloof!
The one a palate hatli that needs will taste.
Though reason weep, and cry, ' It is thy last.'

as-
" For further I could say, ' This man 's untrue,'
And knew the p.ittcrns of his foul beguiling;
Heard where his plants in others' orchards grew.
Saw how deceits were gilded in his smiling

;

Knew vows were ever brokers to ckfiling;
Thought characters and words merely but art.
And bastards of his foul adulterate heart

26.

" And long upon these terms I held my city,
Till thus he 'gan besiege me :

' Gentle maid.
Have of mysulTering youth some feeling pity.
And be not of my holy vows afraid :

Th.it 's to you sworn, ir, none was ever said

;

lor te.ists of love I have been cali'd unto.
Till now did ne'er invite, nor never vow.
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•
' All my offences that abroad you see

Are errors of the blood, none of the mind :

Love made them not : with acture they may be,
Where neither party is nor true nor kind :

They sought their shame that so their shame did find

;

And so much less of shame in me remains,
By howmuch of me their reproach contains.

" • Among the many that mine eyes have seen,
Not one whose flame my heart so much as warm'd.
Or my affection put to the smallest teen,
l)r any of my leisures ever charm'd

:

Harm have I done to them, but ne'er washarm'd ;

Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was free.

And reign'd, commanding in his monarchy.

-9-

' ' Look here, what tributes wounded fancies sent
t)f paled pearls, and rubies red as blood

;

[me,
I''iguring that they their passions hkewise lent me
Of ijrief and blushes, aptly understood
In bloodless white and the encrimson'd mood

;

IiflTects of terror and dear modesty,
Uncamp'd in hearts, but lighting outwardly.

" ' And, lo, behold these talents of their hair.
With twisted metal amorously impleach'd,
I have receiv'd from many a several fair,

(Their kind acceptance weepingly beseech'd,)
With the annexions of fair gems enrich'd.
And deep-brain'd sonnets that did amplify
Each stone's dear nature, worth, and quality.

31-

" *The diamond,—wh}', 'twas beautiful and hard,
Whereto his invis'd properties did tend ;

The deep-green emerald, in whose fresh regard
Weak sights their sickly radiance do amend;
The heaven-hued sapphire and the opal blend
With objects manifold : each several stone.
With wit well blazon'd, smil'd or made some moan.

32.

" Lo, all these trophies of affections hot.
Of pensiv'd and subdued desires the tender.
Nature hath charg'd me that I hoard them not.
But yield them up where I myself must render.
That is, to you, my origin and ender ;

For these, of force, must your oblations be.
Since I their altar, you enpatroti me.

33-

" ' O, then, advance of yours that phrasejess hand.
Whose white weighs down the airy scale of praise

;

T.ake all these similes to your own command,
H.allow'd with sighs that burning lungs did raise

;

What me your minister, for you obeys.
Works urider you ; and to your audit comes
Their distract parcels in combined sums

34.

" * Lo, this device was sent me from a nun.
Or sister sanctified, of holiest note ;

Which late her noble suit in court did shun.
Whose rarest havings made the blossoms dote

;

For she was sought by spirits of richest c0.1t.

But kept cold distance, and did thence remove.
To spend her living in eternal love.

35-

" ' But, O my sweet, what labour is "t to leave
The thing we have not, mastering what not strives,^
Paling the place which did no form receive.
Playing patient sports in unconstrained gyves?
She that her fame so to herself contrives.
The scars of battle 'scapeth by the flight.

And makes her absence valiant, not her might.

36.

" O, pardon me, in that ray boa.>' is tr' »

:

The .accident which brought me to her eye.
Upon the moment did her force subdue.
And now she would the caged cloister fly:
Religious love put out Religion's eye :

Not to be tempted, would she be imnuir'd.
And now, to tempt, all liberty procur'd.

3;.

" ' How mighty, then, you are, O, hear me tell

!

The broken bosoms that to me belong
Have emptied all their fountains in my well.

And mine I pour your ocean all .imong :

I strong o'er them, and you o'er me being strong,
Must for your victory us all congest,
As compound love to physic your cold breast.

38.

" ' My parts had power to charm a sacred nun.
Who, disciplin'd and dieted in grace,
Belicv'd her eyes when they to assail begun.
All vows and consecrations giving place

:

most potential luve ! vow,' bond, nor space.
In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor confine.
For thou art all, and all things else are thine.

39.
*'

' When thou impressest, wh.at are precepts wortli

Of stale example ? When thou wilt inflame.
How coldly those impedunents stand forth
Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame !

Love's arms are peace, 'gainst rule, 'gainst sense
'gainst shame

;

And sweetens, in the suffering pangs it bears,
The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears.

40.

" ' Now all these hearts that do on mine depend,
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they pine

;

And, supplicant, their sighs to you extend.
To leave the battery that you make 'gainst mine.
Lending soft audience to my sweet design.
And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath,
That shall prefer and undertake my troth.'

41.

" This said, his watery eyes he did dismount.
Whose sights till then were levell'd on luy f.icc ;

Each cheek a river running from a fount.
With brinish current, downward flow'd apace :

O, how the channel to the stream gave grace
Who gla^'d with crystal gate the glowing roses.
That flame through water which their hue encloses,

42.

" O father, what a hell of witchcraft lies

In the small orb of one particular tear

!

But with the inundation of the eyes
What rocky heart to water will not wear?
What breast so cold that is not warmed hero?
O cleft effect ! cold modesty, hot wrath.
Both fire from hence and chill extincture hath.

43-

" For, lo, his passion, but an art of craft.

Even there resolv'd my reason into tears ,

There my white stole of chastity I daff'd.

Shook offmy sober guards, and civil fears;

Appear to him, as he to me appears.
All melting ; though our drops this difference bore.
His poison'd me, and mine ciid hun restore.

44.

" In him a plenitude of subtle m,itter.

Applied to cautels, all strange forms receives.

Of burning blushes, or of weeping water.
Or swooning paleness ; and he takes and leaves,
In cither's aptness, as it best deceives,
Tq I'lush at speeches rank, to weep at woes.
Or to turn white and swoon at tragic shows

;

4S.

" That not a heart which in his level came
Could scape the hail of his all-hurting aim-
Showing fair nature is both kind and tame

;

And, veil'd in them, did -win whom he would maim:
Against the thing he sought he would exclaim;
\vhen he most burn'd in heart-wish'd luxury.

He preach'd pure maid, and prais'd cold cnastitj',

46.

" Thus ivierely with the'garment of a Grace
Tlic u.iked and concealed fiend he cover'd

:

Th.it tir unexperienc'd gave the tempter place.

Which, like a cherubin, above them hover'd.

Who, young and simple, would not be so lover'd ?

Ah me 1 I fell ; and yet do question make
\Vhat I should do .•.,aip for such a sake.
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" O, that infected moisture of his eye,

O, that false fire wliich in his cheek so glow'd,

O, that forc'd thunder from his heart did Ily,

735
<">. that sad lireath his spungy luncr? bcstow'd,
O. all that borrow'd motion, scennni; ow'd,
NV'onUl jet again betray the fore-belrayld,
And new pervert a reconciled maid !

"

The Passionate Pilgrim.

Sweet Cytherea, sitting by a brook
"With youns Adonis, lovely, fresh, ajid ^een.
Did court the lad with many a lovely look,

—

Such looks as none could look but beauty's queen.
She told him stories to delight his ear ;

She show'd him favours to allure his eye ;

To win his heart, she toudi'd him hereand there :

Touches so soft still conquer chastity.
But whether unripe years did want conceit,
Or he refus'd to take her figur'd proffer.
The tender nibbler would not touch the bait.
But smile and jest at every gentle offer

;

Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and toivard

:

He rose ar^ Tan away ; ah, fool too froward I

Scarce had the sun dried up the devry mom.
And scarce the herd gone to the hedge for shade,
When Cytherea, all in love forlorn,
A longing tarriance for Adonis made.
Under an osier growing by a brook,
A brook where Adon us'd to cool his spleen

:

Hot w.is the day ; she hotter that did look
h'or his approach, that often there had been.
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by.
And stood stark naked on the brook's green brim

:

The sun look'd on the world with glorious eye,
yet not so wistly as this queen on him.
He, spying her, bounc'd in, whereas he stood

:

"OJove,' quoth she, "why was not I a flood 1"

3-

Fair was the mom, when the fair queen of love,
* • • • * {Line lest.

Paler for sorrow than her milk-white dove.
l*or Adon's sake, a youngster proud and wild;
Her stand she takes upon a steep-un hill :

Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds ;

5he, silly queer, with more than love's good will.

Forbade the boy he should not pass those grounds

;

"Once," quoth she, " did I see a fair sweet youth
Here in these brakes deep-wounded with a boar,
Deep in the thigli, a spectacle of ruth I

1 mjr thigh, ' quoth she, " here wa;
showed ners ; he s.aw more wounds thin one.

'^ec, in mjr thigh, ' quoth she, " here was the sore."
*;*'

.; showed hers ; he s.aw more wounds t"

'^nd blushing lied, and left her all alune.

Venus, with young Adonis sitting by her,
I 'nder a myrtle shade, began to woo him

:

She told the youngling how god M.ars did try her,
And ;is he fell to her, so she fell to him.
" Even thun, "

quoth she, " the warlike god embrac'd
me.

'

And then she clipp'd Adonis in hc-r .nrms

;

"ICven thus," quoth she, "the warlike god unlac'd
me," ,

As if the boy should use like loving ch.arms :

" liven thus," quoth she, " he siizedon my lips,"
And with her lips on his did act th • seizure :

An. I as she fetched bre.ith, aw.ny he skips.
And would not take her meaning nor her pleasure.
Ah, that I had my raav at this Pay,
To kiis and clip me tiU I run away I

Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickje ;

Mild as a dove, but neitlier Iriie tiof trusty

:

Brighter than glass, and yet. as glass is, brittle

;

Softer than wa.\, and yet, as iron, rusty

;

A lily pale, with damask dye to grace her.
None fairer, nor none falser to deface her.

Her lips to mine how often hath she join'd.
Between each kiss her o.iths of true love swearing !

How many tales to please me hath she coin'd.
Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearing 1

Vet in the midst of all her pure pretestings.
Her faith, her Oaths, her tears, and all were jcstin^'j,

SliQ bum'd with love, as str.iw -with fire flameth ;

She burn'd out love, as soon as straw out-burnel h ;

She frara'd the love, and yet she foil'd the framing

:

She bade love last, and yet she fell a-tuming.
Was this a lover, or a lecher whether ?

Bad in the best, though excellent in neither.

6. ,M
If music and sweet poetry agree.
As they must needs, the sister and the brother, i

riien must the love be great 'twixt thee and me, "
Because thou lov'st the one. and I the other.
Dowland to thee is dear, whose heavenly touch
Upon the lute doth ravish human sense ;

Spenser to me, whose deep conceit is such.
As, passing all conceit, needs no defence.
Thou lov'st to hear the sweet melodious sound
That Phitbus' lute, the queen of music makes ;

.\n(l I in deep delight am chiefly tlrown'd,
\V'henas himself to"singing he betakes.

< 'ne god is god of both, as poets feign ;

One knight loves both, and both in 'thee remain. '

7-

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck'd, soon vadcJ,
I'luck'd In the bud, and vaded m the spruig

!

Bright orient pearl, alack, too timely shaded 1

Fair creature, kill'd too soon by death's sharp sting I

Like a green plum that hangs upon a tree.
And falls, through wind, before the fall should be.

I weep for thee, and yet no caiise I have

:

For wliy thou left'st me nothing in thy will

:

And yet thou left'st me more than I aid crave

;

For why I craved nothing of thee still

:

f) yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of thee,

—

riiy discontent thou didst bequeath to nic.

8
Crabbed .tgc antl youth
Cannot live together:

youth is full of lileasancc.
Age is full of care ;

youth like summer morn.
Age like winter weatlier

Youth like sunniier brave,
Age like winler bare.

Youth is full of sport.
Age's breath is short

;

Youth is nimble, age is lame
Youth is hot and bold.
Age is we.ik .nud cold

;

Youth is wikl, and age is tame.
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Age, I do abhor thee ;

Youth, I do adore thee
;

O, my love, my love is young

!

Age, I do defy thee :

—

O] sweet shepherd, hie thee.

For methinks thou stay'i^t too long.

9-

Beauty is but a vain and doubtful good ;

A shining gloss, that vadeth suddenly
;

A flo\ver"that dies, when first it 'gins to bud

;

A brittle glass, that's broken presently :

A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a flower,

Lost, vaded, broken, dead within an hour.

And as goods lost are seld or never found,

As vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh.

As flowers dead lie wither'd on the ground.

As broken glass no cement can redress.

So beauty, blemish'd once, for over's lost.

In spite of physic, painting, pain, and cost.

10.

Good night, good rest. Ah. neither be my share

:

She bade good night, that kept my rest away

,

And daflf'd me to a cabin hang'd with care.

To descant on the doubts of my decay. |row ;"

' F.arewell," quoth she, "and come again to-inor-

Fare well I could not, for I suppd with sorrow.

Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile.

In scorn or friendship, nill I construe whether

;

'T may be, she joy'd to jest at my exile,

"Tmay be, again to make me wander thither :

" Wander," a word for shadows like myself.

As take the pain, but cannot pluck the pelf.

Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the east

!

My heart doth charge the watch ; the morning rise

Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest.

Not daring trust the office of mine eyes.

While Philomela sits and sings, I sit and mark,
And wish her lays were tuned like the lark ;

For she doth welcome daylight with her ditty.

And drives away dark dismal-dreaming night

:

The night so pack'd, I post unto my pretty ;

Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished sight

;

Sorrow chang'd to solace, solace mix'd with sorrow

;

For why, she sigh'd, and bade me come to-morrow.
Were I with her, the night would post too soon

;

But now are minutes added to the hours ;

To spite me now, each minute seems a moon ;

Yet not for me, shine sun to succour flowers !

Pack night, peep day ;
good day, of night now

borrow

:

Short, night, to-night, and length thyself to-morrow.

12.

It was a lording's daughter, the fairest one of three.

That liked of her master as well as well might be.

Till looking on an Englishman, the fair'st that eye

Her fancy fell a-turning. [could see.

Long was the combat doubtful, that love with love did

fight.

To leav e the master loveless, or kill the gallant knight

:

To put in practice either, alas, it was a spite

Unto the silly damsel I

But one must be refused; more mickle was the pain,

That nothing could be used, to turn them both to gain ;

For of the two the trusty knight was wounded with

Alas, she could not help it

!

[disdain

Thus .art. witli arms contending, wasvictor of theday.

Which by a gift of learning did be.ir the m.iid away ;

Then, lullaby, the learned man hath got the ladygay

;

For now my song is ended.

My flocks feed not.

My ewes breed not.

My rams speed not.

All is amiss

:

Love is dying,
Faith's defying.
Heart's denying.

13-

Ca ofthi
All my merry jigs are quite foi^tot.

All my lady's lo've is lost, God wot

:

Where her faith was firmly lix'd in love,

There a nay is plac'd without remove.
One silly cross
Wrought all my loss

;

frowning Fortune, cursed, fickle dame
For now I see,

Inonstancy
More in women than in men remain.

In black mourn I,

AU fears scorn I,

Love hath forlorn me,
Living in thrall :

Heart is bleeding,
AU help needing.

—

O cruel speeding 1

—

Fraughted with gall.

My shepherd's pipe can sound no deal
My wether's bell rings doleful knell

;

My curtail dog, thatNvont to have play'd.

Plays not at all

;

But seems afraid.
With sighs so deep
Procures to weep,

1 n howling wise, to see my doleful plight.

How sighs resound
Through heartless ground.
Like a thousand vanquish'd men in bloody fight

Clear wells spring not.

Sweet birds sing not.

Green plants bring not
Forth ; they die ;

Herds stand weeping.
Flocks all sleeping.
Nymphs back peeping
Fearfully :

All our pleasure known to us poor swains.
All our merry meetings on the plains.

All our evening sport from us is fled.

All our love is lost, for Love is dead.
Farewell, sweet lass,

Thy like ne'er was
For a sweet content, the cause of all my moan

Poor Corydon
Must live alone

;

Other help for him I see that there is none.

14-

M'henas thme eye hath chose the dame.
And stall'd the deer that thou shouldsl smitCr
Let reason rule things worthy blame.
As well as fancy partial might

:

Take counsel of some wiser head.
Neither too young, nor yet unwed.

And when thou com'st thy tale to tell,

•Smooth not thy tongue with filed talk.

Lest she some subtle practice smell

;

(A cripple soon can find a halt :)

But plainly say thou lo\'st her well.

And set her person forth to sell.

What though her frowning brows be bent.

Her cloudy looks will calm ere night;

And then too late she will repent.

That thus dissembled her delight

;

And twice desire, ere it be day.

That which with scorn she put away

What though she strive to try her strcngtii,

And ban and brawl, and say thee nay,

Her feeble force will yield at length,

M'hen craft hath taught her thus to say,—
'• Had women been so strong as men.
In faith you had not had it then."

And to her will frame all thy ways;
Spare not to spend,—and chiefly there

Where thy desert may merit praise.

By ringing in thy lady's ear ;

The strongest castle, tower, and town.

The golden bullet beats it down.

Serve always with assured trust.

And in thy suit be humble, true

;

Unless thy lady prove unjust.

Press never thou to choose anew :

When time shall serve, be thou not slac/t

To proffer, though she put thee back.

The wiles and guiles that women work,

Dissembled with an outward show.

The tricks and toys that in them lurk.

The cock that treads them shall not know.
Have you not heard it said full oft,

A woman's nay doth stand for nougl.t?
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Think women still to slrivo with men.
To sin, and never for to saint

:

There is no heaven, by holy tlien,

^Vhen time with age sliall them attaint
Were kisses all tne joys in bed.
One woman would anotljer wed.

But, soft !—enough,—too much I fear

;

Lest that my mistress hear my sonij,

Shc'U not stick to round me i'th" ear,
To teach my tonsjue to be so long :

Vet will she bliish, here be it said.

To hear her secrets so bewrayd.

13-

As it fell upon a day,
]n the merry montli of May,
Sitting in a pleasant shade
"Which a grove of myrtles made.
Beasts did leap, and birds did singf.

Trees did grow, and plants did spring ;

Everything did banish moan.
Save the m^hting'ale alone ;

She, poor bird, as all forlorn.

Lcan'd her breast up-till a thorn,
And there sung the dolefuU'st ditty,

That to hear it was great pity :

,

" Fie, fie, fie," now would she cry

;

*' Teru, Teru I" by and by

;

That to hear her so complain.
Scarce I could from tears refrain
For her griefs, so lively shown.
Made me think upon mine own.
Ah, thought I. thou mourn \i. in voir \

None take pity on thy puin i

Senseless trees, they cannot hear liee

;

Ruthless bears, tliey will not cheer thee.

King Pandion, lie is dead ;

All thy friends are lappd in lead

;

All thy fellow-birds do sing,
Caicless of thy sorrowing.
h\ en so. poor bird, like tliee.

None .dive will jiity me.
Whilst as fickle I'"ortune smil'd.
Thou and 1 were both beguil'd.
Every one that flatters thee
Is no friend in misery.
Words are easy, like the wind ;

Faithful friends are hard to find :

Every man will be thy friend.
Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend ;
But if store of crowns be scant.
No man will supply thy want.
If that one be prodigal.
Bountiful they will him call.

And with such-like flattering,
" Pity but he were a king."
If he be addict to vice,

(Juickly him they will entice ;

If to women he be bent.
They have him at commandement:
But if fortune once do frown.
Then farewell his great renown ;

They that fawn'd on him before.
Use his company no more.
He that is thy friend indeed.
He will help thee in thy need :

If thou sorrow, he will weep

;

If thou wake, he r-.'uuiotalccp ;

Thus, of every grief inlieart.
He with thee dcih Ijear a port.
These are certain ugns to know
Faithful friend from flattering ioi.

The Phcenzx and Turt.t^.

[Frent the additionalfc<ms to CHESTER'* i ;t«'j ilartyr, or Rosaliit's Coiiiflaint, i6oi.)

I,nT the bird of loudest lay
On the sole Arabuin tree,

1 Icrald sad and tnimpcl be,
Tu whose sound chaste wings obey.

Itut thou, shrieking harbinger,
1-oul prc-currcr of the fiend.

Augur of the fever's end.
To this troop come thou not near.

From this session interdict
Every fowl of tyrant wing.
Save tlie c.'iglc. fcather'ti king;
Keep the obsequy so strict.

Let thc.priest in surplice while,
That dcumctive music can.
Be the deallwtivining stvan.

Lest the requiem lack his right.

And thou, treble-dated croiv.

That thy sable gender ni.ik'st

With the breath thou giv'st and lak'st,
'Mongst our mourners shalt thou go.

Merc the anthem doth comii»nce :—
l.ove and constancy is dead :

Phoenix .'uid tlic turtle tied

In a mutual flame from lience.

So they lov'd, as love in twain
Had the essence but in one:
Two distincts, division none :

Number there in love was slain.

Hearts remote, yet not asuaC'jf ,

r>istnnce. anil no space was seen
'Twixt the turtle and liis cjueen ;

But in them it were a wonder.

So between them love did shine,
'I'liat the turtle saw his right
Flaming in the phaiiix' sight;
tilhcr was the plhcr's mine
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Property was thus appall'd.
That the self was not the same ;

Single nature's double name
Iv'either two nor one was caii'd.

Reason, in itself confounded,
Saw division grow together.
To themselves yet either-ncither,

Simple were so well compounded

;

That it cried. How true a twain
Seemeth this concordant one i

Love hath reason, reason none,
If what parts can so remain.

\Vhereupon it made this threne
To the phoenix and the dove,
Co-supremes and stars of love.

As chorus to their tragic scene.

Beauty, truth, and r.irity,

Grace in all simplicity.

Here enclos'd in cinders lie.

Death is now the phoenix' iie-t ;

And the turtle's loyal breast
To eternity doth rest,

Leaving no posterity :

—

'Twas not their infirmity.

It was married chastity.

Truth may seem, but c.inncc be *.

Beauty brag, but 'tis not iht

;

Truth'and beauty buried h'^
'

To this tirn let those repair
That are either true or fail

;

For these dead birds sigh a prayer



GLOSSARY.

Atijxts, the lowest people
AiiU, to qualify or uphold [perfect

AhsdbiU, hijjhly accomplished,
Ahttsed, deceived
-7o,v, to pay dear for
.4i>ysnt, abyss
Accite, to call or siunmon
Arhieiic, to obtain
AroiiitHm, Wolfs bane
Action, direction by mute signs,

cltar^e or accusation
Address, to make ready
Addressed, or addrest, ready
Adi'errisement. admonition
Adzvr/isiiii', attentive
Adi'ife, consideration, discretion,

thought
Advise, to consider, recollect
Advised, not precipitant, cool.

Affect, love (cautious
Affection, affectation, imagination,

disposition, quality
Ajfectioned, affected [sires

Affections, passions, inordinate de-
Affeered, confirmed
Affed, betrothed
Affined, joined by affinity

Affray, to affright

Affront, to fare or confront
Affy, to betroth m marriage
Aglet-baby, a diminutive being the

size of the tag of a lace
Agnize, acknowledge, confess
A iery^ the nest of ah eagle or hawk
Alder-tiifest, beloved above all

things, from igve (dear), alder (of
Atmain, a German (all)

Antes-ace, the lowest chance of the
Amort, sunk and dispirited [dice
ytn, as, if

Anchor, anchoret [bearer
Ancient, an ensign or standard
Anight, in the night
Answer, retaliation
Anthro/ioplutginian, a cannibal
Antick, the fool of the old farces
Antres. caves and dens
Appeal, to accuse
Apple jfohn, species of apple that

will keep for two years
Apply, to attend to, to consider
Appointnunt, preparation
Apprehension, opinion
Apprehensive, quick to understand
Approbation, entrj' on probation
Approo/, proof, approbation
Approved, felt, experienced, con-

victed by proof
Aqna^'ita, strong w, iters, whisky
Argal, a corruption of ergo, i^ftx^-

Argentine, silver [fore
Argier, Algiers
Argosies, snips of burthen
Arm-gaunt, to make thin by use

of amiuur
Aroint, avaunt. begone [another
A-row, succesjivelv, one after
Art, practice .-iS distinguished from
theory

Articulate, to enter into .irticles

Artiailated, exhibited in articles
As, as if

Aspersion, spriiikiii.-

Assay, test [fellow

Assine^o, an ass driver, a foolish
Assured, athanced
Astringer, .a falconer
Atomies, minute particles discerni-

ble in a ray of sunshine in a dark

Atone, to reconcile, set at one
Attasked, taken to t;isk, corrected
Attended, waited for
Atteut, attentive

*

Attornied, supplied by substitution
of embassies

Avaunt, contemptuous dismission
.'Jverring, confirming
Audacious, spirited, animated
Audrey, a corruption ofEtheldreda
Aves, salutation
Aye, for ever
Augtirs, auguries or prognostica-
Aukward, adverse [tions

Autlie7itic, an epithet applied to
the learned

Aiuful, reverend, worshipful
Aiuless, not producing awe

B.

Baccarc, give place ; but of doiibtful

i?«r/*r, misery, calamity [meaning
Balked, bathed or piled up
Balm, the oil of consecration
Ban, a curse
Bajidog, a village dog, or mastiff
Bandy, to retort sharply
Banning, cursing
B,xrbe, a kind of veil

Bar, barrier [manner
Barbed, caparisoned ui a warlike
Bar/ul, full of inipcdiraents
Barm, yeast
Barn, a child
Barnacle, a kind of shell-fLsh

Base, dishonoured [base
Base, a rustic game called prison-
Bases, a kind of loose breeches
worn by knights on horseback

Basilisks, a species of cannon
Basla, Spanish
Bastard, raisin wine
Bat, a club or staff

Bate, strife, ccnteiition
Bate, to flutter as .1 hawk
Ballet, an iiistnimcnt -"ith wliich
washerwomen beat clothes

Batten, to grow fat

Bavin, brnshwooid
Bawcock, a jolly cock
Bay, the space between the main
beams of a roof

Bay-curtal, a bay docked horse
Beard, to oppose in a hostile man-

ner, to set ill (kfi.infi-

Bearing-cMh, a ni.intle used at

christenings
Beat, in falconry, to flutter

Beadstnan, fine lx>ufid to pray for

a benefactor
Beaver, helmet in general [lic.id

Beck, a s.ilut.iti'jn m.ade with the
Beetle, to h.ing over the base
Being, .abode
Belongings, endowments

Be-mete, be-measure
Be-moiied, be-draggled, be-mired
Bending, unequal to the weight
Bent, the utmost degree of anji

passion
Benujnbed, inflexible, immoveable
Beshreio, ill befall
Bestowed, left, stowed, or lodged
BestraugJtt, distraught or distracted
Bctee?n, to give, to pour out, Irt

permit or suffer
Bewray, betray
Bezonian, a term of reproach
Siggin, a kind of cap
Bilberry, the whortleberry
Bilbo, a Spanish swordblade
Bilboes, a species of fetters used for

sailors
Bill, a weapon carried by watch-
men, articles of accusation

Bin, is

Bird-bolt, a species of arrow
Bisson, blind [arrow is shot
Blank, the white mark at which an
Blast, burst
Blear, to deceive
Blench, to start off
Blent, blended, mixed
Blind-worm, the slow-worm
Blood-boUercd, daubed with blood
Blasted, or blast, an expression of
contempt

Blown, puffed or swollen
Blows, swells
Blunt, stupid, insensible
Board, to accost, to address
Bob, to trick, to make a fool of
Bodged, botched, made bungling
Bodkin, .a small dagger (work
Boitier, a box to hold salve
Bolted, sifted, refined
Boltered, bedaubed
Bolting-hutch, the receptacle in
which the meal is bolted

Botnbard, or bitmbard, .a barrel
Bombast, the stuffing of clothes
Boot, profit, advantage, something
over and above

Bore, demeaned.
Bore, the calibre of a gun, the c.i*

Ijacity of the barrel
Bores, stabs or wounds
Bosky, woody
Bottled spider, a bloated spider
Bots, worms in the stomach of a
Bourn, boundary [hoi-se
/,"<77«, yoke [dcfenei;
Brace, armour for the arm, stale of
Brach, a species of hound
Brack, to salt

Braid, crafty, str.ange
Brake, a thicket, furze-bush
Brands, part of Ihe .andiron
llraT'e, to make fine or splendid
Brawl, a kind of dance
Breast, voice, surface
Breath, lireatliing, voice (tia
Breathed, inured by constant prac
Breathing, comi)limentary
Br,-i; hed, slu-ithed
Bncdhate, n breeder of strife, ths
bounds of good behaviour ovei*
p.Tsscd
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lirief, a bhort account, letter or
enumeration

^'~c. the -fad, or horse-fly
B>'onc>ted, spitted, transtixed
J>roci, a badj^^er
Broken, toothless fcurcss or pimp
^roker a matchjnaker, a pro-
Jiro70, heig-ht
Brmunisl. the name of a sect
Bruit, noise, report
.AV;«i',v/ reported with clamour
J>riish, detrition, decay
Bwile to bend, to yield to pressure
Biig-s, bugbears, terrors

^"5-""=''°^.y, (skylark
hntUuiz. a bird outwardly like a I

hnrc:onet. a kind of helmet I

Bush, the siijn of a public-house '

husky, woody. .See Bosky
Butl-sha/l .an arrow to shoot at

butts with
[,„a„rtBuxom, obedient, under jfood com

^y. aCCOrdmcr tr, K,r ..^..^Z c

GLOSSARY.

Cautclous, insidious, cautious
Cease, decease, die, to stop
Censure, judgment, opinion
Centuries, companies of an hundred
men each

Ceremonious, superstitious
Ceries, certainty, in truth
Cess, measure
CJuice, a term at tennis
Chair, throne
Chamber, a species of great "un
Chamberers, men of iiurigue"
Champain. an open country

i>y, according to, by means of

lad "'
'^^ ""'' '^''i''^'" <" ''«'e

Caddis, a narrow worsted g-alloon
Caddises, worsted lace
Cade, a barrel
Cadent, falling
Cag'e, a prison
Cain-coloured, yellow. Cain was
always painted of that colour in
old tunes-hence yellow for jea-

,.'°"5y
. (scoundrel

<-Si'm, a prisoner, a slave, a
CalculaU, to foretell or prophesy
caliver, a species of musket
Callet, a lewd woman
Calm, qualm
CdMap/, a sprightly nimble dance
candle-Tvaislers. those who sit up

all night to drink
Canker, the dog-rose
Canstick, candlestick
Cantel. or Cantte, a comer or piece

*f
"Jons, ci>.rAos (ofanything

Canvas, to sift

Can7,as.climber. a sailor who climbs
to adjust the sails

Cap, the top, the principal

Capable, perceptible, intelligent,
ample, capacious

Capitulate, to make head
tapricions, lascivious
laptioiis, capacious or recipient I

Laraek, a Spanish ship of great
Carbonadoed, scarred pbulktard, perhaps a sea-chart
i-aretres, the motion of a horse •

imet.)the bounds of good beha-
viour overpassed

Carkanet, necklace or chain
Carl clown or husbandman
Carlot, peasant

'faJ'Z' ^ "^^j" (a f'^^i^'ity
Carpet-consideration, on a c.irpetCarnage, import
Carried, conducted or managed
Carry, to prevaU over
Cart, a. chariot
Case, to strip naked
Casques, helmets
t«wf^, a horseman's great-coat
cast, to empty as a pond, to dismissor reject
Cast, cast up, reckoned

CnV/,/""-
""' opprobrious term

Catai y '"''''•
"^ "'" "-"» of

^".^(^•asmainute.strin'g^r:i'e"C^

g!:^'?i"'''"',^iry' say fellows

ai7n:^
'lel'cacy made of the roe

ot sturgeon—" too good "

. , fortune
Changeling, a child changed
Chan?tel. a kennel (writing
Character. description. hancf-
cnaracter. to write, to iiilix strongly
Charactery. the iii.atter with which

letters are made
Chares, task-work

.. .
to put to expense

Charge, commission, emplovment
Cha?-ge-house, the free-school
Chariest, most cautious
Chariness, caution
Charitable, dear, endearino-
Charles-s-7rain, the conftellaticn
called the Bear

Charneco, a sort of sweet wine
Chaudron, entrails
Clieater, escheator, an ofRcer in the
exchequer, a gamesfer

Check, command, control
Check, to object to, to rebuke
Checks, probably for ethics
Cheer, countenance
Clierry-pjt. pitching cherry-stones
into a little hole

Cheveril. soft or kid leather
Che7v, to ruminate, consider
Chewet, a magpie
Chide, to resound, to echo, to scold
Chtding, sound [to be clamorous
Chtding, noisy [in Venice
Chopitte. a high slioe or clog -worn
Chough, a bird of the daw kind
C/(r.-i-fo;«, the white cloth put on anew baptized child

I

'r-P'^l^'t- ^y^^ [ment
Utuck, chicken, a terra of
Chuff, rich, avaricious
Circumstance, detail of an aro-u
ment, a circumlocution

"

Cital, recital
Cilc, to incite, to show, to pn
Ciyil grave or solemn

| human
Civil human creature, anyth
Clack-dish, a beggars-dish
Claw, to flatter
Clear-story, a species of windowsm a church, clerestory
Clerkly, like a scholar
'-J'ff. a key in music
cling, to shrink or shrivel up
Clinquant, glittering, shining
Clip, to embrace, to infold
Clout the white mark at which
archers take aim

C_lou'n, a licensed jester in families
Clubs a popular cry on a streei
Clutched, grasped (quarrel
Coach-fellow, one who draws with a
confederate

Coasting, conciliatorj-, inviting
Cobtoaf, a crusty, uneven loaf
Cock, cock-boat
Cockle, a weed
CockUd, inshelled like a cockle
Ccck-shut-time, twilight fapDle
^fxll'ug anciently an immature
cqmu, the cavity of a raised pie
Cog, to f.ilsify, to lie, to defraud
Cognizance, the badge or token
coigne, corner
Coil, bustle, stir
Cold, naked
:ollecl, to assemble by observation

Collection corollary, consequence
Collied. Dlack, smutted with coal
Collier, formerly a term of reproach
colour, pretence tfor imposition
Colourable, specious
Colours, appearances, deceits
Colt, to fool, to trick
Co-mart, a joint bargain
Cotnhinate, betrothed
Combine, to bind
Combined, bound bv agreement
Commended, comm'itte'd
Commission, authority, power
C077imodity, interest, profit
Commonly, a comedy
Compact, made up of
Companion, fellow
Company, companion [rfsons
Comparative, a dealer in compa-
compare, comparison
Compassed, round
Compassionate, plaintive [elates
Competitors, confederates or asso.
Complements, accomphshraents
Complexion, humour
Comply, to compliment

I

Compose, to come to a composition
[Composition, contract or bargain

consistency, concordancy
"

co>"posture, composition, compost
Comptible, submissive
C««, to study (thought
conceit, fanciftil, conception.
Concent, connected harmony in
general [tion

Conclusion, determination, resolu-
Conclusions, experiments
Concupy. concupiscence
Condition, temper, character, qua-

hties, vocations, or inclinations
Condolement. sorrow
Conduct, conductor
Coney-catched, deceived, cheated
Coney-catcher, a cheat, or sharper
conjession. profession
Conject. conjecture
Conjecture, suspicion (consume
Confound, to destroy, to expend, to
Confounded, worn or wasted
Consigned, sealed
Consist, to stand upon
Consort, to keep company with
Constancy, consistency, stability
Constantly, certainly, without fluc-
tuation

Contemptible, contemptuous
Continent.-ihn thing which contains
Continents, banks of rivers
Continuate. uninterrupted
Contraction, marriage contr'ict
Contrarious. different
Contrive, to spend and wear out
Control, to confute
Convent, to serve or agree
Convented. cited, summoned
Conversation, familiar intercourse,
conduct, behaviour

Converse, interchange
Conversion, change of condition
Convertite. convert
Convey, to perform sleight of han.l,

to manage artfully
Cmvcyance. theft, fraud (convict
Convince, to overpower, subdue.
Convicted, overpowered, baffled
Convive, to feast
Cope, to encounter, to engage
Cjipe. covering
Copped, rising to a cop, or head
Copy, theme
Coragio. courage
Corky, dry. witlierod. husky
Corollary, surplus
Corrigible, corrected
Costard, tlie head
Coster-monger, a dealer in coster-,
or costards, which were a kiiiii oi
apple



CoU, to overtake [ganlcd
Cored, quoted, observed. *or rc-

Cotsnie, Cotswood in Clouccstcr-
Covercd, holiow [shire

Count, to Diak.0 account, to reckon
upon

Count Conftct^ a specious nobleman
Countenance^ false appearance.
hypocrisy

Counterfeit, a likeness, a portrait
Couutcrpoittts^ counterpanes
County, count, carl [l-ir^"-' tul

Co7vl'StiXff, a sta.T for carryuig a
Coy^ to soothe or stroke
Coyed, condescended r.iiwillingly

Coystril, a coward cock, a mean
or drunken fcKow

Cozier^ a tailor or botcher
Crab, a wild aj>ple
Crack, dissolution
Crack, a boy or chiltl, a boy-child
CrnnkSt windings
Crants, chants
f^rare, a small trading vessel
Craven, a degenerate, dispirited

cock [cowardly
Craven^ mean, cowardly, to make
Create, compoundt:cl, or made up
Credent, probable, also credulous
Cressets, a light set on a beacon
Crcssiz-e, increasin;?
Crest, the top. the neiglit

Crest/ess. those who have no right
to arms _ [bent, hoUuw

Crisp, curling, winding, curled,
Critic, cynic
Critical, censorious
Crone, an old worn-out woman
Crosses, money stamped with a
Croiv, to exult over [cross
Crou'-kcepcr, a scare-crow
Croivn, to conclude
Crowned, dignified, adorned
CroTvnet, last purpose
Crush, to drink
Cry, a troop or pack
Cuisses, armour for the thighs
Cullion, a despicable fellow
Cttnning, sagacity, knowledge
Curb, to bend or truckle
Curiosity, finical delicacy, scrupu-
lousness or captiousness

Curious, scrupulous
Curled, ostentatiously dressed
Currents, occurrences
Curst, petulant, crabbed, shrewd*

ish. vehemently angry
Cnrstness, ill-humour [game
Lurtait, a dog which misses the
Curtal, a docked horse
Curtle-ax, or cutlace, a broad-
sword ftard or pie

Citstard-coffin, the crust of a cus-
Customer, a conmion woman
Cut, a liorse
Cuttle, a knife used by sharpers
Cyprus^ a transparent stuflT

D.

Daffox doff, to do off, to put aside
Dally, to play or trifle

Damn, condemn
Dank, wet, rotten
Jianskers, natives of Denmark
Ji.irklin^, in the dark
Darraign, to arrange, pat in order
Daub, to disguise
Daubery, falsehood and imposition
Day-bed, a couch
Day-ivoman, dairy-maid
Dear, best. impurtaQt, dire
Dearn, direful, lonely, solitary
Death-tokens, spots appearing on
those infected bv the pltgue

Dcl'oshi-d, debauched
Deck, to cover, a pack of carils
Declined, the fallen

GLOSSARY.

Deetn, opinion, surmise
Defeat, to free, to disembarrass
Defeatures, change of features for

the worse
Defence, art of fencing
Defend, to forbid
Deftly, dexterously, with adroitness
^cfy, to refuse, to distain
Dei^rees, steps
Delay, to let slip

Demerits, merits
Demise, to grant
Denay, denial [sou
/>c-;/i^r, the twelfth part of a French
Denotetttents, indications or disco-
Denude, strip or divest [veries
Depart, part
Departing, separation
Depend, to be in service
Deprive, to disinherit
Deracinate,to force up by the roots
Derojs^atc, degraded, blasted
Descant, a term in music, or to

harangue about
Desert, merit
Dtsii^jt, to mark out
Despatched, bereft
Desperate, bold, adventurous
Detected, suspected or charged
Deterjuined, sometimes for ended
Dibble, an instrument used by gar-
Dich, ditordoit (deners
Dickon, familiarly for Richard
Die, gaming'
Diet, to oblige to fast

Diffused, extravagant, irregular
Digression, transgression
Dildos, the burden of a song
Disable, to undervalue
Disappointed, unprepared
Discandy, to melt sweets, dissolve
Disclose, to hatch
Discontenti7ig, discontented
Discourse, reason
Disdained, disdainful
Disease, uneasiness, discontent
Dislinins, unpaints, obliterates
Dismes, tenths
Disperge, to sprinkle
Disponge, discharge as a sponge
Dispose, to make terms, to settle
Disposition, frame [matters
Disputable, disputatious
Dispute, to talk over
Dissemble, to gloss over
Dissetnbling, putting dissimilar
things together [worse state

Distaste, to corrupt, to change to a
Distemperatnre, perturbation
Distempered, ruffled, out of humour
Distractions, detachments, sepa
rate bodies

Distraught, distracted [of nature
Diverted, turned out of the course
Division, the pauses or parts of
musical composition

Doctrine, skill

Dole, lot, allowance
Dolphin, the dauphin of France
Don, to do on, lo put on
Done, expended, consumed
Dotunt, dotard
Donble, full of duplicity
Dout, to do out, extinguish
Dinin'e, a feather
Down-iryved, hanging down like

the cincture which confines the
fetters round the ankles

Drauf^ht, the jakes
Drawn, cmbowelled, exonerated

7c, assembled
Dribbling, a term of contempt
Drive, to fly with impetuosity
Drollery, a show i)erforincd by
Drugs, drudges (puppets
Drumble, to actl.izily and stupidly
Ducdame, due .siX me, bring him to
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D/ce. to endue, to deck, to ((race
Diiii, melancholy. Ljuntle, soothing
Dill!, t(j render callous, insensible
DulUxyd, a jierson stupidly uncon-
Du.np, n mournful elegy [cerued
Ditp, to do up, to lift up

E.

Eager, sour, sharp, liarsh
lianlings. Iambs just dropt
Ear, to plough
Eay-ktsstng, whispering
Easy, slight, inconsiderable
Echt; to eke out [ness
Ecstasy, alienation of mind, mad-
Edward shovel-boards, Edward
Vlth shilling used in pl.aying
shovel-boarfi

Effects, affects, or aflections
E/lest, deftest, readiest
Etd, old time, or persons ftice
Etemcnt, initiation, previous prac-
Elf, .1 fairy
Embossed, inclosed
Embralled, distinguished by the

ball, the emblem of royalty
Einbare, expose, display to view
Empery, dominion, sovereign com-
mand [contention

Emitlation, rivalry, envy, factious
Eiicave, to hide
Enfeoff, to invest with possession
Eitjrross, to fatten, to pamper
Engrossjjtents, accumulations
Enkindle, to stimulate
Emneiv, to coop up
Ensconce, to protect as with a fort
Enseamed, greasy
Enshield, shielded
Entertain, to retain in service
Entertaijtinent, the pay of an
army, admission to oflice

Entreattncnts, the objects of en-
treaty

Ephesian, a cant term for a toper
Ere^uhile, just now
Escoted, paid
' iil, a river ffamily
perance, the motto of the I'ercy

Espials, spies
Essential, existent, real
Estitnate, price
Estimattoit. conjecture
Eterne, eternal
Even, to act up to
Excrement, the beaul
Excrements, the hair, nails, feathers
of birds, iVc.

Execute, to employ, to put to use
Execution, employment or exercise
Executors, executioners
Exempt, excluded
Exercise, exhortation, lecture, or

confession
Exhale, hale or lug out
Exhibition, allowance
Exigent, end [spirits
Exorcist, a person who can lay
Expect, expectation
Expedient, expeditious
Expiate, fully cjmpkteil
Expostulate, to iu.|uirc or discu'.s
Exposture, exposure
Express, to reveal
Expulscd. cxpelle<l fnalile
Exsuffliea.'e, conteniiJtible, abonii-
Extend, to seize
Extent, in law, violence in general
Extern, outward
Extirped, routed out
Extracting, that which draws awny
from everything but its own ob-

Exlravas;ant, w.indering (jeer
Eyases, young nestlings
hyas musket, infant Inlipntian
Elye, a small shade of colour

3 "
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J-ytiads, glances,
Oeiliads

llyue, eyes

looks. See

Face, to carry a foolisli appearance
Faced, turned up with facings
Facinoroiis, wiclced
Fact, guilt
Faclioiis, active
Faculties, medicinal virtues, office,

exercise of power
Fadfje, to suit or fit

Fadiitg, the burthen of a song
Fain, fond
Fair, beauty, complexion, fairness

Fair-betrothed, fairly contracted,
honourably affianced

Faitors, traitors, rascals

Fall, an ebb
False, to make false

Falsittg, falsifying

Farfiiliar, a demon
Fancy, \ova [of love

Fancy-free, exempt from the power
Fa!i_i^, to seize or gripe
Fanned, possessed of fangs
Fantastical, creatures of fancy
Fap, drunk
Far, extensively
Farced, stuifed
Fashions, farcens or farcy
Fast, determined, tixcd
Fat, dull [fate

Fate, an action predetermined by
Favour, countenance, features

Feat, ready, dexterous
Feat, an exploit
Feated, formed, made neat
Feature, beauty in general, cast

and make of the face
Federary, a confederate
Fee-grief, a peculiar sorrow
Feeder, an eater, a servant
Feere, or Pheere, a companion.
Feet, footing [husband
Fell, skin
Fell-feats, savage practices
FelloTv, companion
Fence, the art of, or skill in defence
Feodary, an accomplice, a confe-

derate
Fester, to corrupt
Festinately, hastily [logy

Festival terms, splendid phraseo
Fet, fetched
Fim, a fig

Fielded, in the field of battle

Fierce, proud, hasty, vehement,
Fisr. to insult [rapid

Fights, clothes hung round a ship

to conceal the inen from the

Filed, defiled [enemy
Filed, gone an equal pace w '

Fills, the shafts
Filths, common sewers
Finch-egg, a term of reproach for

gaudy dress
F'itie, the conclusion
Fine, full of finesse, artful

Fitie, for final

Firago for Virago [fire-work

Fire-drake, will-o'-the-wisp, or a
Fire-new, bran-new, new from the

Firk, to chastise [forge

Fit, a division of a song
Fitcliew, a polecat
Fitly, exactly
Fives, a distemper in horses
Flap-dragon, a small inflammable

substance, which topers swallow
in a glass of wine

Flap-Jacks, pan-cakes
Flaw, sudden violent gust of wind
Flayed, stripped
Flecked, spotted, dappled, btreaked
Fleet, to float

GLOSSARY.

Fleetitig, inconstant [vice

Fleshfntnt, first act of military ser-

Flewed, having the fiews or chaps
of a hound ~ [tion of a flame

Flickering, fluttering like the rao-

Flight, a sort of shooting
Flourish, ornament
Flote, wave
Flush, mature, ripe
Foeman, an enemy in war
Foin, to thrust in fencing
Foison, plenty
Folly, depravity of mind
Fond, foolish, or prized by folly

Fonder, more weak or foolisii

Fond-done, foolishly done
Fools' zanies, baubles with the

head of a fool
Forbid, under interdiction

Force, power
Force, to enforce, to urge
Force, to stuff

Forced, false

Fordid, destroyed
Fordo, to undo, to destroy
Foredone, overcome
Forfetided, prohibited, forbidden
Foreign, employed in foreign em-
Forefast, already had [bassies

Fore-slew, to be dilatory, to loiter

Forestall, to prevent by anticipa-

tion
Forgetive, inventive, imaginative
Forked, horned
Forjnal, not out of form, regulM
Former, foremost
Forspent, wasted, exhausted
Forspoke, contradicted, spoken
Forthcoming, in custody [against

Fortuearied, worn out
Foul, homely, not fair

Fox, a cant word for a sword
Foxship, mean, cunning
Frampold, peevish, fretful, or cross

Frank, a sty
Franklin, a freeholder or yeoman
Fret, the stop of a musical instru-

ment, which regulates the vibra-

tion of the string

Friend, a lover, a term applicabl

to both sexes, a paramour
Friend, friendship
Friend, to befriend [were sold

Frippery, a shop where old clotiies

Frize, a cloth made in Wales
Fro7n, in opposition to
Fronted, opposed
Frontier, forehead
Frontlet, a forehead cloth

Frush, to break or bruise
Frustrate, frustrated
FulJiUiryg, filling till there be no
/^.•(//, complete ' [room for more
Fulhatn, a cant term for false dice.

Fumiter, fumitory (term
Fustilarian, from fusty, a cant
Furnished, dressed

Gaberdine, a loose felt cloak

Gad, a pointed instrument. Don:
upon the gad means done on
the spur of the moment

Gain-giving, misgiving
Galliard, an ancient danco
Galliasses, a species of galleys

Gallow^lasses, heavy armed fo

Callow, to scare or frighten
Gatlymawfry, a medley;
Garboils, commotion, stir

Garish, gaudy, showy
Garner, to treasure up
Gasted, frightened
Gawds, baubles, toys
Gaze, attention [matters

Gear, a general word for things or

Geek, a fool

Genera/, generality
General, compendiou?;
Generation, children
Gefterosity, high biith

Generous, most noble
Gentility, urbanity [ing to gentry
Gentle, noble, high-minded, btlong-

Gentry, complaisance
German, akin
Germins, seeds begun to sprout
Gest, a stage or journey
Gib, a name for a cat

jlot, a wanton wench [2S\

Gilder, a coin valued at is. 6d. or

Gilt, gilding, golden money
Gim^ial, a ring or engine
Ging, a gang
Gird, a sarcasm or gibe, emotion
Gleek, to joke or scoff, to beguile
Gloze, to expound, to comment
upon

Gltit, to englut or swallow up
Gnarled, knotted
Good-deed, indeed, in very deed
Good-den, good evening
Good-life, of a moral or jovial turn

Good-Jer. gougere, morbus galliciii

Corbellicd, fat and corpulent
Goss, furze
Gourds, a species of dice
Gouts, drops
Grace, acceptableness, favour
Grace, to bless, to make happy
Gracious, graceful, lovely

Grained, furrowed, like the grain

of wood, died in grain or indented

Gramercy, ' grand mercy, great

thanks
Grange, the farm-house of a mo-
nastery ; a lone house

Gratillity, gratuity
Gratulate, gratifying, acceptable
Grave, to entomb (legs

Graves, or greaves, armour for the

Greasily, grossly
Green, unripe, not fully formed
Greenly, awkwardly, unskilfnily

Greets, pleases [fect-ons

Grievances, sorrows, sorrowful af-

Grise, a step
Grossly, palpably
Groundlings, the frequenters of

the pit in the playhouse, who used
to stand or sit on the ground

Growing, accruing
Guarded, ornamented
Guards, badges of dignity

Guerdon, reward
Guerdoned, rewarded
Gu.iled, treacherous
Gules, red, a term in heraldry
Gulf, the swallow, the throat

Gun-stones, cannon-balls
Gurnet, a fish

Gitst, taste, raslmess
Gyve, to catch, to shackle
Gyves, shackles

H.

Hack, to become cheap and vulgar

Haggard, a species of hawk
Haggard, wild [judgment
Halidcm, sentence at the day of

Hand-saw, corrupted from l-.cm-

shaw
Hardiment, bravery, stoutness

Harloek, wild mustard
Harlot, a cheat
Harp, to touch on a passion

Harrow, to conquer, to subdue
Harry, to use roughly, to harass

Having, estate or fortune, promo"
tion, allowance of expense

Haviour, behaviour
Haught, haughty
Haughty, high, elevated
Haunt, company



GLOSSARY.
.Indite, to convict
Induction, entrance
preparations

,^&St^^l^;::C^-^'"-^™

^w^i*"" '" "'e|[e"C'n.£rschooI

Kb'o'Jirof'Sc'e'r'''""'^'""
f/™/. heated
'deat, violence of resentment
iiea-y, slow
HebcHoii, henbane
He/tcd. heaved

, , -, ^ --. =

Hfjts, heavines ynhabtlabk, not I

HM, an obscure dungeon in a nri^on ulf,.'-:
*°

P''^^'^^^^/"W, steered throu?!, ^ "°"
K"i"*'/'i° ^O'-bW

«r««. hencefonvard
"

ViZki"^"'' ^"c'osed, confined

»Z'""^"U ^ P='S^° °' honour ^^ i^^ra"Hnf'
\''°°k-n«e

.

A^r/*-"'?c''>°''''''^'="
possession of wor^ttd''

"'^ '^P^' "<=^=" <"•
titrcbj, as it may haonen r

"orstea
Henniis, beadsmen Ui'land, civilized, not rustic
Jifst. behest, command \h,.\„^^ ,"","' *° fo^'fy
Hieh./antas,:cal, fantasticJ -ofh^ ^"""'f^'^- engraven
mgh.rcpeniai. repen^d to Jh^ K'^f^ '•«''•• inseparable
V/z^/:/, called '^

' fntmnc?
/'"'"?'""• """"^^s
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^^^fnlP^'^'y
'^O^^'-^y ^UOIV«2J, the old poss. case

^it^ to agree

^^^rhoiifer^^p^""'""^

//:/;;ia^,si''^?"''^"*""'^

^^.%T^'tt'^'^'''""^""-'-t
Honesty, liberality
^"«0--^/<z.'^j-, clover-flowc-s

H^IV"- •'''^^"'fed reputanon
Jloop, a measure

H.^'^^'^"'"'' l>'indman-s buiT^tox, to ham-strinj

Jntcnd, to pretend
Intending, re^rdin?

ftioii

/f'^T'."'' 'ntention or dispos,/«^„„w^, incapable of retain
h'^""

\Intcntion eagerness of desire
Intcnttvely, mth full attention
Inicrcssed. interested

""""""

/«/fr^a/o«„. interrogatories •I trenchant, that whfch cannot beIntrinse, intrinsicate frm
iy'"-"«ft<"'. imagination '

'irTZ'^Zi-'
'"*''n'><:y. confidenc

•'J^*. va make uneasy
tmi-clad, in armour

iZ'Sf""' '^*'^=^- ncentious
issues, QOHS&nwP-nre.^ 1„ _-

Vr • '" Jiam-s?rin? V " ' """> '" armour
Hull, to drive to 3nd fro upon ^\.^,J''^^'''""''^^^^^^, hcentious

,

,/^3»er. without sails or ruJder \rte'"J--
<^°n!equences, condusions

h""1°:V"1 .f''^"?r<==>ble, humid, r
'""''""' °'^"°"' "^ recitation

|S5^?'.«£<= l-oisJ -

J.

^^«;^6':n4e"" "^'"1m1mV"?o^;,d?'1- %"-'™ °f contempt fLent//-.«^.to pushvioU-"^-'^ l^l-t^a^^^^^^^^^^

r^orthle'sf"'"^ "'"^ ""'<=-Pt>

^T', "^"^ i""'se niade by the nen-dulumofaclock '^

7nioicin,f, jaunting
7csses straps of leather by whichthe hawk IS held on the fist

^.;o°st';'u':^-''P^'*'"--^"'^'=

I.

being
Iccbrookc, tempered by
placed into an icy brookr fecks, m faith

I^tomy, ignominy
lU-inlu^ited. ill-lodged
'"nurtured, ill-educatcd
/««?<•/, children, representatives

/«*<zr..To-lIropen or disnli^t: l"'"^' •'" •''^^'^ ^i"-- to'p^V' mS/w«3«jVv. barhari,,, c,,...2Pl?Z^'° I
Z'""/. nazard, to venture atjFU7tJp. \ list-

J-nnces, lance-men
!-^««^-rfa««, to banish
^<zWj\ landing-places

it^fii'c"Suf^^^^"-"'>

ll^ft^'la^^i^o^fe"^'"^"-'--

/"'fl4rj'''^'"-'''«=''^''°vcr

ff"''''^-
belated, benighted

'f«'A-«, tmnasalati;

i-ay, a wager
i^eagiier, the camo
Leasing, lying

'LeH^f^V""''-
a.species of apple,Z.^aw, to part witfi. to give awayi^w/j, a physician ^ = "iway

•Lfff, court-Ieet, or court of Hi,.

YeiT^^ "^'""^==' nobleness '"

I

I-etscr, resident
Jjema,i, lover, mistress
l-enten. short and spare

/:rtT-'hind"er-°^*^°-'«-nofa
{•''*^, to desist 'P°''"'

l-eTvdly, wickedly
Mbbard ox lubbar, a leopard

7""0'. libertinism firnm .

tiSesT ^^^--^--^- o^&.

i''I^^'a''?hiS'^"='^°'-="^f°--^

f'*-. to conipar^o
^'=°""«

y^/M/, belonging to JoveW«,./. daily ,.,^.,^,.„„

. jujnp, j ust
•yusticcr, justice, judg"

I (lit, to encroach
Ti'tty, to project
fir,e„al. a youih

/.««9:V:.:brrbS?.^vt'5!:!^^,'
/'umediacy. close comexion
Impair, unsuitable r,:-,i

impartial sometimes used for par

'x„?m^d;^n'cr°'"='""-'™p«-
Imperious, imijerial ' „, ,

,'ii'^"- '? nnpctticoat or im- Awful"?-""'/«r^o«'aw,. importmiacv fiiock^r i- ' '-'T'^'' fsoldier^/mpoytance, tile thin^' im^por'red </""-^:. liKht-amicd Iriih fo«Iniportine. imDlvin</:'rf-lr„.:.l''
'a'^/'"^'

'"'^ ^old as iron
'

impositions, commands
impoiu, to supply
/»»,^r«j, to compel to serve

/«<•<«w., incited si^St?d fin,?;
.-'"<'"'• '"'^<' by

/«r/»„>,^. compliailP"'^''
four A „,„„„„, „,,,„^elativ<?

-:" ;"^'., mciteti, stis
incltnir.g, compliant
Inelip, to embrace

/nMl/e^nt"^^"'^ preparatory

i-.^A • . .
'•"'" '^s iron

U-^t-rj"'^-'-^,- ^ P-^f "'-"no Cor wife\l..!n-hole, a place into which coak•ire put under a stove
,,""],•, nature, species

I

i^yidless, iinn.itur.il
\Kindty, naturally
l^jndly. kindred

iV- ,; " '• "''" relative

*-i,™'" P'""' "'•' ^"O'nan's dressATwaw, serv.int

I A «//<•. a sword or dagger

i(no7u. to acknowledge
A «o7y^ to consider

L.

\Uzbias, h'ps

7 1', .'," coniparo
\Ukehhood, si'militude

'virtuo/-'j-CT«:r. specious or sc™!-,.-|/.-{-».^ condition of body "
''/"i'ck. a vessel used iii dislimn.r

'|'S''^p:^^tlrre.,H?^l

/-"'A a torch of pitch

,;^sfisto^x,5°o;Scj'i«

y-'w?, miniature

uZer'j''fy
appearance of life

K-'.^V'<C' estate, property

/^/i°°''^' '' '«'"' of contempt

;-^''j'-'£'dbythcwIiid

l.onx'ly, longinclv r. • •

/-^;:ih";b;,:^,;'chi.^^'^'"°^'
^-(V. a pri^e
[/.o/ZfO-, allotment
•J.oi.er, a mistress
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Loze/, a dishonest fellow

/^Hiies, lunacy, frenzy
Lurch, to purloin, to deprive
Lure, ;i thing stuffed to tempt the
hawk

Lush, rank, a dark full colour
[,7istick, lusty, cheerful, pleasant
Lusty, saucy
Lttxurioiis^ lascivious
Luxuriously, wantonly
Luxtiry, lust

Zj';//, a blood hound

M.

Mace, a sceptre
Afa^ot-pie, ma_£;pie
Ma^jiijico, a chief m-'in or grandee

at Venice
Mailed, wrapped up, covered
Ma/ich^ a wicked art
Makest, dost
Malkin, a scullion, a coarse wench
Ma/ly IVIrs. alias Mary Frith, or
Moll Cutpurse

Mallccho, mischief
Malt-iuormSy tipplers
Maj)i}?ieri}ig, hesitating
Mainjuets, puppets
Marnmock, to cut in pieces
Man, to tame a hawk
Miinagc, conduct, administration
Mandrake, a root supposed to liave
the shape of a man,

Manki7id, masculine [confines
Marches, the borders, limits, or
Marchpane, a species of sweetmeat
Martlenias, the latter spring
Match, an appointment, a compact
Mate, to confound
Mated, amazed, dismayed
Meacock, a dastardly creature
Mealed, sprinkled or mingled
Mean, the tenor in music
Mean, the middle
Means, interest, pains
Measure, the reach
Measure, a stately solemn dance
Measure, means
Meazels, lepers
Medals portrait
Medicine, a she-physician
Meed, reward
Meed, merit, desert, excellence
Meet, a match
Meiny, people, domestics
Mell, to meddle with
Memory, memorial
Alephistophilus, the name of a

spirit or familiar
Mercatante, a merchant
Merc, exact, entire, absolute
Mered, mere
Messes, degrees about court
Metal, temper
Metaphysical, supernatural
Mete-yard, measuring-yard
Mewed, confined
Micher, a truant, a lurking thief
Miching, playing truant," skulking
about

Mien, countenance
Mince, to walk with affected de-

licacy freminding
Minding, calling to remembrance.
Mineral, a mine [of contempt
Minnoiu, a small river fish, a term
Minstrelsy, office of minstrel
Miscoyueived, misconceivers
Miscreate, ill-begotten, illegitimate
Misdoubt, to suspect
Misery, avarice
Misprised, mistaken [valuing
Misprising, despising, or under
Missives, messengers
Mistaken, misrepresented
Mistempered, angry
Misthinkt to think ill

(JLOSSAKV.

Mistress^ the jack in bouUng h.p
Moblcd, or mabled, veiled, mufllcd
Mode, the form or state of things
Models hnage, representative, copy
Modern, trite, common, meanly
Modesty, moderation [pretty

Module, model, pattern
Moe, or mowe, to make mouths
Moiety, a portion [ing
Mollijication, pacification, soften-
Moync, a dull stupid blockhead
Momcfitany, momentary
Mood, anger, resentment, manner
Moody, melauclioly
Moon-calf, an inanimate shapeless
Moofiish, variable [mass
Mope, to appear stupid
Moral, secret meaning [morris
Morisco, Moor or Moorish, or
Morris-pike, Moorish pike
Mortal-staring, that which stares

fatally

Mortified, ascetic, religious
Most, greatest
Motion, a kind of puppet-show
Motion, divinitory agitation
Motion, desires
Motions, indignation
Moti-vc, assistant or mover, that
which contributes to motion

Mould, earth [pieces
Mouse, to mammock, to tear to
Mouse-hufit, a weasel fof corn
Moy, a piece of money or a measure
Much, an expression of disdain
Much, strange, wonderful
Muck-iuater, drain of a dung-hill
Mujfler, a kind of dress for the
lower part of the face

Muliters, muleteers
Mulled, soflened and dispirited
Multiplied, multitudinous
Multiplying, multiplied
Multitudinous, full of nmltitudes
M7(uiniy, the liquor procured from
Mundane, worldly [muimuies
Mure, a wall
Murky, dark
Murrain, a plague in cattle
Muse, to admire, to wonder
Muss, a scramble
Mutine, to rise in mutiny
Mutincs, mutineers

N.

Napkin, handkerchief
Napless, threadbare
Natitre, natural parent [word
Nay-word, a watch-word or by-
Neat, finical

Neb or nib, the mouth
Neeld, needle
Neif, fist [descendant
Nephezu, a grandson or any lineal

Nether-stocks, stockings
Newt, the eft

Next, nearest
Nice, silly, trifling

Nick, reckoning' or count
Nick, to set a mark of folly on
Nighted, made dark as night
Ni^ht-rule, frolic of the n'ight

Nill, shall not
Nine 7fien's morris, a game
jVobility, distinction, eminence
Nobless, nobleness
Noddy, fool, a game at cards
Noontide-nick, noontide point on
tie dial

Nonce, on purpose, for the turn
Nook'shotten, that which shoots into

capes
_

[clown
Northern-man. vir borcalis, a
Nott-pated, round-headed, cropt
Novjon, game at dice
Nouzle, to nurstlc a foudlini;

Nowl, a head

Nurture, education
Nuthood, a catchjHjle

Obligations, bonds
Observing, religiously attentive
Obsequious, seVious, as at funeral
obsequies, careful of

Obstacle, obstinate fncss
Occupation, men occupied in ousi-
Occurrents, incidents
Oe, a circle [See Eyliads
Ociliad, a cast or glance of the eye.
O'erdyed, dyed too much [a part
O'er-parted, having too considerable
O'er-razight, over-reached Itrnth

O'er-'vrestedt wrested beyond the
Ofi, through
Old, frequent, more than enough
Old age, ages past
Oneyers, accountants, bankers
operant, active [racter
opinion, obstinacy, conceit, cha-
Opposite^ adverse, hostile, adver-
Opposition, combat [sary
Or, before [on the ground
Orbs, rings made by the fairies

Order, measures
Ordinance, rank
Orgulous, proud, disdainful
Osprey, a khid of eagle
Ostent, show, ostentation
Ostentation, show, appearance
Overblow, to drive away, to keep off
Overture, opening or discovery
Ounce, a ^mall tiger, or tiger-cat
Ouph, faiiy, goblin
Ousel-cock, the cock blackbird
Out, begone
Out, full, complete
Outlook, to face down
Outvied, defeated, a term at the
game of gleek

Outivard, not in the secret of affairs
Oiue. to own. possess, govern
Ox-lip, the greater cowslip

Pack, to make a bargain
Pack, combined, an accomplice
Packings, plottings, underhand
Paddock, toad [contrivances
Pageant, a dumb show
Paid, punished
Pain, penalty.
Pains, labour, toil

Palabras, words [crov.n
Pale, to empale, encircle with a
Pall, to.wrap, to invest
Palled, vapid
Palmers, holy pilgrims
Pabny, victorious
Palter, to juggle, or shuffle

Paper, to write down, or appoint by
Paper, written securities [writing
Parcel, reckon up
Parcel-gili, gilt only on certain parts
Parish-top, a large top formerly
kept in every village to be whip-
ped for exercise

Paritor, an apparitor, an officer of
the bishop's court

Parle, parley^

Parlous, perilous
Parlous, keen, shrewd
Part, to depart
Partake, to participate
Parted, sharetl
Parted, endowed with parts
Participate, participant, partici-

Parttzan, a pike ipating
Parts, party
Pash, a head
Ptish, to strike with violence
Pashed, bruised, crushed
Pass, to decide, to assure or convey



Piiss, to exceed, tn s;o beyond
connnon bounds

Piissfd, exccllinij, past all expres-

sion or bounds
Passts, what luis passed
Passing, eminent, egregious
Passion, suffering [sations

Pit^sionate, a prey to mournful sen-
Passionift^, beintj in a passion
Ptrssy-r/teasure, a dance [made
Pastry, the room where pastry was
Patch, a fool, from his wearing a

parti-coloured coat
Path, to walk
Patlutical, deeply affected [pose
Patient, to make patient, to cora-
Patines, round broad plates
Pavin, a dance
Paucas, few
Pay, to beat, to hit
Peat, little pet
Pedascnte, a pedant
Peer, to come out, to appear
Peevish, foolish
Peize, to balance, to keep in sus-

pense, to weigh down
Pelting, paltry, petty, inconsider-
Pennons, small flags [able
Perch, a measure of five yards and
Perdttrabte, lasting fa half
Perdy, par Dieu. a French oath
Perfect, certain, well informed
Perfections, liver, brain, and heart
Perjure, a perjured person
Periapts, charn\s sewed up and
worn about the neck

Perspectives, telescopes
Perzert, to avert
PewfclUnv, a companion
Pheere. 5ee Feere [or curry
Pheize, to teazc or beat, to comb
Pia mater, the membrane covering
the substance of the brain

PilH. to pitch
Puked, nicely dressed, foppish
Pickers, the hands
Pickiu);, insignificant

Pick-thank, an oflicious parasite
Piece, a word of contempt for a
PieCd, shaven [woman
Pt^JU, pitched, fixed
Pitcher, a pilche, the scabbard ^
PiUed, pillaged
Pm and -web, disorders of the eye
Pinnace, a small ship of burden
Pix, a small chest in which the con-

secrated host was kept
Placket, a petticoat
Plagiie, to punish [cantii
Plain song, the chant, in piano
Plainly, openly
Plaited, complicated, involved
Planehed, made of planks
Plants, the feet
Platforms, plans, schemes [lar

Plausive, gracious, pleasing, popu-
Pleachcd, folded in each other
Plot, piece or portion
Point, a metal hook fastened to the
hose or breeches

Point, the utmost height
Point-cU-vie, cx-ictly
Points, ta^s to the laces
Poize, weight or moment
Polled, bared, cleared
Pomander, a ball made of perfumes
Pomeivater, a species of apple
Poor-John, hake dried and salted
Popinjay, a parrot
Popularity, plebeian intercourse
Port, external pomp
Port, a gate

'

Portable, bearable
Portance, carriage, behaviour
Possess, to inform, to make to un-

derstand [informed
Possessed, acquainted with, fully

Possessed, afflicted with madness
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Patch, to push violently
Patents, potentates [fumes
Pouncet-bo.v, a small box for jjer-

Pcnver, forces, an army
Practice, unlawful . or insidi

stratagem [arts

Practise, to employ unwarrantable
Practisants, confederates in strata
gems

Prank, to adorn, to dress ostenta-
tiously, to plume

Precedent, original draft
Precept, a justice's warrant
Precisian, a great pretender to

sanctity
Prefer, to recommend, to advance
Pregnancy, readiness
Pregnant, ready, plain, evident,
apposite

Pregnant enemy, the enemy of
mankind

Premised, sent before the time
Prenominate, already named
Prc-ordinance, ordinance already

established
Presence, the presence-chamber, a
public room

Presence, dignity of mien, form,
Prest, ready (figure
Pretence, design, intention
Pretend, to intend, design
Pretended, purposed or intended
Prevent, to anticipate
Prick, the point on the dial
Pricks, prickles, skewers'
Prig, to filch

Prime, youth
Prime, prompt [portant
Pritner, more urgent, more im-
Pritnero, a game at cards
Principals, rafters of a building
Princox, a coxcomb, or spoiled
Probal, probable [child
Process, summons
Procure, to bring
Prodigious, portentous, ominous
Proface, much good may it do yo;'

Profession, end and purpose of
coming

Progress, a royal journey of state
Project, to shape or form
Prompture, suggestion, temptation
/'yfjwe', sometimes luiiiible, or prompt
Proof, confirmed state of manhood
Propagate, to advance or improve
Propagation, getting
Proper, well-looking, handsome
Proper-false, proper or fair, and

false or deceitful
Propertied, taken possession of
Properties, incidental necessaries to
a theatre

Property, due perfonnance
Property, a thing quite at dispostil
Propose, to image, to imagine
Proposing, conversing
Propriety, regular and proper state
Prorogue, to lengthen or prolong
Provand, provender
Pravencial, Provencal, from Pro-
vence

Pi-avincia!, belonging to one's pro-
Provost, sheriff or gaoler Jvince
Prune, to plume [black
Puke, a colour between russet and
Pugging, thievish
Pun, to pound
Purchase, stolen goods [thods
Purchased, acquired by unjust me-
Purlieu', bonier, enclosure
Pursuivants, henilds llcdgc
Put to knoiv, compelled to acknow-
Putter-on, one who instigates
Putter-out, one who places out
money at interest

Pu!ling-on, spur, incitement
Puttoek, a degenerate species of
hawk
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Q-

Qitaii, to faint, to sink
Quaint, fantastical
Qnaint-tnazcs, a game running the

figure of eight
Quaked, thrown into trepidation
Qualify, to lessen, moderate
Quality, confederates
Quality, profession, condition of life

Quarrel, a quarreller, the cause of
a quarrel

Quarry, the game after it is killed
Quart d'ecu, fourth part of a French
crown

Quarter, the allotted posts, station
Qua/, a pimple

~

[settled
Queasy, squeamish, delicate, un-
Qucll. to murder, to destroy
Quer?t, a hand-mill [peditinn
Quest, inquest or jury, search, ex-
Question, conversation
Questrist, one who goes in search
Quests, reports [of another
Quick, lively, spritely, living
Quicken, to animate
Quiddits, subtilties

Quillets, law chicanery [exercises
Quintain, a post set up for various
Quips, reproaches and scoffs
Quire, to play in concert
Quit, quitted
Quit, to requite or answer
Quitlayicc, return of obligations
Quiver, nimble, active
Qjwte, to observe or regard

Rabato, an ornament for the neck
Rabbit-sttcker, a young' rabbit
Race, original disposition, inborn

qualities, a smack or flavour
Rack, wreck
Rack, to exaggerate
Rack, to harass by exactions
Rack, the fleeting away of the
highest clouds

Racki?:^, in rapid motion
A'rt^, an opprobrious epithet
Ra^j^ed, rugged
Rake, to cover [ture
Rampallwn. a ramping low crea-
Rank, rate or pace
Rank, grown up to a great height
and strength

Rapt, rapturously affected
Rapture, a fit

Rarely, curiously, happily
Rascal, applied to lean deer
Rai/t, licady, llioughtlcss, quick,

violent [discovery
Ras/t remonstrance, premature
Rated, chided
Ravtft, to devour eagerly
Ravtn, ravenous
Ravined, glutted with prey
Rauj;ht, reached
Raw, ignorant, unripe, unskilful

Rawly, young and helpless
Rayed, bewrayed
Razed, slashed, raised
Rear-tnouse, a bat
Reason, discourse
Reason, to talk, to argue for
Rebeck, an old niusicalinstruinent
Kecei^'ing, ready apprehension
Receipt, receptacle
Recheate, a soimd by which the
dogs are called back [to

Reck, to care for, to mind, to attend
Recorder, a kind of flute or flageolet
Recure, to recover
Red-lattice, the sign of an ale-house
Reduce, lo bring back
Rid'plafTue, the erysipclns
Reechy, discoloured by smoke
Re/ell^ to refute [smoKy, greajiy
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Refer, to re<;erve to

Regard, look
Regunent, government, authority
Reg reel, exchange of salutation
Regiierdoii, recompeuce. return
Relative, nearly related, or con-
nected

Re}iie}nbered, remembering
Revienibrattce, admonition
Remorse, pity, tenderness of heart
^eijiotion, removal or remoteness
Rc;?ioved, remote, sequestered
ReTtder^ to describe
Render, a confession, an account
Renege, to renounce
Repair, to renovate
Repeal, to recall

Reports, reporters
Reproof, confutation
Repiign, to resist

Reputing, boasting of [satisfied

Resolve, to be firmly persuaded.
Resolve, to dissolve
Respect, consideration, caution
Respective, respectable, respectful,
formal

Respective, cool, considerate
Respectively, respectfully
Retailed, handed down
Reverb, to reverberate
Revolts, revolters
Rib, to enclose
Rid, to destroy
Rift, split

Riggis/t, wanton
Right, just, even

^
[cause

Right'dra'wn, drawn in a right
Rigol, a circle

Ringed, environed, encircled
Ripe, come to the height
Rivage, the bank or snore
Rivciiity, equal rank
Rivals, partners
Rive, to burst, to fire

Rogues, vagrants
Romage, rummage
Roiiyon, a despicable person
Rood, the cross
Rook, to squat down
Ropery, roguery
Rope-tricks, abusive language
Rotlier, a provincial name for ox
Round, rough, unceremonious
Rou7idcd, \vhispered
Rounding, whispering
Roundel, a country dance
Round7ire, circle

Rouse, a draught of jollity

Royal, due to a king (cellence
Royalty, nobleness, supreme, ex-
Roynish, mangy, or scabby
Ruddock, the redbreast [boots
Ruff, the folding of tlie tops of
Ruffle, to riot, to create disturbance
Ruffling, rustUng
Ruin, displeasure producing niin
Rutk, pity, compassion

S.

Sacring-bell, bell announcing the
approach of the host

Sadly, seriously
Sadness, seriousness
Sags or STvagg, to sink down
Sallet, a helmet
Saltiers, satyrs
Sanded, of a sandy colour
Satisfy, rest with satisfactiofi

Savage, sylvan, uncultivated, wild
Savagencss, wildness
Saiti, not a proveVb, Imt the whole
tenor of any discourse

Say, silk

Say, a sample, a taste or relish
Scaffoldage, tlie gallery part of the
theatre (filthy

Scald, a word of contempt, poor.

GLOSSARV.

Scale, to disperse, to put to llight

Scaled, over-reached
Scaling, weighing
Scall, an old word of reproach
Scamble, to scramble
Seaman, a limpet
Scan, to examine nicely [tract

Scant, to be deficient in, to con-
Scandling, measure, proportion
Scapes ofTuii, sallies, irregularities

Scarfed, decorated with nags
Scath, destruction, harm
Scath, to do an injury
Scathful, mischievous, destructive
Sconce, the head, or a petty fortifi-

Scotched, cut slightly [cation
Scrirnots, fencers
Scrip, a writing, a list

Scroyks, scabby fellows

Sculls, great numbers of fishes

swimmmg together
Scutched, whipt, carted
Seal, to strengthen or complete
SeaJK, lard
Sea-niell, the sea-mew
Sear, to stigmatise, to close. See
Sere [press

Season, to temper, to infix, to im-
Seasoned, established or setded by
Seat, throne [time
Sect, a cutting in gardening
Seel, to sew up
Seelijig, blindmg
Seeming, specious, hypocritical
Seeming, seemly
Seen, versed, practised
Seld, seldom
Seniblably, in resemblance, alike
Seniory, seniority
Sennet, a flourish on corneto
Sense,^ reason, natural affection,

feeling, sensual passion
Sensible, having sensation
Septentrion, the north

^

Sequestration, separation
Sere or sear, dry
Serpigo, a kind of tetter
Sessa, be quiet
Serve, to fulfil

Serve, to accompany
Set, seated
Setebos, a species of devil
Several, separated, appropriated
Se7uer, an officer who placed tlie

dishes on the table
Sha^ne, to disgrace
SJtame, modesty [scaly wings
Shard-borne, borne by shards or
Shards, the wings of a beetle
Shards, broken pots or tiles

Sharked, picked;iip as a shark col-
lects his prey

Sheen, shining, splendour, lustre
Sheer, pellucid, transparent
Shent, scolded, rebuked, ashamed,
disgraced

Shent, to reprove harshly
S/terij^s-po^t, a large post set up
at the door of that oflicer for
affixing proclamafions, vtc.

Shive, a slice

Shotj a shooter
Shovel-board, a game
S/ioughs, shocks, a species of dog
Shouldered, rudely thrust into
Shrewd, having the qualities of a
Shrift, confession [shrew
Shrive, to confess, to call to confes-
Shut-iip, to conclude (sion
Side-sleeves, long sleeves
Siege, stool, seat, rank [helmet
Sight, the perforated part of a
Sightless, unsightly
Si^n, to show, to denote
Stlly, simple or rustic
Silly, sooth, plain, simple trutli

Sincere, honest
Sine7v, strength

Single, weak, debile, siuliII, void ol

duplicity or guile
Si}ik-a-pace, cinque-pace, a dance
Sir-reverence, a corruption of savc-
Silh, since [rez'ercnce

Sithence, thence
Sizes, allowances of victuals
Skains-inates, loose companions
Skinker, a tapster
Skirr, to scour, to ride hastily
Slack, to neglect
Slave, to treat as a slave [the silk

Sleave, the ravelled knotty part of
Sledded, riding in a sled or sledge
Slights, subtle practices
Slips, a contrivance of leather, to

start two dog^ at the same time
Silver, to cut a piece or slice

Slops, loose breeches, or tro^^-sers

Slough, the skm wliich the serpent
annually throws off

Slubber, to do anything carelessly,
imperfectly, to obscure

Sinircfied, soiled or obsc,ured
Sneap,%o check or rebuke, a rebuke
S?teaping, nipping
Sneck-up, a cant phrase, "go hang
S}iuff, hasty anger [yourself"
Snujfs, dislikes

Soil, spot, turpitude, reproach
Solely, alone
Solicit, courtship
Solicit, to excite
Soliciting, information
Solidares, an unknown coin
Sometimes, formerly
Sooth, truth'

Sooth, sweetness
Sorriest, worthless, vile

Sorry, sorrowful or dismal
Sorel, a deer during his third year
Sort, a company, a pack, ranks and
degrees of men

Sort, to happen, to agree
Sort, the lot

Sort and suit, figure and rank
Sot, a fool

Soul-fearing, soul appalling
Sound, to declare or publisli

Sound, soundly
Sovl, to pull by the ears
.s'i)7«to-,perhap3 the name ofa houiKl
Sfanned, measured
Specialty, particular rights
.ii>-a'. the fate decided
Speed, event (b^rs. &c.
Sperr, to shut up, defend by
Spleen, humour, caprice, spirit, re-

sentment [speed
Spleen, violent hurry, tumuituoiis
Spleens, inclination to spiteful mirth
Spot, stain or disgrace
Spotted, wicked
Sprag, or spackt, apt to learn
Spread, to stand separately
Sprighted, haunted
Sprights, spirits [horses
Springhalt, a disease incident to

.S>>ri«i>-;«^, blooming in the spring
Sprightly, ^o<,i.\'^ [of life

Spurs, the longest and largest routs

S(/uare, to quarrel [of trees

Square, regular, equitable, just,

suitable " [or compleiuent
Square, compass, eomprehensiun,
Squarer, a guaTrelsome fellow

Squash, an immature peasci.d
Squiny, to look asquint
Squire, a square or rlile

Staggers, delirious perturbation
Stale, a bait or decoy to catch birds
Stale, a pretence
Stale, to allure
Stand, to withstand, to resist

Standing io7vls,\>ow]s elev.i'led on
feet [hawk

Stannyal, the common stonc-
Star, a scarof that appearance



stark, stilt

SfarJtly, stiffly

Slarmi, destined
State, a chair with a canopy over it

State, standing
Statf, otficial state, dignity
States, persons of high rank
Station, the act of standing
Statist, statesman
Staves, the wood of tte lances
Stay, a hinderer, a supporter
Stead, to assist, or help [chine
Stickin^-ptace, the stop in a ma
Sticklers, arbitrators, judges, sides-
men

Stigmatical, marked or stigmatized
Stigmatick, one on whom nature
has set a mark of deformity

Still, constant or continual
Stint, to stop, to retard
Stith, an anvil [rapier
Stoccata, a thrust or stab with
Stock, a term in fencing
Stock, stocking
Stomach, passion, pride, stubborn

resolution, constancy, resolution
Stoop, a measure somewhat more
than half a gallon

Storrr, a kind nf thatch
Stoiip. a kind of flagon
Strachy, probably some kind of
domestic office

Straii^ht, immediately
Strain, descent, lineage
Strain, difficulty, doubt
Strait, narrow, avaricious
Straiteti, put to difficulties

Slram^c, odd, alien, becoming a
stranger, a stranger

Strau^ety, wonderfully [haviour
Strangeness, shyness, distant be-
Strang-er, an alien
S!ra7!gle, to suppress
Stratagem, great or dreadful event
Strict, hard
Strive, to contend
Sliuk, a thrust in fencing
Stiigr, baggage
Stitjf, substance or essence
Subscribe, to agree to, to yield, to
surrender

Subscnptun, obedience
Submerged, whelmed under water
Stibtitty, deception
Subtle, smooth, level

Success, succession (sion
Successive, belonging to the succcs-
Successively. by order of succession
Sudden, violent

Sufficiency, abilities (instigate

Sugrest. to tempt, to prompt, to
Suggestion, hint
Suggestions, temptations
Suited, dressed
Sullen, obstinately troublesome
Suminer-s^uelling. that which

swells or expands in summer
Sutnmoners, sunmioning ofiicers

Sunipter, .1 horse that carries ne-
cessaries on .a journey

Siiperjluous. over-clothed
Superstitious, serving with super-

stitious attention
Supposed, counterfeited, imagined
Sure. safe, out of danger, surely
Sur-reined. *>ver-worked, or ridden
Suspire, to breathe
Swag^^erer, a roaring, fighting

fellow lorown
.Stuart, or swarth, black, or dark
Swath, the grass a mower cuts
down by one sti'oke of his scythe

Sivasking. noisy, bullying
Swath, the dress of a new-born

chilli (tuni

Sway, the whole weight, monicn-
Swecling, a species of aupic
Swift, ready
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Swinge-bncklcrs, rakes, rioters
Swoop, the descent of a bird of prey
Swounded, fainted.

T.

Table, the palm of the hand ex
Table, a picture [tended
Tables, table-books for memoran-
Tabourine, a small drum [dums
T.ig, the lowest of the populace
Taint, to throw a slur upon
Take-up, to contradict, to call to
TakC'Up, to levy [an accoimt
7a/.', stout, bold, courageous
Tallow-keech, the fat ofan ox or cow
.Tame, ineffectual
7atne-s}take, a contemptible fellow
Tanned, flat, spiritlcbS [voke
Tarre, to stimulate, to excite. pro-
Tartar, Tartarus, the fabled place
of future punishment

Task, to keep busied with scruples
Tassel-gentle, i.e., tercel gentle, a
species of hawk

Tawdry, a. kind of necklaces worn
by country girls

Taxation, censure or satire
Teen, sorrow, grief
Temper, to mould like wax
Temper, temperament, constitution
Temperance, temperature
Tetnpered, rendered pliable
Tend, to attend upon, to wait for
Tcfidcr, to regard with alfection
Tendering, watching with tcnder-
Tent, to take up residence [ness
Termagant, the supposed god of
the Saracens '

Termagant, furious
Tcstem, gratified with a tester, or
sixpence

Tetchy, touchy, peevish, fretful

Tharboroiigh, tliirdborougii.

Theorick, theory [peace officer

Thewes, muscular strength
Thick, in quick succession
Thick-pleached, thickly interwoven
Thill, the shafts of a cart
TlwitglU, melancholy
Thrasonical, boastful, bragging
Thread, to pass through
Three-man-beetle, an implement
used for driving piles

Three-pile, rich velvet
Thrift, a state of prosperity •

Throes, emits as in parturition
Thrum, the extremity of a weaver's
warp

Thrujntn'd, made of coarse woollen
Tib, a wanton [cl-oth

Tickle, ticklish
Tickle-brain, a strong liquor
Tight, handy, adroit
TiglUly, cleverly, adroitly
Titly-Tjalley, an interjection of con-
tempt

Tilth, tillage

Timeless, untimely
Tinct, tincture
Tire, headdress.
Tire, to fasten, to fix the talons on
Tire, to be idly employed ou
Tired, adorned witii ribamls
Tod, to yield or produce a tod, oi

twenty-eight pounds
Tokened, spotted as in the plague
Toll, to enter on the toll-book
Tolling, taking toll

Tomboy, a masculine, forward girl

Topless, that which has nothing
above it, supreme

Topple, to tumble
'Touch, sens;itiun, sense, or feeling
Touch, exploit or stroke
'Touch, a spice or particle
Touch, touchstone
Touches, features
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Toucfted, tried
To7L'ara, in a state of readiness
Toys, rumours, idle reports, fancies,

freaks of imagination
Tozc, to pull or pluck
Trace, to follow [habit

Trade, a custom, an established
Tradition^ traditional practices
Traditional, adherent to old cus-
toms

Trail, the scent left by the passage
of the game

Traizect, a ferry
Translate, to transfer, to explain
Trash, a hunting phrase, to correct
Travel, to stroll

Traverse, a term in military exer-
Traversed, across [cise

Tray-trip, kind of game at
draughts

Treackers, treacherous persons
Trenched, cut. carved
Tricky trick of the times
Trick, peculiarity of voice, face, &c.
Trick, smeared, painted, in he-
Tricki7ig, dress [raldry-

Tricksy, clever, adroit
Trigon, Aries, Leo and Sagittarius
Triumphs, masques, revels
Trojan, cant word for a thief
Troll, to sing trippingly
Trol-my'dames, a game
Trossers, trowsers
Trow, to believe
Truth, honesty [flourish

Tucket, or tucket sonjuiance, a
Turlygood, or turlupin, a gipsy
Turn, to become acescent
Turquoise, a precious stone
Tiuangling, an expression of con-
Twigging, wickered [tempt
Tycd, limited, circumscribed
Type, distinguishing mark, show, or
emblem [trict

Tything^ division of a place, a dis*

Vail, to condescend to look, to let

down, to bow, to sink
Vailing, lowering
Vain, vanity
Vain, light of tongue, not veracioas
Valance, fringed with a beard
Validity, value
Vanity, illusion

Vantage, convenience, opportu-
nity, advantage

Vantbrace, armour for tlie arm
Varlet, a servant or footman to ;i

warrior
Vase, waste, dreary
Vaunt, the avant, what went before
Vaward, the fore part
Velure, velvet
Venciv, a bout, a term in fencing
Vengeance, mischief
Vent, rumour, matter for discourse
Ventages, the holes of a flute

Venys, hits in fencing
Verbal^ verbose, full of talk
Verify, to bear true witness
Very, immediate
Via, a cant i>hrasc of exultation
Vicc^ the fool of the old moralities
Vice, to advise
Vice, griisp
Vir^inalling, playing on the vir-

pnal, a spinnct
Virtue, the most cflicacious part,

valour
Virtuous, salutiferous
Virtuous, belonging to good brecd-
/ 'ixen, ur/ixen, a (emalc fox [in^

Vizaments, advisements
Voluntary, voluntarily
Votarist, supplicant
Vottchsa/'ed, vuuchsaflniL;
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Vox, tone or voice
yui£-ar, coininoii

Vttigarly, publicly

u.

Vtnber, a dusky yellow-coloured
Umbered, discoloured [earth
Unacciisto}/i€d, unseemly, indecent
Unaneted, without extreme unction
Uiiaijoidedy unavoidable
Unbarbed, uncovered, beardless
Unbaiedf not blunted
Unbolt, to open, explain
Unbolted^ coarse
Unbookish, isjnorant
Unhontteicd, ' without an addition
from dij^^nities

Unbreathed, unexercised, unprac-
tised [huntini;

Uncape, to 6\^ out, a term in lox-
Uncharged, unattacked
Uncie7v, to draw out, to exhaust
Uncozfted, real, unrefined, una-
dorned [ways of the world

Uncoiijirmed, unpractised in the
Under generation, the antipodes
Undergo, to be subject to
Under-skinker^ a tapster, an uu-
derdrawer

Undertaker, one who takes upon
himself the quarrel of another

Under^vrite, to subscribe, to obey
Under-'wrought, under-worked, un-
determined

Undeserving, undeserved
Uneath, scarcely, not easily
Unexpressive, inexpressible
Unhappy, unlucky
Unhoused, free from domestic cares
Unhonseled, not having received the
sacrament

Unimprcroed, not jjuidcd by know-
ledfife or experience

Union, a species of pearl
Unkind, contrary to kind or nature
Unniastered, Ucentious
Unoived, that which has no owner
Unpreg>tant, not quickened
Unproper, common
Unqnalitied, unmanned, disarmed
of his faculties [versed with

Unquestionable, unwilliniijtobe con-
Unrcady, undressed
Unrespective, inattentive to conse-
Unrest, disquiet [quences
Unrough, smooth-faced, unbearded

GLOSSARY,

Unsisted, untried
^

fat rest
Uftststing, always openinjj. never
Unsi?ti7-ched, clean, not defiled
Unsquarcd, unadapted to their
subject

Unstanched, incontinent
Untempering, not tempering', not
softenintf [use

Untracedi ^in^wlax, not in common
Untrznimed, undressed
Ujitnith, disloyalty, treaclicry
Unvalued, invaluable
Up-sprzng, upstart
Urchins, hedge-ho^^s
Usance, usury ' ["custom
Use, practice long" countenanced by
Use, to make a practice of
Use, interest
Used, behaved
Utis, a merry festival
Utter, to vend by retail

Utterance, the extremity of defiance

W.

//7i/?, to beckon [scribe to
Wage, to fight, to combat, to pre-
IVaist, the middle
JP'alk, a district in a forest
Ifannion, vengeance
happened, decayed or diseased
U'ard, j)OSture of defence
Ward, guardianship
Warden, a species of pears
It'arder, guard, sentinel
Warn, to summon
Il'assels. meetings of rustic mirth
iratch, a watch-light
Water-Tvork. water-colours
[fax, to grow
If'axen, increase
Wealth, weal or prosperity
Wear, the fashion
Jl'eeds, clothing
Ifeen, to think", to imagine
Il'eet, to know [Tjcrate

ITeii^h, to value or esteem, to deli-

Welkin, the colour of ihe sky, blue
Well-found, of acknowledged ex-
cellence

IVell'liking, plump, embonpoint
Wend, to go
Whelked, varied with protuberances
li'he'r, whether
H'here, whereas
U'hiffler, an officer who walks first

in processions

Whiles, until
Whip, the crack, the best
H'liipstoch, a carter's whip
ll'liirring, hurrying awny
Whist, silence
U'hite death, the chlorosis
Whiting'tinie, bleaching time
Whztsters, the bleachers of linen
JVhzttle, a species of knife
M''hcopi7ig, measure or reckoning
Wide, remotely from, wide of the
IVilderness, wildness [mark
iVill, wliluness [In time of danger
lyinking'gates, gates hastily cloUd
JVinzple, a hood or veil

Winter-ground, to protect against
the inclemency of whiter

//Vi". to know.
Wzsh, to recommend
Jf'it, to know
Ifitch, to charm, to bewitch
Ifzts, senses
Ifitty, judicious, cunning
IVomafz-tired, hen-pecked
Ifondercd, able to perform wonder:
Jfood, crazy, frantic
Ifoolward, clothed in wool as pil-

grims and penitentiaries
Jforld, to ,i^o to the, to be married
Worship, dignity, authority
Iforth, wealth or fortune, the value,

full quota or proportion
Ifarts, cabbage
// 'ot, to know
}found, twisted about [hnrp
Wrest, an instrument fortunin^ tlie

Wrested, obtained by violence
ifrzt, writing, compusition
Wrzihled, wrinkled
Wroztght, worked, agitated
Ifrung, pressed, strained
Ifrying, deviating

Y.

yarely, readily, nimbly
Yearns, grieves or vexes
Yeasty, ov yesty, foaming or frothy
Yeild, to inform of, condescend to"

Yeild, to reward
Yelloivness, jealousy
Yeoznan, a bailifTs follower

Zony, a buffoon, a merry Andrew
Zcd^ a term of contemjit
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FREDERICK WARNE &> CO., PUBLISHERS,

W^t JinnsHmm ]Fu^l$*

Entirely New Edition, Red Line Border.

Wiih Original Notes, Steel Portraits, and full-page Illustrations,

In large crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, gilt edges, price 35. 6d, each
;

or in morocco, elegant, 8^,

SHAKSPEARE'S POETICAL WORKS.
LONGFELLOW'S. POETICAL WORKS.

BYRON'S POETICAL WORKS.
ELIZA COOK'S POEMS.

SCOTT'S POETICAL WORKS.
BURNS' POETICAL WORKS.

MOORE'S POETICAL WORKS.
COWPER'S POETICAL WORKS.

MILTON'S POETICAL WORKS.
WORDSWORTH'S POETICAL WORKS.

MRS. HEM AN S' POETICAL WORKS.
HOOD'S POETICAL WORKS.

SHELLEY'S POETICAL WORKS.
MACKAY'S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS.

POPE'S POETICAL WORKS.
KEBLE'S (JOHN) THE CHRISTIAN YEAR.

GOLDSMITH'S POETICAL WORKS.
MONTGOMERY'S (JAMES) POETICAL WORKS.

HEBER'S (BISHOP) POETICAL WORKS.
HERBERT'S (GEORGE) POEMS AND PROSE.
DODD'S BEAUTIES OF SHAKSPEARE.

GRAY, BEATTIE, AND COLLINS.
PERCY'S RELIQUES.

GEMS OF NATIONAL POETRY.
DANTE. By Gary.

Also uniform, without red line Border,

CAMPBELL'S POETICAL WORKS.
KEATS' POETICAL WORKS.

COLERIDGE'S POETICAL WORKS.
THE POETS' YEAR.

SONGS, SACRED AND DEVOTIONAL.
GOLDEN LEAVES FROM THE AMERICAN POETS.

LEGENDARY BALLADS OF ENGLAND AND SCOTLAND.
JOHNSON'S LIVES OF THE POETS.

LAUREL AND LYRE.
SPENSER'S POETICAL WORKS.

FUGITIVE POETRY OF THE LAST THREE CENTURIES.

BEDFORD STREET, STRAND.



FREDERICK VVARNE &> CO., PUBLISHERS.

1|$ d^atttttfs ifit$$tts+

A Series of Standard Works in Poetry, Biography, &'c.

In large crown Svo, price is. 6d. each, stiff wrapper ; or cloth gilt, 2s.

Shakspeare. Complete.

Longfellow.

B3'Ton.

Scott.

Arabian Nights (The).

Eliza Cook's Poems. Complete.

Legendary Ballads of England
and Scotland.

Burns.

Johnson's Lives of the Poets.

Dante: Vision. Trans, by Gary,

Moore.
Dr. Syntax's Three Tours.

Butler's Hudibras.

Cowper.
Milton.

Wordsworth.
Twice-told Tales. Hawthorne.
Hallam's Constitutional His-

tory of England.

History of the Saracens. By
Gibbon and Ockley.

Lockhart's Spanish Ballads,
and Southey's Chronicles ofthe Cid.

Robinson Crusoe.

Swiss Family Robinson.

Mrs. Hemans' Poetical Works.
Grimm's Fairy Tales.

Andersen's (Hans) Fairy Tales.

Scott's Lives of Eminent
Novelists and Dramatists.

Scott's Essays on Chivalry,
Romance, and the Drama.

Shelley.

Campbell.

Keats.

Coleridge.

Pope's Iliad. With Flaxman's
Illustrations.

Pope's Odyssey. Ditto.

Hood.
Representative Actors.

Don Quixote. By Cervantes.
Eastern Tales. r^.^^

German Literature, fromTiECK,
England (Romance of History).
By H. Neale. Illustrated by T.
Landseee.

France (Romance of History). By
Leitch Ritchie. lUusts. by ditto.

Italy (Romance of History). By
C. Macfarlane. Illusts. by ditto.

Spain (Romance of History). By
Don T. de Trueba. Illust.

India (Romance of History). By
Rev. Hobart Gaunter, D.D.

Dodd's Beauties of Shakspere.

Book of Authors.

The Talmud. By H. Polano.
Virgil (Dryden's) The Works of.

Pope.
Mackay's Complete Works.
Goldsmith's Poems, &c.

Sale's Koran. Complete.

Oxenford's French Songs.

Gil Bias, The Adventures of.

Romance of London. J. Times.
Two Vols.

A Century of Anecdote. Timbs.

Walton and Cotton's Angler.

Herbert's (George) Works.
Heber's (Bp.) Poetical Works.
Half- Hours with the Best

Authors.
Ditto **

Ditto •**

Ditto ***
.

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress.

Fugitive Poetry, 1600-1878.

Pepys' Diary.

Evelyn's Diary.
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FREDERICK WARNE &• CO., PUBLISHERS,

The Chandos Q.\.PJS,?,iQ.%—conlinued.

Bunyan's Holy War.
Tovvnsend's Modern Literature

Ditto ditto '

Montgomery (James).
Spenser's Faery Queen.
White's Natural History c

Selborne.

Keble's Christian Year.

Lamb's Poems and Essays.
Roscoe's Italian Novelists.

Roscoe's German Novelists,

Roscoe's Spanish Novelists.

Gibbon's Life and Letters.

Gray, Beattie and Collins.

Percy's Reliques.

Gems of National Poetry.

Lamb's Tales from Shakspeare.

Lockhart's Life of Scott.

Half-Hours ofEnglish History.*

Ditto ditto
**

Ditto ditto
"**

Ditto ditto
*'*'

Gibbon's Decline and Fall of
the Roman Empire. 4 vols.

D'lsraeli's (Isaac) Curiosities of
Literature. 3 vols.

D'lsraeli's (Isaac) Literary Cha-
racter of Men of Genius.

D'lsraeli's (Isaac) Calamities
and Quarrels of Attthors.

D'lsraeli's (Isaac) Amenities of
Literature. 2 vols.

^sop's Fables. Illustrated.

3nibJ>l L In medium 8vo, price ;^3 155., cloth gilt and gilt edges.

THE FLOWERING PLANTS, GRASSES,
AND FERNS OF GREAT BRITAIN.

In Six Volumes.

By Anne Pratt. Fine Edition.

Containing upwards of Three Hundred Coloured Plates.

In medium 8vo, price X2s. 6d., cloth gilt and gilt edges.

THE FERNS OF GREAT BRITAIN,
AND THEIR ALLIES,

The Club-Mosses, Pepperwort.s, and Horsetails.

By Anne Pratt, Containing 41 Coloured Plates.

ENGLISH WILD FLOWERS.
By J. T. Burgess.

Fine Edition. With numerous Illustrations and Coloured Plates, 3s. 6d.

Also, Popular Edition, in fcap. 8vo, price i^., picture boards, with

Plain Illustrations.

BEDFORD STREET, STRAND.



FREDERICK WARNE &• CO., PUBLISHERS,

In demy 4to, cloth, elegantly gilt, new style, price ss. each.

Mounted on Linen, price ioj. 6d., gilt and gilt edges.

Pinafores, Red-Coats, and Blue-Jackets. A Nursery
Gift Book, containing 150 Coloured and Tinted Pictures. Comprismg:—
"Old Nursery Songs," " Old Nursery Rhymes," " The Soldier's Alpha-
bet," " The Sailor's Alphabet.'"

Birthday Gift. Comprising 24 pages of Original Illustra-

tions, printed in Colours, and Descriptive Letterpress. Contents

:

—
"Hop o' My Thumb," " Sing a Song o' Sixpence," " King, Queen, and
Knave of Hearts," " The Fairy at the Fountain."

Golden Gift. Comprising 24 pages of Original Illustrations

printed in Colours and Gold, with Descriptive Letterpress. Contents:—
"Little Dame Crump," "Childhood's Delight," " Hush-a-bye, Baby,"
" Tottie's Nursery Rhymes."

Favourite Toy Book. Comprising 24 pages of Original

Illustrations by Harrison Weir, W. Gunston, &c., printed in Colours,

and Descriptive Letterpress. Contents:— " Cinderella,"" Red Riding-

Hood," " Old Mother Hubbard," "Little Bo-Peep."

Keepsake. Comprising

:

—" Alphabet of Fruits," " Hare and
Tortoise," "World-Wide Fables," and "Cock Robin's Courtship," «S:c.

With Original Plates printed in Oil Colours, and Descriptive Letterpress.

London Picture Book. Comprising

:

—" The Globe
Alphabet," "The King, Queen, and Knave of Hearts," "The Railway

A B C," and " Childhood's Happy Hours." With 24 pages of Illustra-

tions, and Descriptive Letterpress.

London Gift-Book. Comprising:—"Nursery A B C,"
"Johnny Gilpin," " Birthday Party, " "The Seaside," With 24 pages of

Illustrations, printed in Colours by Kronheim.

Sunday Picture-Book. Comprising:—"Proverbs of

Solomon," "Joseph and his Brethren," " Wonders of Providence,"
" Story of King David." Original Plates, printed in Oil Colours, and
Descriptive Letterpress.

The Zoological Gardens. Comprising 24 pages of Illus-

trations, printed in Colours by Kronheim & Co., with Descriptive Letter-

press.

Nursery Favourite. Comprising

:

—" Hey Diddle Diddle,"
" Pussy's London Life," " Robin's Christmas Eve," and " Uncle's Farm
Yard." With 24 pages of Illustrations, printed in Colours by Kronheim.
With Descriptive Letterpress.

BEDFORD STREET. STRAND.



FREDERICK WARNE &» CO., PUBLISHERS,

Aunt Louisa's Choice Books, conthiucd.

Holiday Guest. Comprising :-^^^\1{q. of a Doll," "Bruin
the Bear," " Dame Trot and her Cat," " Home for the Holidays." With
Four double Coloured Plates, and i6 pages of Coloured Illustrations by
Kronheim. With Descriptive Letterpress.

National Album. Comprising:—"Punch and Judy,"
"Jack and Jill," " My Children," "The Faithful Friend." With Four large

double Coloured Plates, and i5pp. of Coloured Illustrations by Kronheim.

Home Favourites. With 24 Original Plates by Harrison
Weir, printed in Colours by Kronheim. Comprishig:—" Home Pets,"

" My Favourites," "Household Pets," "Country Pets," and Letterpress,

Welcome Gift. With 24 pages of Coloured Plates by Kron-
heim. Comprising:—"John Bull's Farm Yard Alphabet," "Tabby's Tea
Fight," " Rover's Dinner Party," " London Characters," and Letterpress.

Choice Present. With 24 pages of Illustrations from the

Original Pictures by Landseer and Herring, printed in Colours by

BuTTERFiELD and Co., with Descriptive Letterpress.

London Favourite. With 24 pages of Coloured Plates by
Kronheim, iS:c. Comprising:—"Alphabet of Animals," '' Childhood's

Play Time," " Our Boys and Girls," "A, Apple Pie," and Letterpress.

The Field, The Fox Hunt, and The Farm. With
38 pages of Original Pictures by Frederick Grey, printed in Colours,

and Descriptive Text.

Picture Puzzle Toy Book. With 24 Original Designs
printed in Colours by Kronheim, with full descriptions of the Plates.

Picture Puzzle Album. With 24 Original Designs,

printed in Colours by Kronheim, with full descriptions of the Plates.

In demy 410, cloth elegant, price 3J. 6d. each.

^unt ^otu$a'$ "Jiauijurii^ ©tJjt locks*
Our Favourites

Old Nursery Friends,

Welcome Gift.

Picture Favourite.

Children's Gift.

Bible Picture Book.

OLD RHYMES AND TALES.—In smalX 4to, price 3^. 6d., picture boards.

Each with 84 Coloured and Tinted page Plates.

1. The King and the Abbot, and other Stories.

2. Robiij, the Conjurer, and other Tales in Verse.
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^m|nB'$ ^uiultfis !futii?f$.

5

CoMi'LETE Editions. Large crow

Scottish Chiefs.iMissJ.PoKTER.

Uncle Tom's Cabin.
M*s. Stowe.

St. Clair of the Isles. e.Helme.

Children of the Abbey.
E. M. Roche.

Lamplighter. Miss
Mabel Vaughan. Ditto.

Thaddeus of Warsaw.
Miss Porter.

The Howards of Glen Luna.
Miss Warner.

The Old English Baron,
and The Castle of Otranto.

The Hungarian Brothers.
Miss Porter.

Marriage. Miss Ferrier.
The Inheritance. Ditto.

Destiny. Ditto.

King's Own. C.iptain Makrvat.
The Naval Officer. Ditto.

Newton Forster, Ditto.

Richelieu. G. P. R. James.
Darnley. Ditto.

Philip Augustus. Ditto.

Tom Cringle's Log. M. Scott.
Peter Simple, c.^pt. Markyat.
Mary of Burgundy. James.

Jacob Faithful. Capt.MARRYAT.
The Gipsy. G. P. R.James.
Cruise of the Midge. m.Scott.

Two Years Before the Mast.
R. H. Dana.

The Pirate and the Three
Cutters. Captain Marryat.

Henry Masterton.G.P.R.jAMEs
John Marston Hall. Ditto.

Japhet in Search of a
Father. Captain Marryat.

n 8vo, 6d. each, picture wrappers.

31. The Wolf of Badenoch.
T. D. Lander.

32. Caleb Williams. Wm.Godwi.v
33. The Pacha of Many Tales.'

Captain Makrvat.
34. The Vicar of Wakefield.
35. Mr. Midshipman Easy.
36. Attila. G. P. R. James.
37. Rory O'More. Lover.
38. Pelham. Lvtton Bulwer.

39. The Disowned. Ditto.

40. Devereux. Ditto.

41. Paul Clifford. Ditto.

42. Eugene Aram. Ditto.

43. Last Days of Pompeii. Ditto.

44. Rienzi. Ditto.

45. Ernest Maltravers. Ditto.

46. Stories of Waterloo.
\V. H. Maxwell.

The Bivouac. Ditto.47-

48. Alice.

49-

SO,

51

52

Lvtton Bulwer.
The Robber. G. P. R. James.
Cyril Thornton. X. Hamilton.
Reginald Dalton.j.LocKHAKT.

The Widow Barnaby.
Frances Tkolloie.

53. Top-sail Sheet Blocks.
Matthew Henry Barker.

54. The Huguenot. G. P. R.James.

55. The Saucy Arethusa.
Capt. Chamiek, R.N.

56. Jack Brag. Theodore Hook.

57. Phantom Ship. Capt. Marryat.

58. Robinson Crusoe. D.Defoe.

59. Pickwick Papers.

60. Harry Lorrequer. c. Lever.

61. The Dog Fiend. Capt.MARRVAT.
62. Nicholas Nickleby. Dickens.

63. Oliver Twist. Ditto.

Hajin^'s :|BHbaH^ Jaufe$.

In large fcap. 8vo, is. each, stiif picture wrapper.

My Star. A Novel. BertheVadier. The Queen of the Lakes-

Into Thin Air- James Child,

A Fair Barbarjan. F. H. BirRNETT

Madame Delphine. G. W. Caole

C.iptain Mavne Reid.

The Doctor of The Rungapore.
Rd'-s Gordon.

Sylvester Sound. H. Cockton.
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Frederick Warne and Co., Publishers,

Kxm s >tar ^zntB.

In small crown 8vo, 1/-

Or, 1/6 each,

t Daisy.
Elizabxte WeihebbIiL.

2 Daisy i» the Field.
Elizabeth Wbiheseli.,

8 Nettie's Mission.
Alice 6ba.t.

4 Stepping Heavenward.
Mrs. E. Peekiiss.

7 Dunallan.
Grace Kennedy.

8 Father Clement.
Grace Kennedy.

t4 From Jest to Earnest.
Kev. E. P. Roe.

16 Mary Elliot.
Catheeine D. Beh.

t8 Sydney Stuart.
Catheeine D, Beli,.

t7 Picciola.
X. B. Sainiine.

18 Hope Campbell.
Catheeine D. Bell.

19 Horace and May,
Catherine D, Bbll.

20 Ella and Marion.
Catherine D. Bell.

SI Kenneth and Hugh.
Catherine D. Bell.

02 Rosa's "Wish.
Cathebine D. Bbll.

23 Margaret CeeU.
Cathebinb D. Bell.

34 The Grahams.
Catheeine D. Bell.

25 Home Sunshine.
Cathehinb D. Bell.

26 "What Katy did at School.
SoSAir COOLIDGB.

28 "Wearyfoot Common.
Leitch Ritchib.

89 Sydonie's Dowry.
By the Author of " Denise."

30 Aunt Jane's Hero.
Mrs. £. Pbbniiss.

81 Aunt Ailie.
Catherine D. Bell.

e2 "WTiat Katy Did.
Svsan CooLisaE.

B3 Grace Huntley.
Mrs. S. C. Hall.

84 Merchant's Daughter.
Mrs. S. C. Hall.

86 Daily Governess.
Mrs. S. C. Hall.

each, Picture Wrapper,

Cloth Gilt.

38 Flower of the Family.
o„ ,-- , .„ Mrs. E. Phi
39 Madame Fontenoy.

By the Author of "D
41 Toward Heaven.

Mrs. E. Pst
45 The Prince of the House ofD

Kev. J. H. Inse.
46 The Pmar of Fire.

., ™, ^, ^^"^^ J- H. Inge
47 The Throne of David.

Rev. J. H. Inge
48 The Admiral's Will.

M. M.
49 Sylvia and Janet.

A
61 That Xjass o' Lowrie's.

Frances H. Bui
53 Cleverly.

^^ ., ^ MabyA.Hi
64 Alec Green.

Silas K. Ho^
65 Sweet Cotmsel.

Sabah T
66 The Milestones of Life.

Kev. A. i\ Thc
67 Little "Women.

Louisa M. A
68 Little "Wives.

LOTTISA M. A
69 Barriers Burned Away.

Kev. E. P
60 Opening a Chestnut Burr.

liev. E. F
61 Uncle Tom's Cabin.

Mrs. 5

63 Dorothy.
A.

67 Pine I3"eedles.
Elizabeth Wbih

68 Helen Leslie.

69 Huguenot Family.
Cathebinb D

70 Only a Girl's Life.
MrH. Mb

71 Lilies or Thistledown.
J. A. Ma'

72 Jack Grainger's Cousin.
J. A. Ma:

73 Little Friends at Glenwood.
J. A. Ma!

76 "Without a Home. Kev. E. I

Bedford Street, Strand.



PR Shakespeare, William
2753 Works
W3

PLEASE DO NOT REMOVE

CARDS OR SLIPS FROM THIS POCKET

UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO LIBRARY




